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THE 

STORY   OF   AN    IRISHMAN 

CHAPTER  I 
"river  of  my  youth" 

My  earliest  memories  of  life  are  associated  with 
river  and  sea  and  low-lying  hills,  with  meadows 
and  gardens  and  distant  views  of  bolder  heights 
crowned  with  some  ancient  ruin.  The  river  and 
the  sea  gave  me  my  playground,  and  I  have  never 
even  in  my  most  recent  days  caught  sight  of  a 
ruined  castle  or  abbey  without  finding  my  mind 
carried  back  to  those  scenes  of  boyhood  and  of 
youth  which  made  the  picturesque  surroundings  of 
my  birthplace.  That  birthplace  was  in  the  near 
neighbourhood  of  the  city  of  Cork,  in  the  south 
of  Ireland,  and  the  whole  surrounding  region  was 
rich  in  delightful  scenery,  whether  the  gazer  looked 
upon  land  or  water  or  took  in  both  together  with 
the  same  glance.  The  river  Lee  flows  down  from 
amid  the  far  hills  a  narrow  stream  until  it  reaches 
the  city  of  Cork,  which  it  passes  through,  broaden- 
ing as  it  emerges  from  the  streets  and  the  quays, 
until  it  pours  itself,  now  a  powerful  river,  into  the 

large  harbour   then  called  Cove,   and   more  lately 
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rechristened  as  Queenstown,  a  great  bay  almost 
landlocked,  and  with  one  opening  between  two 
fortress-crowned  hills,  outside  which  lies  the  sea 
itself.  I  have  seen  many  rivers  and  harbours  in 
foreign  countries  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  and 
the  other,  but  I  have  seldom  looked  upon  a  scene 
more  fascinating  to  the  eye  and  to  the  mind  than 
that  which  was  so  familiar  to  my  boyhood.  My 
earliest  home  was  near  the  city  itself;  but  it  was 
an  easy  task  for  us  young  fellows  to  get  into  a 
boat  and  work  our  oars  until  we  had  reached  the 
harbour,  and  passed  outside  it  to  the  tossing  sea. 
At  that  time  the  boys  I  knew  cared  for  little  in 
the  way  of  sport  which  was  not  associated  with 
the  river  and  the  sea,  with  boating  and  swimming. 
I  do  not  remember  that  either  cricket  or  football 
was  much  of  a  favourite  pastime  among  young 
lads  of  our  set,  and  although  we  were  all  glad 
to  get  a  chance  of  mounting  a  horse,  I  do  not 
recollect  that  we  had  any  inordinate  passion  for 
races.  Our  frequent  intervals  of  recreation  were 
given  up  either  to  long  exploring  rambles  about 
the  country,  or  to  that  river  and  sea  which  we 
loved  in  all  hours  and  in  all  weathers.  It  may 
seem  somewhat  strange  to  speak  of  boys  in  an 
Irish  city  as  indifferent  to  the  temptations  of  the 
racecourse  and  the  hunting-field,  for  all  the  most 
time-honoured  traditions  have  associated  the  young 
Irishman  with  a  passion  for  such  sport ;  but  I  am 
describing  only  the  young  fellows  who  constituted 
the  set  to  which  I  belonged  in  those  far-off  days  of 
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which  I  am  now  writing.  The  hero  of  that  really- 
great  Irish  novel,  "  The  Collegians,"  when  con- 
templating in  a  moment  of  melancholy  retrospec- 
tion the  delights  of  his  boyish  days,  dwells  with 
a  special  rapture  on  "  my  boat,  the  broad  river,  the 
rough  west  wind,  the  broken  waves,  and  the  heart 
at  rest."  I  think  I  may  allow  these  words  to  sum 
up  the  principal  joys  of  life  as  they  presented 
themselves  to  the  minds  and  the  senses  of  the 
young  men  with  whom  I  was  best  acquainted  in 
the  years  before  the  great  Irish  famine  of  1846  and 
1847  had  spread  its  desolation  over  the  land. 

Our  family  household  consisted  of  six  members 
— my  father  and  mother,  my  sister  and  brother, 
myself,  and  a  dear  old  maiden  aunt — my  mother's 
elder  sister,  who  always  lived  with  us,  and  lent 
an  active  hand  in  keeping  straight  the  affairs  of 
our  modest  homestead.  I  should  think  our  con- 
dition at  that  time  might  well  have  been  described 
by  the  somewhat  familiar  phrase  of  "  genteel 
poverty."  My  father  held  the  office  of  clerk  to 
the  city  magistrates,  and  had  studied  law  a  good 
deal ;  although,  owing  to  lack  of  means,  he  was 
never  called  to  either  of  the  legal  professions.  He 
was  a  man  of  much  reading  with  a  thorough  love 
for  books,  and,  as  I  believe,  a  distinct  literary  gift 
which  might,  under  other  conditions,  have  enabled 
him  to  win  some  position  as  a  writer.  He  wrote 
many  poems  and  essays,  which  I  still  think  gave 
good  promise  for  a  literary  career,  but  he  only 
wrote  occasionally,  and  never  gave  himself  up  or 
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had  the  means  of  giving  himself  up  to  the  writer's 
calling.     He    had    had    the    honour   of   conversing 
with   Sir   Walter   Scott,   when   the  great    novelist 
paid    his   visit    to    Ireland ;    he    had    met    Thomas 
Moore,    and    had    some    personal   acquaintanceship 
with  Lady  Morgan,  and  Gerald  Griffin,  and  the  Rev. 
Francis   Mahony,  the  Roman   Catholic  clergyman, 
who  won  fame  under  the  assumed  name  of  "  Father 
Prout."       My    father    was    well    acquainted    with 
Latin  and  Greek,  more  especially  with   Greek,  a 
language    for  which   he    had   an  intense  affection, 
and  he  was  familiar  with  most  of  the  great  classical 
authors.     Among   Latin    poets   he   was   especially 
attracted  by  Horace,  and  he  often  suggested  the 
quaint  and  humorous   idea   that  Horace  ought  to 
have  lived  in  the  days  when  the  tobacco  plant  had 
found  its  uses,  and  that  some  of  Horace's  poems 
seemed  as  if  they  might  have  been  composed  while 
their  author  was  enjoying  the  soothing  and  inspiring 
delights  of  a  comfortable  pipe. 

My  father  and  a  small  circle  of  his  friends  would 
seem  to  have  anticipated  in  their  own  studies  and 
teachings  that  revival  of  the  Gaelic  tongue  and 
literature  which  is  so  remarkable  a  phenomenon 
of  the  present  day  in  Ireland.  He  could  read 
the  Irish  language  and  could  speak  it  a  little, 
and  was  well  acquainted  with  its  surviving  litera- 
ture. He  had  even  studied  very  carefully  that 
ancient  Ogham  character,  the  peculiar  kind  of 
writing  used  by  the  ancient  Irish  and  other 
Celtic   races,   and  employed  especially   on  ancient 
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monuments  and  tablets.  He  made  many  efforts 
to  instruct  his  two  sons  in  this  peculiar  form  of 
writing,  but,  I  am  afraid,  without  any  marked 
success  so  far  as  we  two  were  concerned.  He  and 
some  of  his  friends  formed  a  local  society  for  the 
diffusion  of  this  knowledge,  and  for  the  general 
revival  of  our  ancient  literature.  He  knew  the 
whole  history  and  the  legendary  adornings  of  every 
old  abbey  and  castle  in  the  south  of  Ireland.  One 
of  the  subjects  in  which  he  took  the  deepest  and 
most  constant  interest  was  the  origin  and  the 
archaeology  of  those  Bound  Towers  which  form 
so  peculiar  a  feature  of  Irish  landscape.  He  wrote 
numbers  of  articles  for  local  magazines  and  news- 
papers on  this  subject,  and  entered  into  various 
controversies  thereon  with  contemporary  writers, 
some  of  them  men  of  scholarly  and  literary  eminence. 
Had  he  given  up  the  whole  of  his  leisure  time  to 
these  studies  and  writings  he  might,  I  feel  well 
assured,  have  made  for  himself  an  enduring  name 
in  that  field  of  work.  But  he  was  rather  too  dis- 
cursive in  his  tastes,  and  was  now  striving  to  be 
a  poet,  and  now  an  essayist,  and  again  a  composer 
of  story  and  romance. 

My  mother  and  sister  live  always  in  my  memory 
as  the  ideals  of  womanhood.  Looking  back  as 
carefully  and  thoughtfully  as  I  can,  I  recall  nothing 
in  the  character  of  either  woman  which  suggests 
aught  but  purity,  sweetness,  utter  unselfishness, 
and  loving  devotion  to  every  duty.  My  sister 
seems  to  me  to  have  had  her  mother's  virtues  and 
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her  father's  literary  tastes.  She  was  an  accom- 
plished French  and  Italian  scholar,  and  published 
in  a  magazine  a  full  translation  of  one  of  George 
Sand's  novels,  and  several  versions  of  poems  by 
Petrarch  and  Alfieri.  She  only  lived  to  enter  upon 
womanhood.  I  well  remember  when  we  were  both 
children  her  coming  to  me  one  day  triumphantly 
with  the  announcement  that  she  was  now  ten 
years  old,  and  that  in  ten  years  more  she  should 
be  twenty.  She  had  only  just  passed  out  of 
her  twentieth  year  when  she  passed  out  of  life 
altogether.  She  was  about  a  year  older  than  I, 
and  it  was  one  of  my  mother's  humorous  sayings 
that  her  daughter — her  name  was  Ely — was  born 
a  slave,  while  I,  Justin,  was  born  a  free  man, 
because  Ely  was  born  before  the  passing  of  the 
Catholic  Emancipation  Act,  while  I  was  born  in  the 
year  after  it  had  become  law. 

My  brother  Frank  was  three  years  younger  than 
I,  and  his  tastes  were  rather  artistic  than  literary. 
He  had  a  great  ambition  to  become  a  painter,  but  at 
a  very  early  stage  of  his  career  he  had  to  work 
hard  for  a  living,  and  was  only  able  to  use  the 
pencil  at  odd  times  and  without  any  chance  of 
regular  study.  He  emigrated  to  America  while  still 
very  young,  and  settled  down  in  New  York  as  an 
office  clerk  in  what  is  called  a  wholesale  dry  goods 
store,  and  he  soon  got  married  to  a  gifted  and 
charming  American  girl.  He  kept  to  his  paint- 
ing all  the  time,  and  succeeded  in  having  several 
landscapes  hung  in  New  York  art  galleries.       He 
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reproduced  with  feeling  the  beauty  of  American 
autumnal  scenery  and  foliage,  and  he  might 
probably  have  come  to  live  by  art,  but  he  soon 
had  a  growing  family  and  was  afraid  to  run  the 
risk  of  giving  up  his  regular  business.  He  served 
on  the  Northern  side  during  the  great  American 
Civil  War,  and  although  he  never  received  a 
wound  in  the  field,  yet  the  camping  out  in  rains 
and  winds  and  snow  caused  some  injury  to  his 
lungs  which  proved  to  be  permanent  and  brought 
his  career  to  an  early  close.  While  he  was  still 
living  and  happy,  and  when  the  war  had  passed 
into  history  I  made  my  first  visit  to  America,  and 
there  my  family  and  I  had  constant  opportunities 
of  meeting  Frank  and  his  wife  and  children.  I 
have  the  most  delightful  memories  of  happy  days 
and  evenings  spent  with  him  and  his  wife  in  a 
quaint  old  house  mainly  built  of  stone  which  they 
used  to  occupy  near  to  the  village  as  it  then  was 
— I  do  not  know  what  it  is  now — of  Bayonne  in 
New  Jersey,  not  far  from  New  York.  We  spent 
nearly  two  years  in  the  States  during  that  first 
visit,  and  soon  afterwards  paid  a  second  visit  which 
occupied  nearly  a  year,  and  each  time  we  had  the 
companionship  of  Frank  and  his  wife  and  children. 
When  I  paid  my  latest  visit  to  the  States  many 
years  after,  Frank  was  in  his  grave.  One  of  his 
sons,  who  bears  my  name,  Justin,  is  already  a  rising 
man  and  holds  an  honourable  position  in  the  State 
administration  of  New  York. 

My  mother  spent  her  closing  years  in  my  London 
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home,  and  was  buried  in  the  Catholic  Cemetery 
at  Kensal  Green.  I  ought  to  say  that  long  before 
my  sister's  death  or  my  brother's  departure  for 
America,  our  home  in  Cork  had  been  reduced  to 
something  like  very  genuine  and  not  merely  genteel 
poverty.  I  was  barely  in  my  seventeenth  year  when 
I  found  that  on  my  exertions  the  support  of  the 
family  had  come  to  depend.  I  was  at  that  time 
studying  for  the  legal  profession  in  the  office  of  a 
distinguished  solicitor  in  Cork  who  was  a  friend  of 
our  family.  Under  the  new  conditions  of  our  life  it 
was  utterly  impossible  that  I  could  have  any  hope 
of  getting  money  enough  to  pay  the  amount  neces- 
sary for  my  admission  to  the  bar  even  if  my  family 
and  I  could  have  lived  upon  nothing  during  the 
time  of  my  probation.  The  ambition  to  become  an 
advocate  had  therefore  to  be  suppressed  in  a  moment, 
and  my  immediate  difficulty  was  how  to  obtain  the 
means  of  making  even  the  barest  living. 

Then  a  friend  came  to  our  help.  This  friend 
was  the  late  John  Francis  Maguire,  proprietor  and 
editor  of  The  Cork  Examiner,  then,  as  now,  a  flourish- 
ing newspaper.  Maguire  was,  by  profession,  a  bar- 
rister, and  took  a  leading  part  in  Irish  political  life. 
He  was  for  many  years  a  distinguished  member  of 
the  House  of  Commons,  and  there  are  many  members 
of  that  House  still  living  who  would  gladly,  I  am 
sure,  bear  a  cordial  tribute  to  his  personal  character, 
and  to  the  reputation  which  he  won  for  eloquence, 
earnestness,  sincerity,  and  moderation  in  the  House 
during   a   long   period    of  political  trouble.     John 
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Francis  Maguire's  suggestion  to  me  was  that  I 
should  join  the  reporting  staff  of  The  Cork  Examiner 
at  once,  that  I  should  learn  and  practice  shorthand 
— of  which  I  then  knew  nothing — in  the  office  of 
the  newspaper,  and  he  offered  to  pay  me  the  regular 
salary  of  a  reporter  even  during  the  time  while  I 
was  merely  striving  to  gain  a  knowledge  of  the 
reporter's  work.  That  salary  was  one  pound  a  week 
to  begin  with.  This  was  the  generous  offer  of  a 
friend,  and  I  need  hardly  say  that  it  was  accepted 
with  gratitude.  My  family  had  now,  at  all  events, 
something  to  live  upon  from  week  to  week  while 
those  of  us  who  could  work  were  trying  to  develop 
their  capacities  for  working.  My  sister  gave  lessons 
in  French  and  Italian  to  some  girls  in  the  city, 
and  my  brother  got  some  very  poor  clerkship  in  a 
local  business.  Thus  the  serious  work  of  life  began 
for  us. 

I  have  anticipated  by  many  years  a  great  part 
of  the  story  of  my  family,  and  shall  have  to  make 
allusion  now  and  again  in  the  progress  of  my 
narrative  to  events  already  mentioned  in  this 
opening  chapter.  My  desire  is  to  spare  my  readers 
as  much  as  I  can  the  passages  of  merely  domestic 
interest,  which  although  they  formed  very  often 
the  most  momentous  and  engrossing  events  of  my 
life,  have  yet  no  fair  claim  on  the  attention  of  the 
public.  The  loves  and  the  sorrows  of  most  men 
and  women  have  a  common  origin  and  nature,  and 
my  object  in  writing  this  volume  is  to  tell  rather 
of  what  I  saw  and  heard  than  what  I  felt  as  I 
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worked  my  way  through  life.  Mine,  I  may  say 
at  once,  has  not  been  a  life  of  much  adventure,  nor 
has  it  been  diversified  by  many  ups  and  downs, 
but  it  has  given  me  opportunities  of  meeting  many 
men  and  women  about  whom  the  world  will  always 
be  glad  to  read,  and  of  taking  part  in  some  political 
and  literary  movements  which  are  likely  to  be 
subjects  of  study  to  succeeding  generations.  I 
have  lived  through  great  changes  in  political 
systems,  in  scientific  thought,  and  in  national 
development,  and  it  has  been  my  good  fortune  to 
know  something  of  many  or  most  of  those  who  in 
these  countries,  and  in  some  foreign  states  as  well, 
had  much  to  do  with  the  creation  of  the  new  chap- 
ters in  practical  and  intellectual  development. 

The  set  to  which  I  belonged  in  those  younger 
days  of  mine  was  especially  and  even  intensely  liter- 
ary and  artistic.  The  comrades  with  whom  I  mostly 
associated  either  belonged  to  the  class  who  had 
to  make  a  living  by  law,  or  medicine,  or  journalism, 
or  painting  and  sculpture,  or  were  the  sons  of  men 
thus  engaged.  We  were  nearly  all  poor,  but  we 
all  belonged  to  families  in  which  education  counted 
for  much,  and  where  scholarly  studies  always  found 
encouragement.  There  was  little  chance  then  of 
university  education  for  the  Catholic  youths  who 
made  up  the  rising  generation  of  Irishmen.  The 
education  of  the  young  fellows  whose  parents  could 
not  afford  to  pay  for  their  schooling  was  chiefly 
conducted  by  the  monks  of  the  various  orders,  and 
these  seem  to  have  done  their  work  of  teaching 
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marvellously   well.      I    can    positively   affirm    that 
among   the   young   fellows   who   were   my   closest 
companions,  and  whose  parents  almost  all  belonged 
to  what  I  may  describe  as  a  struggling  class,  there 
was   not    one   who    could    only    read    the    English 
language.     We    could  read  our  Latin,   and   make 
something   of  our   Greek,   most  of  us   could   read 
French,   some   few   Italian,   and  many  of  us  were 
taking  to  the  study  of  German.     Few  of  us  pro- 
fessed to  speak  any  of  these  foreign  tongues,  and, 
indeed,  hardly  one  of  those  whom  I  knew  had  ever 
then  been  outside  the  limits  of  the  British  Islands ; 
but  so  far  as  the  reading  of  books  went,  we  scorned 
to  confine   ourselves  to  a  mere  acquaintance  with 
English  literature.     I  have  seen  a  good  deal  of  the 
world  since  those  early  days  of  which  I  am  writ- 
ing, have  mingled  in  many  different  communities, 
and  I  can  say  truly  that  I  have  never  met  with 
a  set  of  young  men  more   happily  endowed  with 
literary    tastes  and  more  given  to  steady  literary 
culture  than  that  which  I  can  well  remember  in 
my  native  city  during  those  far-off  years. 

My  father  was  so  enterprising  as  to  prevail  upon 
a  local  bookseller  to  start  a  monthly  periodical 
entitled  The  Cork  Magazine.  Our  city  had  al- 
ready boasted  of  so  pretentious  a  publication  as 
a  quarterly  review  all  to  itself.  It  was  called 
Bolsters  Quarterly  Magazine,  from  the  name,  if 
I  remember  rightly,  of  the  bookseller  who  ventured 
on  the  experiment  of  its  publication,  and  my  father 
used  to  contribute  regularly  to  its  pages.     I  believe 
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it  flourished  for  a  considerable  time,  but  it  was  not 
likely  to  accomplish  quite  a  paying  success  in  so 
small  a  community,  and  it  had  passed  out  of  sight 
before  the  founding  of  The  Cork  Magazine.  To  this 
later  periodical  my  father  contributed  a  romance 
constructed  from  Irish  history,  and  I  may  say  that 
my  own  first  effort  at  story-writing  appeared  in  its 
pages.  I  have  often  in  later  days  regarded  it  as  a 
somewhat  curious  fact  that  the  hero  of  that  narrative 
bore  the  name  of  Parnell,  although  I  need  hardly 
say  that  the  Parnell  who  was  long  afterwards  to  be 
my  political  leader  must  have  been  but  an  infant 
at  the  time.  Parnell,  however,  was  the  Christian 
name  of  my  hero.  My  sister  contributed  poems  of 
her  own  and  translations  from  French  and  Italian 
to  The  Cork  Magazine,  and  more  than  one  young 
writer  who  afterwards  made  a  certain  mark  in 
literature  first  appeared  before  the  public  in  these 
same  pages. 

We  had  two  well-organised  literary  societies  in 
Cork,  the  older  of  which  was  named  the  Cork 
Literary  and  Scientific  Society,  and  the  younger 
the  Cork  Historical  Society.  The  older  institution 
flourishes,  I  believe,  up  to  the  present  day,  but  the 
younger  has  long  since  passed,  let  us  hope  in  music, 
out  of  sight.  The  Literary  and  Scientific  Society 
was  conducted  chiefly  by  the  elders  of  the  city, 
although  it  welcomed  the  membership  and  the 
intellectual  efforts  of  the  youngers ;  but  the  strong 
national  feeling  which  was  then  reviving  in  the 
south  of  Ireland  made  most  of  us  young  fellows 


"river  of  my  youth  13 

rather  impatient  of  its  non-political  character  and 
the  steady  loyalty  of  its  opinions.     The  influence 
of  the  Young  Ireland  movement  was  then  begin- 
ning to  be  very  powerful  in  Dublin  and  through 
all  the  southern  and  western  regions  of  the  island, 
and   we    young    men    were    eager    for    a    literary 
association  in  which  we  could  give  some  expression 
to  our  patriotic   impulses   and    yearnings.     There- 
fore the  Historical  Society  was  a  sort  of  secession 
from  and  revolt  against  the  grave  and    colourless 
respectability    of  the  earlier  institution.     We  who 
formed  the   newer   organisation   could   not  endure 
the     restrictions     placed     upon     our     impassioned 
eloquence.       The    Young    Ireland    movement   had 
risen  against  the  steady  constitutionalism  of  Daniel 
O'Connell's  latest  days,  and  The  Nation  newspaper, 
founded  by  Charles  Gavan  Duffy  and  John  Blake 
Dillon,  father  of  my  dear  friend,  the  John  Dillon  of 
our  present  time,  and  inspired  by  the  poetic  genius 
of  Thomas  Davis,  had  quickened  with  a  new  life 
the   national    sentiments    of    Ireland.       A    fervour 
of  patriotic  emotion  filled  the  hearts  of  Irish  boys 
as  well  as  men  in  that  animated  and  eager  time. 
The  movement  set  going  by  The  Nation  and  main- 
tained by  all  newspapers  of  the  same  order  since 
those  days  was   literary  as  well  as    political,  and 
we  were  all  filled  with    the   ambition,   we  young 
fellows,  to  be  readers  of  books  and  makers  of  verses 
as  well  as  to   be   upholders  of  the   Irish   national 
flag.     It  was  an  intensely  romantic  period  for  the 
youngers    at    least,    and    there    was    a    generous 
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ardour  about  it,  the  mere  recollection  of  which 
might  well  recall  deep  emotion  in  the  hearts  of 
those  oldsters  among  us  who  can  still  remember 
the  period  whon  Thomas  Davis  and  James  Clarence 
Mangan  were  sounding  the  chords  of  the  national 
harp.  I  always  associate  the  time  of  that  national 
and  literary  revival  with  the  river  and  the  hills 
and  the  sea  which  made  the  charms  of  my  native 
city.  Most  of  the  young  men  whom  I  then  knew 
wrote  verses,  and  fondly  believed  that  they  were 
destined  to  become  poets.  The  air  seems  to  have 
been  instinct  with  music  and  with  poetry,  and 
looking  back  now  upon  that  time  I  see  the  world 
I  then  knew  was  a  world  of  youth  and  patriotic 
sentiment  and  hope.  To  adopt  a  charming  phrase 
once  used  in  a  speech  by  the  late  Lord  Granville, 
no  one  ever  was  so  young  as  we  were  then. 


CHAPTER   II 

MY    SCHOOLMASTER 

I  may  say  at  the  outset  that  I  had  more  than  one 
schoolmaster  in  my  boyish  days ;  but  there  was 
one  and  one  only  to  whom  I  owe  any  teaching 
which  was  of  value  to  me  in  my  after  life,  and 
to  whom  I  owe  the  beginning  at  least  of  any 
literary  or  scholastic  instruction  it  was  my  good 
fortune  to  acquire  during  a  life  much  occupied  in 
the  reading  and  study  of  books.  It  is  a  curious 
instance  of  the  mystic  laws  of  association  that 
whenever  I  think  of  that  gifted  teacher  and  dear 
friend  there  comes  up  into  my  mind  a  picture  of 
the  Parthenon  at  Athens ;  that  noble  monument 
of  classic  antiquity  with  which  I  became  well 
acquainted  at  a  later  period  of  my  life.  The 
explanation  of  this  connection  of  ideas  is  found 
in  the  fact  that  in  the  private  room  of  my  dear 
old  teacher  there  was  a  beautiful  miniature  model 
in  white  marble  of  the  Parthenon  as  it  stands  on 
the  Acropolis.  My  boyish  eyes  were  fascinated 
by  this  model  from  the  first  moment  when  I  looked 
upon  it,  and  my  teacher  was  delighted  to  tell  me 
all  about  it  and  its  history,  the  scene  it  adorned, 
and  the  noble  literature  it  illustrated,  and  thus 
to  arouse    in    my  mind  a  longing   to   know  more 
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and  more  about  Greece  and  its  literature  and  art. 
The  incident  in  itself  serves  very  well  to  explain 
the  kind  of  influence  which  my  teacher  always 
endeavoured  to  exercise  over  his  pupils.  His  idea 
of  teaching  was  first  of  all  to  awaken  in  his  pupils 
a  sincere  desire  to  learn.  His  firm  conviction  was 
that  all  methodical  teaching  is  of  little  avail 
unless  it  can  arouse  in  the  pupil  that  sympathetic 
desire  to  become  taught,  and  to  profit  by  the 
instruction. 

The  first  school  I  attended  for  some  years  was 
a  kind  of  public  seminary  in  Cork,  where  we  went 
through  the  ordinary  course  of  elementary  instruc- 
tion in  English  grammar,  arithmetic,  mathematics, 
geography,  the  use  of  the  globes,  and  all  the  other 
recognised  subjects  of  necessary  education  for  boys. 
We  had  to  commit  all  sorts  of  rules  to  memory  ;  we 
got  everything  "  by  heart,"  as  the  phrase  goes  ;  we 
had  to  repeat  over  and  over  again  every  lesson  thus 
taught  to  us ;  and  no  particular  trouble  was  ever 
taken  to  discover  whether  or  not  we  attached  any 
real  meaning  to  the  phrases  which  we  had  to  patter 
out,  word  by  word.  We  had  to  inform  our  teacher 
again  and  again  that  language  consists  of  ortho- 
graphy, etymology,  syntax,  and  prosody ;  we  had 
to  state  in  the  words  committed  to  memory  the 
difference  between  an  acute  angle  and  an  obtuse 
angle ;  and  to  repeat  without  hesitation  the  words 
which  describe  what  is  a  continent,  what  is  an 
island,  what  is  an  isthmus,  and  so  on.  Those  of 
us  who  had  fairly  good  memories  were  soon  able 
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to  repeat  these  formularies  word  for  word,  and 
then  we  were  advanced  to  learn  something  else 
on  the  same  principle  and  after  the  same  fashion. 
Most  of  us  little  boys  were  quite  content  when  we 
could  repeat  the  various  definitions  mechanically, 
and  we  gave  ourselves  no  concern  about  the  mean- 
ing of  what  we  were  saying,  or  indeed  disturbed 
our  minds  by  a  thought  as  to  whether  it  had 
any  meaning  whatever.  I  hope  that  there  were 
some  little  boys  in  the  school  who  had  intellects 
of  a  more  inquiring  order,  and  who  therefore 
derived  some  benefit  from  the  lessons  thus  drilled 
into  us ;  but  I  can  confidently  say  for  myself  that 
I  never  took  any  thought  upon  the  subject,  and 
regarded  my  daily  task  merely  as  a  sort  of  penal 
process,  to  be  got  through  as  a  matter  of  discipline 
during  the  weary  hours  of  school  work  allotted  to 
each  day.  My  heart  was  filled,  as  I  am  sure  the 
hearts  of  most  of  my  comrades  were,  with  a  longing 
for  the  hour  when  the  end  of  the  day's  school- 
teaching  should  come,  and  bring  with  it  freedom 
to  return  to  the  out-of-door  amusements  which 
we  loved,  and  the  books  which  we  really  cared 
to  read.  I  spent  some  two  years,  I  think,  at 
that  school,  and  I  can  confidently  assert  that  I 
learned  as  little  as  it  was  possible  for  any  human 
being  to  learn,  even  under  such  conditions.  Then 
my  father  grew  impatient  that  I  should  begin  to 
have  what  used  to  be  called  a  classical  education. 
My  English  scholastic  studies  came  to  an  unprofit- 
able end,  and  I  was  removed  to   the  only  other 
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school  I  ever  attended,  and  put  under  the  care  of 
the  schoolmaster  by  whom,  for  the  first  time,  I  was 
really  taught  how  to  learn. 

My  schoolmaster — my  only  schoolmaster,  as  I 
may  well  call  him — was  a  Cork  man  named  John 
Goulding,  who  had  been  educated  for  the  priest- 
hood, and  had,  I  believe,  spent  some  years  in  Rome, 
but  owing  to  ill-health  had  been  compelled  to  give 
up  all  hope  of  becoming  a  priest  and  undergoing 
the  severe  labours  of  such  a  calling.  Mr.  Goulding 
must  have  been  some  seventy  years  of  age  when  I 
first  found  a  place  in  his  school-room.  My  recol- 
lection of  him  is  that  his  face  appeared  to  be  much 
older  than  his  figure.  He  was  a  tall  man,  stood 
quite  six  feet  high  I  think,  and  his  form  was  one 
of  strengtli  and  symmetry,  while  all  his  movements 
were  quick,  active,  and  vigorous.  His  face  was 
clean-shaven,  and  his  head  and  high  forehead  were 
crowned  by  a  mass  of  thick  white  hair,  which  even 
yet  had  not  quite  had  the  curl  taken  out  of  it.  The 
general  expression  of  the  face  when  he  was  not 
speaking  was  thoughtful  and  melancholy,  but 
when  he  spoke  with  animation  his  eyes  lighted  up 
with  an  inspiriting  brightness.  He  was  fond  of  move- 
ment, and  even  while  examining  his  pupils  or  ex- 
plaining some  subject  to  them  it  was  his  common 
habit  to  walk  rapidly  up  and  down  his  room,  and 
indeed  he  seldom  remained  seated  for  any  great 
length  of  time.  Yet  there  was  nothing  fussy  or 
impetuous  about  his  movements — they  only  illus- 
trated his  physical  vigour  and  mental  activity,  and 
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they  never  marred  the  grace  and  dignity  which 
belonged  to  him.  In  order  to  obtain  a  living  he  had 
opened  a  school  in  Cork,  where  he  received  and 
educated  the  sons  of  his  friends  and  of  those  others 
to  whom  his  capacity  as  a  teacher  was  well  known. 
In  a  novel  of  mine,  published  not  long  ago,  and 
entitled  "  Mononia,"  I  have  described  this  teacher 
of  mine  under  the  name  of  "  Mr.  Conrad."  In 
that  book  I  gave  at  greater  length  than  is  neces- 
sary for  my  purpose  in  the  present  volume  some 
account  of  the  man  himself  and  of  his  ideas  and 
plans  on  the  subject  of  education.  I  may  say  that 
he  taught  upon  a  system  which,  so  far  as  I  know, 
was  but  little  practised  in  the  schools  of  a  provincial 
town  in  those  far-off  days.  To  begin  with,  he  re- 
pudiated altogether  the  practice  of  corporal  punish- 
ment, a  process  which  at  that  time  was  devoutly 
regarded  by  most  people  as  an  absolutely  essential 
condition  to  the  proper  bringing-up  of  boys.  He 
excluded  the  idea  of  any  manner  of  punishment 
from  his  teaching,  and  would  not  even  condemn 
his  pupils  to  a  penal  prolongation  of  studies  or  to 
retention  at  their  desks  after  the  usual  hour  for 
the  conclusion  of  the  day's  task.  He  was  entirely 
opposed  to  the  general  idea  of  compelling  boys  to 
get  long  lessons  by  heart  and  to  prove  their  ac- 
quisition of  knowledge  by  the  mere  repetition  of 
words.  His  great  object  was,  first,  to  get  the  boys 
to  understand  what  they  were  listening  to  and 
what  they  were  talking  about,  and  then  to  feel  a 
genuine  interest  in  each  subject  and  a  sincere  desire 
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to  know  more  and  more  about  it.  He  took  care  to 
make  every  subject  perfectly  clear  to  the  minds  of 
his  pupils,  and  to  arouse  in  them  a  living  and  an 
enduring  interest.  He  taught  us  Greek  and  Latin 
grammar  as  we  went  on  studying  the  text  of  an 
author — he  taught  us  these  languages,  in  fact,  just 
as  a  child  is  taught  his  own  native  language.  We 
read  to  him  appointed  passages  from  a  classic  author, 
first  in  the  original  tongue  and  then  in  our  efforts 
at  translation,  the  teacher  helping  us  with  every 
word,  and  explaining  its  reference  to  the  other  words 
in  the  sentence.  He  asked  us  many  questions,  and 
encouraged  us  to  put  to  him  as  many  questions  as 
we  wished.  He  elucidated  every  sentence  by  ex- 
planations and  comments  of  his  own.  He  told  us 
all  about  the  places  and  the  people  and  the  litera- 
ture represented  in  the  volume  we  were  studying, 
and  frequently  got  us  to  explain  how  we  understood 
each  passage,  and  what  ideas  it  gave  to  our  minds. 
He  described  to  us  the  scenes  and  the  life  which 
each  chapter  illustrated,  and  by  the  help  of  his  own 
travels  and  personal  observation  he  was  able  to 
illumine  every  subject  and  fill  it  with  a  living  inte- 
rest for  us. 

An  ordinary  observer  if  he  happened  to  be  in 
the  school-room  at  the  time  might  have  felt  some- 
what surprised  to  find  the  teacher  engaged,  to  all 
appearance,  in  a  mere  conversation  with  his  pupils 
over  some  Latin  or  Greek  book,  and  not  performing 
any  of  the  work  which  is  conventionally  regarded  as 
the  proper  business  of  an  instructor.     By  this  some- 
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what  unusual  process  of  teaching  Mr.  Goulding  was 
able  to  awaken  in  the  minds  of  his  boys  a  keen  and 
animated  interest  in  every  author  whom  we  were 
studying,  and  to  make  us  anxious  to  read  more  and 
more  and  learn  more  and  more  of  the  books  which 
were  brought  under  our  notice.  One  result  of  this 
was  that  we  all  made  it  our  business,  and  found  it 
our  pleasure,  to  spend  a  great  part  of  our  evening 
hours  at  home  in  studying  and  re-studying  the  text, 
and  following  the  author  into  passages  which  had  not 
been  yet  brought  under  our  notice  by  the  teacher. 
We  were  thus  able  to  tell  him  next  day  what  we 
had  been  doing,  and  how  much  we  had  learned  out 
of  school.  Mr.  Goulding,  who  had  been  expecting 
some  such  result,  was  sure  to  ask  us  every  day  what 
progress  we  had  been  making  without  his  help,  and 
we  repeated  to  him  our  efforts  at  translation,  and 
talked  them  over  thoroughly  with  him.  A  natural 
and  not  unwholesome  rivalry  thus  sprung  up 
among  us.  Each  boy  felt  anxious  to  show  that  he 
had  read  more  and  understood  better  than  some 
of  his  comrades,  and  thus  the  very  effect  was  pro- 
duced which  Mr.  Goulding  most  desired  to  create — 
the  effect  of  making  us  self-teaching  as  well  as 
taught.  Of  course  there  were  boys  of  nature  too 
indolent  and  indifferent  to  get  the  full  benefit  of 
this  kind  of  education ;  but  Mr.  Goulding  thoroughly 
understood  that  there  were  some  boys  who  were 
not  likely  to  learn  much  of  anything  under  any 
system  of  instruction,  and  he  was  not  prepared 
to  sacrifice  the  capacity  of  the  brighter  boys  by 
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keeping  them  down  to  a  mere  routine  system  which 
could  only  leave  them  on  a  level  with  the  inferior 
intelligences.  Those  of  us  who  really  wished  to 
learn  were  thus  led  on  to  be  students  on  our  own 
account,  and  for  the  genuine  love  of  the  books  we 
were  reading.  Many  of  us  spent  much  of  our  leisure 
time  in  reading  on  and  on  through  the  authors  set 
before  us,  and  even  to  the  study  of  books  not  yet  set 
out  for  us  as  a  part  of  our  school  instruction.  I  know 
that  for  myself  my  interest  in  Caesar's  Commentaries 
was  made  so  quick  and  genuine  that  I  had  read  the 
whole  of  the  work  long  before  we  at  school  had 
made  much  progress  with  the  text,  and  that  I 
began  the  study  of  other  books  which  had  not  yet 
become  a  part  of  our  regular  course.  If  a  boy 
showed  himself  hopelessly  apathetic  or  stupidly 
unwilling  to  learn,  Mr.  Goulding  generally  repre- 
sented to  the  parents  of  such  a  boy  that  there  was 
no  use  in  trying  to  make  him  a  student  of  Greek 
and  Latin,  and  that  he  had  better  be  removed  from 
the  school  altogether  and  set  down  to  some  other 
course  of  instruction  which  might  appeal  to  what- 
ever intelligence  he  had  in  him. 

The  great  result  of  his  system  of  teaching  was 
that  it  filled  us  with  a  desire  to  understand  and 
appreciate  every  author  we  read,  and  to  expand, 
our  field  of  knowledge.  Mr.  Goulding  talked  to 
us  of  the  great  English  as  well  as  the  great  classic 
authors,  and  he  had  much  to  tell  us  about  every 
book  which  helped  us  to  understand  and  to  feel 
attracted  by  its  subject  and  its  place  in  literature. 
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He  gave  no  prizes  or  rewards  of  any  kind  for 
success  in  any  branch  of  study  beyond  his  own 
encouragement,  approval,  and  praise ;  for  he  always 
explained  to  us  that  the  best  reward  of  reading, 
when  well  chosen,  came  from  the  reading  and  the 
knowledge  itself.  I  suppose  that  I  should  have 
been  like  many  of  my  school-mates,  a  reading  boy 
in  whatever  case,  for  I  was  always  intensely  fond 
of  books ;  but  I  do  not  believe  that  I  should  ever 
have  gained  in  the  same  short  time,  under  a 
different  system  of  teaching,  such  a  love  for  the 
best  in  literature  as  Mr.  Goulding's  education 
awakened  in  my  young  mind.  In  this  way  I 
acquired,  while  still  in  the  years  of  boyhood,  a 
good  general  knowledge  of  all  the  great  Greek 
and  Roman  authors,  and  an  intense  love  for  their 
books,  and  I  soon  became  able  to  read  fluently  for 
my  own  delight  the  masterpieces  of  Greek  and 
Roman  epic  and  tragedy.  When  at  a  much  more 
advanced  period  of  my  life  I  had  many  oppor- 
tunities of  being  in  Italy,  and  once  travelled  a 
good  deal  through  Greece,  I  found  it  again  and 
again  borne  in  upon  me  that  I  owed  much  of 
my  intense  interest  in  the  monuments  and  the 
memories  of  these  regions  to  the  early  influence 
of  Mr.  Goulding's  teaching,  and  to  the  manner 
in  which  he  was  able  to  illustrate  every  subject, 
and  bring  it  home  to  my  intelligence  and  my 
heart.  I  do  not  venture  to  say  that  Mr.  Goulding's 
method  of  teaching  was  directly  adapted  to  create 
a   thoroughly   scholastic  knowledge  of  Greek  and 
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Latin,  and  I  do  not  know  whether  his  pupils 
would  have  been  likely,  by  means  of  his  instruc- 
tion alone,  to  take  high  honours  in  any  university 
competition ;  but  I  know  that  it  made  all  of  us 
who  had  a  taste  for  such  study  ready  and  fluent 
readers  in  Greek  and  Latin,  and  as  familiar  with 
most  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  poets  as  with 
Shakespeare  and  Keats.  It  was  in  truth  literary 
rather  than  scholastic  instruction,  but  as  such  it 
suited  me  and  most  of  my  comrades  quite  well 
enough,  and  I  think  was  something  which  did 
high  credit  to  a  small  school  in  an  Irish  provincial 
city. 

Mr.  Goulding  made  each  of  his  boys  keep  a 
short  diary,  which  was  to  tell  of  any  book  he  had 
read  out  of  school,  and  give  some  account  of  the 
impression  it  had  made  on  him.  Every  day,  as 
each  class  was  called  up  according  to  its  order  of 
study,  the  business  began  by  the  reading  of  these 
diaries.  Each  boy  in  the  class  read  his  diary, 
and  then  the  teacher  started  some  conversation 
as  to  the  book  or  books  we  had  read.  Mr. 
Goulding  invited  the  questions  and  comments  of 
the  boys,  and  asked  questions  and  made  comments 
of  his  own,  and  there  was  generally  very  instructive 
talk  over  the  subjects  which  thus  came  successively 
under  notice.  The  object  of  the  teacher  was  to 
find  out  how  far  the  boys  had  got  in  their  under- 
standing and  appreciation  of  the  authors  they  had 
been  reading,  and  to  excite  an  inspiring  rivalry 
among    them  in  these    literary    pursuits.      Some- 
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times  the  books  were  Latin ;  sometimes,  but  not 
so  often,  Greek ;  occasionally  French,  and  very 
frequently  English.  Again  and  again  we  were 
much  surprised  at  the  power  of  memory  Mr. 
Goulding  displayed,  and  at  the  accuracy  of  his 
knowledge  with  regard  to  the  precise  wording  of 
some  of  the  passages  read  to  him.  A  boy,  for 
example,  had  set  down  in  his  diary  a  citation 
from  some  author  which  had  given  him  particular 
delight,  and  almost  every  day  it  happened  that 
Mr.  Goulding  was  able  to  correct  from  his  own 
recollection  some  inaccuracy  in  the  copying  of  the 
quotation.  It  was  my  own  ill-luck  on  one  occasion 
to  record  in  my  diary  some  lines  of  Gray's  immortal 
"Elegy  in  a  Country  Churchyard";  telling  how 
knowledge  to  the  eyes  of  many  "her  ample  page, 
rich  with  the  spoils  of  time,  did  ne'er  unroll,"  and 
how  "chill  penury  repressed  their  noble  rage"; 
and  then  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  finished  my 
attempt  at  quotation  with  the  words,  "  and  curbed 
the  genial  current  of  the  soul."  Mr.  Goulding 
asked  me  with  delightful  gravity  whether  I 
thought  Gray  was  quite  happy  in  his  metaphor 
when  he  spoke  of  curbing  the  genial  current  of 
the  soul,  and  whether  I  did  not  think  that  "  froze 
the  genial  current  of  the  soul"  would  have  been 
a  better  way  of  expressing  the  idea.  Of  course 
I  saw  instantly  the  mistake  I  had  made,  and 
the  laughter  of  my  young  friends  added  to  my 
humiliation.  Then,  to  adopt  the  familiar  news- 
paper phrase  of  to-day,  the  incident  was  allowed 
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to  drop,  and  we  had  an  interesting  talk  over  the 
Elegy  itself,  and  the  general  meaning  and  use  of 
metaphors. 

Now  I  am  not  citing  as  an  instance  of  remark- 
able memory  the  fact  that  our  teacher  was  able 
to  correct  at  once  so  absurd  a  mistake  in  lines 
familiar  to  every  lover  of  English  literature,  but 
I  mention  the  correction  merely  because  it  illus- 
trates his  manner  of  teaching.  The  result  of  my 
mistake  was  to  give  occasion  for  a  discussion  that 
quickened  the  perceptions  and  expanded  the  know- 
ledge of  those  who  listened  to  it  and  took  part 
in  it.  I  feel  sure  that  I  thus  became  the  un- 
deserving occasion  of  an  insight  into  the  meaning 
and  value  of  metaphor  which  was  never  likely  to 
be  lost  on  the  minds  of  my  young  class-fellows. 
I  do  not  think  any  of  us  from  that  time  forth 
ever  failed  to  understand  the  use  and  the  meaning 
of  metaphor,  although  in  the  ordinary  way  of 
school  teaching  we  might  have  learned  the  word 
from  a  dictionary  without  having  the  faintest 
comprehension  of  its  meaning.  To  get  at  our 
minds  and  our  intelligences  was  always  the  great 
object  of  our  teacher,  and  to  give  us  a  new  idea 
was  of  more  account  to  him  than  to  cram  us  with 
any  number  of  equally  parroted  names  and  dates 
and  citations.  Mr.  Goulding  loved  light  literature; 
and,  unlike  many  solemn  provincial  teachers  of  his 
time,  was  ever  ready  to  encourage  his  pupils  in 
the  reading  of  fiction,  provided  always  that  the 
fiction  was  wholesome  in  its  general  effect.      He 
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delighted  in  the  novels  of  Scott  and  of  Dickens, 
and  Dickens  was  then  but  a  newcomer  in  English 
literature,  who  had  not  yet  won  his  full  recognition 
among  the  more  serious  order  of  school  teachers. 
Mr.  Goulding  knew  that  boys  will  be  boys,  and 
he  liked  them  to  be  boyish  in  the  true  sense. 

I  remained  a  pupil  at  Mr.  Goulding's  school 
until  it  became  necessary  that  I  should  begin  to 
make  a  living  for  myself,  and,  as  I  have  already 
said,  it  was  my  father's  desire  as  well  as  my  own 
that  I  should  begin  to  study  for  the  law.  An 
opportunity  was  given  to  me  by  a  kindly  friend 
of  our  family,  a  lawyer  in  large  practice,  who 
allowed  me  to  study  in  his  chambers  without 
having  to  pay  any  fee  for  my  legal  education. 
I  shall  never  forget  the  day  of  my  leaving  Mr. 
Goulding's  school,  and  the  kindly  words  of  en- 
couragement and  sympathy  he  gave  to  me  on 
my  entrance  into  the  world  of  actual  business. 
I  did  not  quite  understand  at  the  time,  although 
I  came  to  understand  it  well  afterwards,  how 
thoroughly  he  appreciated  the  difficulties  which 
stood  in  the  way  of  my  admission  to  the  profes- 
sion of  the  law.  Even  at  the  time,  however,  I 
could  see  that  Mr.  Goulding  had  some  fears  as  to 
the  possibility  of  my  becoming  a  regular  student 
of  law,  and  thus  obtaining  entrance  to  the  bar. 
Mr.  Goulding  knew  well,  much  better  than  I  did 
then,  that  there  was  little  probability  of  my  being 
able  to  keep  to  any  study  not  bringing  in  some 
regular    and    immediate    remuneration,    or   of    my 
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family  being  able  to  pay  the  large  fees  which 
were  then  an  indispensable  preliminary  condition 
of  admission  to  the  legal  profession.  There  was, 
therefore,  a  certain  melancholy  tone  in  his  words 
as  he  spoke  of  my  immediate  prospects,  but  he 
encouraged  and  stimulated  me  to  make  the  very 
best  of  the  favourable  opportunity  thus  presented 
to  me,  and  he  assured  me  again  and  again  of  his 
confidence  that  I  would  never  give  up  altogether 
the  literary  studies  for  which  he  believed  me  to 
have  some  natural  inclination,  or  allow  what  I 
had  learned  of  Greek  and  Roman  letters  to  lose 
its  influence  over  my  mind  and  my  ways  of  life. 

I  took  leave  of  Mr.  Goulding  and  his  school 
with  the  deepest  regret.  I  saw  him  often  after- 
wards. He  was  a  frequent  visitor  at  our  home,  and 
his  friendship  was  never  lessened  by  any  of  the 
worldly  troubles  which  soon  came  upon  us.  He 
knew  before  I  did  that  I  should  have  to  encounter 
a  youth  of  hard  work  and  of  struggle  against 
poverty,  and  it  was  this  knowledge  which  gave  to 
our  farewell  talk  as  I  left  his  school  the  melancholy 
tone  I  was  not  then  quite  able  to  understand.  He 
passed  away  from  life  not  many  years  after  our 
separation,  but  he  never  passed  out  of  my  recollec- 
tion, and  it  is  no  excess  of  words  to  say  that 
his  memory  and  his  influence  are  with  me  still. 
I  think  John  Goulding  was  in  his  quiet  and  honest 
way  one  of  the  most  remarkable  men  I  have  ever 
known.  He  was  certainly  the  most  remarkable 
man   I    have   ever    known    who  actually  came    to 
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nothing  so  far  as  worldly  success  was  concerned. 
I  have  not  met  any  man  who,  on  the  whole,  could 
give   evidence  of  a  larger  amount  of  intellectual 
accomplishment.     He  had  some  knowledge  of  the 
literature  of  all   European  countries,   ancient   and 
modern,  and    he   could   talk   about    Scandinavian 
poets   and    Russian    theorists    as    well    as    of    the 
Greeks    and   the    Romans,    the    English   and    the 
French.     What  little  I  have  seen  of  his  original 
writing   seems   to   me   to   give    proof   of   genuine 
literary  capacity,  and  yet  he  never  even  tried  to 
write  a  book,  or  sent  contributions  to  any  literary 
periodical   of   established   position.      I   suppose   it 
may  be  taken  for  granted  that  if  he  had  possessed 
a  really  creative  faculty  for  literature  his  capacity 
would  have  forced  itself  into  recognition,  and  he 
would    have    done    something   to    make    his    name 
known.     He    was   in    any  case   a    man  singularly 
devoid  of  all  ambition  for  personal   advancement, 
and   from   many    casual   scraps    of  conversation    I 
came  somehow  to  the  conclusion  that  he  had  prob- 
ably measured  his  own  faculties  with  a   cool  and 
steady  judgment,  did    not  find    that  he    had    the 
literary   qualities   which    could    make    for   him   a 
genuine  success,  and  did  not  care  to  interfere  with 
his  own   regular  way  of    life    and   the    calling   to 
which  he  was  devoted  for  the  mere  sake  of  taking 
a  part  in  the  everyday  work  of  literature.     With 
all  the  sweetness  and  brightness  of  his  tempera- 
ment, his  keen  humour  and  the  pleasure  he  took  in 
congenial  companionship,  it  seemed  to  me  that  there 
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was  ever  a  prevailing  tone  of  melancholy  in  his  life, 
and  I  have  often  been  led  to  the  belief  that  some 
profound  disappointment  must  have  come  upon  his 
earlier  career.  This  idea  impressed  me  so  much 
that  when,  in  the  novel  I  have  already  mentioned, 
I  put  my  memories  of  him  into  the  form  of  one  of 
my  characters,  I  told  my  readers  that  he  had  in  his 
early  life  loved  deeply  and  loved  in  vain,  and  had 
therefore  settled  down  to  a  quiet  career  of  resigna- 
tion and  steady  benevolent  work.  But  I  have 
never  known  or  heard  anything  about  Mr.  Goulding 
warranting  such  an  assumption,  and  I  only  mention 
the  literary  liberty  I  took  with  his  memory  as  illus- 
trating the  kind  of  impression  he  had  made  upon 
my  mind.  There  are  few  men  with  whom  I  have 
ever  been  brought  into  companionship  to  whom  I 
owe  a  higher  debt  of  gratitude  than  that  which  I 
acknowledge  to  my  one  schoolmaster,  and  can  only 
thus  repay. 


CHAPTER    III 

FATHER  MATHEW 

Among  the  literary  and  educational  institutions  of 
Cork  city  at  that  time  which  had  influence  upon 
the  boys  and  young  men  whom  I  knew,  one  of  the 
most  influential  and  successful  was  the  Temper- 
ance Institute,  founded  and  maintained  by  Father 
Mathew.  The  Temperance  Institute  consisted 
chiefly  of  a  large  hall,  a  library,  and  rooms  for 
reading  and  writing,  and  it  was  used  especially  as 
a  place  for  evening  resort  for  those  who  followed 
the  leadership  of  Father  Mathew  in  the  tee- 
total movement.  The  object  of  the  noble-minded 
Father  Mathew  was  to  establish  an  institution  in 
which  young  men  and  boys  might  pass  their  even- 
ings and  devote  themselves  to  reading,  study,  and 
the  intelligent  interchange  of  ideas.  Its  members, 
however,  were  not  exclusively  of  junior  years,  for  it 
was  the  especial  wish  of  Father  Mathew  that  the 
seniors  should  also  devote  as  much  of  their  leisure 
time  as  they  could  to  the  rooms  of  the  Institute,  and 
should  have  the  opportunity  of  encouraging  their 
juniors  in  their  studies  and  pursuits.  The  centre 
hall  of  the  Institute  was  spacious,  handsome,  and 
well  appointed,  and  was  used  on  certain  evenings 
in  every  week  for  the  delivery  of  lectures  and  for 
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the  discussions  of  a  debating  society.  The  young 
men  with  whom  I  was  chiefly  associated  were 
usually  working  hard  at  schools  or  in  offices  or 
warehouses  or  shops  all  day  long,  and  it  was 
Father  Mathew's  object  to  provide  them  with  a 
place  where  they  might  spend  their  evenings 
agreeably  and  instructively.  Most  of  the  younger 
members  of  the  Institute  were  coming  to  that 
time  of  life  when  the  temptations  of  the  outer 
world  are  most  seductive  and  most  full  of  danger. 
No  one  needs  to  be  told  that  there  is  no  tempta- 
tion more  perilous  for  young  fellows  in  a  city  than 
the  absence  of  any  opportunity  for  occupying  their 
leisure  hours  and  being  left  in  constant  puzzlement 
as  to  what  to  do  with  themselves  in  the  long 
evenings. 

The  library  of  the  Temperance  Institute  was  of 
considerable  size,  and  contained  really  a  very  liberal 
and  well-chosen  assortment  of  cyclopaedias,  histories, 
books  of  elementary  science,  memoirs  of  eminent 
men,  globes,  terrestrial  and  celestial,  and  many  maps. 
The  elders  came  amongst  us  a  great  deal  and  talked 
with  us,  helped  us  with  our  readings,  and  gave  us 
all  the  information  we  sought  of  them ;  but  it  was 
Father  Mathew's  special  wish  that  they  should  not 
seem  to  press  any  studies  upon  us,  or  act  as  if  they 
were  set  over  us  like  intellectual  drill-masters. 
Father  Mathew  had  a  strong  confidence  in  the  com- 
mon desire  of  young  men  and  boys  to  cultivate 
their  natural  intelligence  when  the  opportunity 
was  placed  easily  within  their  reach,  and  he  quite 
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understood  that  the  presence  of  the  perpetual 
schoolmaster,  professional  or  otherwise,  would  not 
be  likely  to  advance  that  end  in  an  institution 
designed  in  the  first  instance  for  rest  and  recreation. 
He  visited  the  Institute  very  often  himself  and 
talked  with  its  members,  always  in  the  friendliest 
and  easiest  way,  and  entered  thoroughly  into  all  the 
ideas  and  pursuits  of  the  young.  The  Institute  was 
well  supplied  with  newspapers  and  magazines,  and 
I  remember  that  it  was  there  I  first  made  the 
acquaintance  of  Punch,  which  was  then  still  in  its 
earlier  years.  There  used  to  be  lectures  given 
occasionally  or  essays  read  by  members  of  the  Insti- 
tute, chiefly,  however,  by  the  younger  members, 
because  it  was  Father  Mathew's  wish  that  these 
should  be  encouraged  from  the  very  first  to 
develop  whatever  literary  gifts  they  had,  and  not 
to  regard  themselves  merely  as  pupils  brought 
together  to  be  lectured  by  their  elders  and  supe- 
riors. When  the  hero  of  the  evening  had  read 
his  essay  or  delivered  his  speech  it  was  then  the 
custom  of  the  members  generally  to  raise  a  discus- 
sion on  some  subject  which  it  brought  into  notice. 
In  these  debates  the  elders  were  quite  free  to  bear 
a  part,  and,  indeed,  I  have  heard  Father  Mathew 
himself  offer  his  own  spontaneous  contribution  to 
the  evening's  controversy. 

The  Apostle  of  Temperance  was  a  man  of  a  strik- 
ing and  even  a  commanding  presence.  He  was  not 
very  tall,  but  he  was  of  shapely  form,  and  his  head 
and  face  had  something  statuesque  in  their  mould. 
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We  used  to  say  in  the  Institute  in  those  days  that 
Father  Mathew  had  a  head  which  seemed  like  that 
of  a  Roman  senator,  and  I  can  well  imagine  that 
head  surmounting  some  classic  statue.  His  order  of 
mind  was  not  intellectual  in  the  higher  sense  of  the 
word,  but  he  was  endowed  with  a  clear  and  vigorous 
common-sense  and  with  a  wealth  of  sympathy  and 
a  love  for  the  human  race  which  was  ever  at  the 
service  of  his  fellow-men.  He  was  not  eloquent  as  a 
speaker,  either  in  the  pulpit  or  on  the  platform,  and 
he  never  made  any  attempt  at  rhetorical  effect,  but 
he  had  the  inspiration  which  made  his  simplest 
words  sink  deeply  into  the  heart,  and  if  he  never 
spoke  a  brilliant  sentence,  so  also  he  never  uttered 
an  unmeaning  commonplace.  He  had  the  rare  and 
happy  faculty  of  at  once  touching  the  hearts  and 
quickening  the  understandings  of  those  with  whom 
he  held  converse.  Whether  he  talked  to  a  peasant 
on  the  roadside,  or  a  little  boy  in  a  school,  or  a  vast 
assemblage  from  a  public  platform,  it  was  certain 
that  the  full  meaning  of  every  sentence  he  spoke 
would  reach  its  mark  at  once.  I  have  often  thought 
in  later  years  that  in  the  simplicity  of  his  nature 
and  the  straightforward  integrity  of  his  purposes 
Father  Mathew  greatly  resembled  John  Bright, 
although,  of  course,  the  Apostle  of  Temperance  had 
not  the  gift  of  eloquence  which  belonged  to  the  great 
English  orator.  Thackeray  in  his  "  Irish  Sketch- 
Book  "  makes  mention  of  having  several  times  met 
Father  Mathew  in  Ireland,  and  appears  to  have 
been  greatly  charmed  by  the  sweet  simplicity  of  his 
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manners.  Thackeray  took  particular  notice  of  the 
fact  that  when  he  met  Father  Mathew  at  a  private 
dinner-party  the  Apostle  of  Temperance  always 
found  occasion  to  exchange  a  friendly  grasp  of  the 
hand  and  a  few  genial  words  with  the  butler  or  the 
footmen,  to  make  benevolent  inquiries  of  them  con- 
cerning their  wives  and  children,  and  to  show  a 
kindly  acquaintance  with  their  domestic  affairs. 

My  own  knowledge  of  Father  Mathew  was  close 
and  intimate  for  many  years.  I  was  little  more 
than  a  child  when  I  accepted  from  him  the  temper- 
ance pledge  and  was  invested  with  his  own  silver 
medal,  the  badge  of  the  order.  I  was  a  frequent 
visitor  at  his  house,  and  he  often  came  to  see  my 
father  and  mother.  He  was  ever  ready  to  lend  a 
helping  hand  by  advice  or  personal  intervention 
when  a  friend  was  involved  in  any  sort  of  difficulty, 
and  in  the  houses  of  the  very  poorest  it  was  noticed 
that  whenever  serious  trouble  came  on  Father 
Mathew  was  sure  to  appear  like  a  protecting  angel. 
With  all  his  horror  of  drunkenness,  with  his  life- 
long devotion  to  the  cause  of  total  abstinence  from 
all  intoxicating  drinks,  Father  Mathew  had  a  never- 
failing  patience  with  and  pity  for  the  drunkard. 
No  matter  how  often  an  unhappy  man  might  have 
broken  his  pledge  and  gone  back  to  his  evil  habits, 
Father  Mathew  was  ever  ready  with  forgiveness 
and  renewed  hope,  never  despairing  of  the  weak- 
ling's possible  redemption.  He  had  no  words  of 
reproach  or  even  of  stern  condemnation  for  the 
sinner  who  had  fallen  back  into  sin,  but  only  spoke 
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in  language  of  tender  remonstrance  and  of  sweet 
encouragement  to  renewed  and  happier  effort.  It 
was  this  very  attribute  of  unfailing  sympathy  and 
sweetness  that  made  Father  Mathew's  influence  all 
but  magical  over  those  with  whom  he  had  any 
influence  whatever. 

The  Temperance  Institute  was  but  a  type  of  the 
organisation  which  Father  Mathew  formed  and  kept 
going  in  every  division  of  the  city,  which  spread 
itself,  in  fact,  all  over  the  country  and  into  every 
other  country  where  Father  Mathew's  influence 
prevailed.  The  poorest  regions  of  Cork  city  had 
their  local  temperance  societies  and  halls  and  tem- 
perance bands.  All  that  kind  of  organisation  which 
was  adopted  afterwards  by  Cardinal  Manning  for 
the  spread  of  the  total  abstinence  doctrine,  and  by 
General  Booth  for  the  work  of  the  Salvation  Army, 
was  anticipated  by  Father  Mathew,  and  watched 
over  carefully  and  closely  by  him.  The  smallest 
and  the  poorest  of  these  temperance  halls  provided 
a  place  where  the  young  could  have  frequent 
meetings,  could  listen  to  instructive  discourses, 
could  have  their  tea-parties,  and  even  their  dances. 
Father  Mathew  was  a  full  believer  in  the  import- 
ance of  securing  for  the  young  ample  opportunities 
of  harmless  amusement,  and  he  was  never  more 
happy  himself  than  when  he  saw  a  number  of  young 
people  made  happy  in  this  innocent  and  wholesome 
way.  There  used  to  be  great  temperance  meetings 
held  in  various  open  spaces  within  and  around  the 
city  and  in  country  districts  everywhere.     There 
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were  long  processions  on  the  occasion  of  these  meet- 
ings ;  the  processions  were  led  by  bands  of  music, 
and  each  organisation  bore  the  distinctive  name  of 
its  locality.  One  natural  result  of  this  was  that 
there  grew  up  a  keen  and  commendable  competition 
amongst  the  different  temperance  societies  for  the 
display  of  their  numbers  and  their  discipline,  and 
for  the  reward  of  a  smile  and  a  word  of  praise  from 
the  Apostle  himself.  The  whole  population  caught 
fire  from  the  enthusiasm  of  each  central  body,  and  a 
village  would  have  felt  ashamed  of  itself  if  it  could 
not  establish  a  temperance  hall  and  marshal  a  tem- 
perance band.  Nothing  within  my  recollection  was 
more  wonderful  and  more  nearly  complete  than  the 
success  of  Father  Mathew's  temperance  movement. 
It  pervaded  every  town  and  village  throughout  the 
whole  island,  spread  itself  with  marvellous  rapidity 
all  over  England  and  Scotland  and  Wales,  and 
worked  its  way  across  the  Atlantic  wherever  Irish- 
men were  settled  in  the  United  States  and  Canada. 
Its  effect  upon  the  habits  of  the  people  soon  became 
evident  even  to  the  most  superficial  observation.  A 
large  proportion  of  the  population  utterly  foreswore 
drunkenness  and  all  manner  of  intoxicating  drink, 
and  I  am  firmly  convinced  that  the  influence  of 
Father  Mathew's  movement  has  never  ceased  from 
that  time  to  this  to  exercise  its  wholesome  power 
over  the  people  of  Ireland. 

We  had,  however,  some  little  troubles,  by  the 
way,  in  our  Cork  Temperance  Institute.  That 
Institute   was   supported    by   a    large   number   of 
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citizens  who  held  a  certain  position  in  Cork,  and 
who  made  it  their  habit  to  spend  some  time  there 
of  an  evening  for  the  purpose  of  talking  with  the 
young  fellows  and  helping  them  with  their  literary 
arrangements.  The  Institute  was  so  constituted 
as  to  have  a  president  of  its  own,  whom  the  mem- 
bers were  to  elect  from  time  to  time,  for  Father 
Mathew  was  the  president  of  the  whole  temperance 
organisation,  and  not  of  the  comparatively  small 
society  which  met  in  the  Temperance  Institute. 
The  only  trouble  the  Institute  had  in  my  time 
arose  because  of  the  vagaries  of  its  first  president. 
This  president  was  a  Cork  man  by  birth,  who  had 
studied  for  the  bar  and  been  admitted  to  practice. 
His  name  was  one  which  afterwards  became  well 
known  to  the  general  public  of  England,  and  to 
the  public  of  many  countries  outside  England,  for 
it  was  Edward  Vaughan  Hyde  Kenealy.  Edward 
Kenealy  was  undoubtedly  a  man  of  brilliant  talents. 
He  had  cultivated  many  fields,  or  at  least  gardens, 
of  literature,  and  he  had  acquired  a  knowledge  of 
Latin  and  Greek  which  perfectly  dazzled  us  young 
fellows,  who  were  then  trying  hard  to  make  good 
way  with  our  classical  studies.  He  wrote  showy 
verses,  and,  indeed,  ventured  on  poetic  drama,  and 
was  fascinating  and  forcible  as  a  public  speaker. 
One  of  his  humorous  literary  achievements  was 
to  take  some  comical  Irish  ballad,  like  that,  for 
instance,  then  known  as  Brian  O'Lynn,  and  turn 
it  into  what  we  boys  thought  a  perfect  reproduc- 
tion in  Aristophanic  Greek.     He  was  an  advocate 
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of  teetotalism,  and  took  a  leading  part  in  the 
organising  of  the  Temperance  Institute.  He  was, 
therefore,  elected  its  first  president,  and  delivered 
an  address  in  the  Institute  hall  which  seemed 
to  me,  and  I  believe  to  all  the  young  men  who 
heard  it,  a  perfect  masterpiece  of  eloquence  and 
imagination. 

After  that  opening  night  Kenealy  was  in  the 
habit  of  visiting  the  Institute  very  often  of  even- 
ings, and  got  into  the  way  of  talking  to  us  and 
giving  us  his  advice  about  our  studies  and  amuse- 
ments. Personally  I  had  but  little  intercourse 
with  him,  because  I  was  one  of  the  youngest  among 
the  boys,  and  for  the  most  part  escaped  his  notice. 
But  I  soon  began  to  hear  murmurings  among  some 
of  the  older  boys,  and  afterwards  among  the  mature 
men  who  frequented  the  Institute,  as  to  the  kind 
of  influence  Kenealy  was  endeavouring  to  exercise. 
I  had  but  vague  ideas  at  the  time  as  to  what  it 
was  all  about,  but,  so  far  as  I  could  learn,  our 
distinguished  president  was  somewhat  cynical  and 
scoffing  in  his  mode  of  discourse,  and  was  inclined 
to  turn  into  ridicule  many  subjects  which  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Institute  and  all  good  citizens  were 
taught  to  hold  especially  sacred.  Many  of  the 
elders  in  the  Institute  began  to  regard  Kenealy's 
influence  as  decidedly  unedifying,  and  as  precisely 
the  sort  of  influence  which  Father  Mathew  would 
most  have  wished  to  banish  from  any  association 
under  his  control.  The  result  of  all  this  was  that 
among  the  elder  members  of  the  Institute,  quite 


40  THE    STORY    OF    AN    IRISHMAN 

independently  of  any  feeling  that  might  have  been 
in  Father  Mathew's  own  mind,  there  grew  up  a 
strong  determination  that  some  effort  must  be 
made  to  relieve  the  Institution  from  the  presidency 
and  the  influence  of  Kenealy.  After  many  murmur- 
ings  had  been  heard  a  general  meeting  of  the 
Institute  was  convened,  at  which  Father  Mathew 
was  invited  to  be  present,  and  there  one  of  the 
most  influential  members  brought  forward  a  motion 
amounting  in  substance  to  a  vote  of  censure  on 
Kenealy,  and  a  demand  for  his  resignation  of  the 
office  he  held. 

I  should  say,  perhaps,  that  the  members  of 
the  Institute  were  not  all  Catholics,  and  that 
amongst  the  seniors  a  very  considerable  portion 
belonged  to  the  Protestant  Church  and  to  Pro- 
testant Dissenting  denominations.  The  man  who 
proposed  the  vote  against  Kenealy  was  a  leading 
member  of  the  Unitarian  body.  Father  Mathew 
always  took  great  care  to  make  it  thoroughly 
understood  that  he  welcomed  the  members  of 
all  religious  creeds  to  the  fellowship  of  his  tem- 
perance organisation,  and  he  had  a  great  regard 
for  the  Unitarians,  who,  though  they  differed  more 
widely  from  him  in  faith  than  any  others  who 
belonged  to  Protestant  denominations,  were  always 
conspicuous  for  their  devotion  to  any  cause  con- 
cerning itself  with  the  improvement  of  the  moral 
life  of  the  population.  I  can  remember  Father 
Mathew  once  saying  to  me  of  the  Cork  Unitarians, 
"  They  are  good  men,  they  are  noble-minded  men, 
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they  help  us  in  every  work  for  the  moral  benefit 
of  their  neighbours,  and  I  am  only  sorry  that  they 
cannot  be  with  us  altogether." 

There  was  a  long  debate  on  the  vote  of  censure, 
as  I  may  call  it,  to  which  we,  the  juniors,  were 
allowed  to  listen,  although  I  presume  we  had  not 
the  right  to  exercise  a  vote  on  the  question. 
Kenealy  defended  himself  in  a  long  and  eloquent 
speech,  in  which  he  seemed  to  throw  himself  alto- 
gether on  the  consideration  and  even  the  mercy  of 
the  members,  and  he  made  a  very  touching  appeal 
that  he,  then  a  young  man,  as  he  certainly  was, 
whose  whole  career  depended  on  his  character  and 
his  credit,  should  not  be  harshly  judged  and  sent 
forth  to  the  world  with  a  stain  upon  his  reputation. 
Fathew  Mathew  relieved  the  Institute  from  the 
necessity  of  coming  to  any  decision  by  accomplish- 
ing a  sort  of  mild  and  merciful  coup  d'etat.  We 
youngsters  were  not  much  consulted  by  our  elders 
on  the  whole  subject,  but  the  general  impression 
was  that  Father  Mathew  was  unwilling  to  inflict 
on  Kenealy  the  disgrace  of  a  downright  vote  of 
censure,  which  would  certainly  have  been  carried 
by  a  very  large  majority  if  the  question  had  come 
to  such  a  test.  He  declared  that  as  he  had  formed 
the  association  he  had  a  right  to  dissolve  it,  and 
accordingly  he  announced  its  dissolution,  with  the 
hope  and  promise  that  it  should  soon  be  called 
into  being  once  more  under  conditions  more  favour- 
able to  a  long  and  beneficent  vitality.  So  the 
Institute  was  dissolved  for  the  time  and  was  soon 
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called  into  existence  again,  and  on  this  renewal 
of  its  life  Kenealy  did  not  offer  himself  for  election 
as  one  of  its  members.  With  this  remarkable  ex- 
ception the  Institution  became  just  what  it  had 
been  before,  and  went  its  useful  way. 

Kenealy's  restless  temperament  brought  him 
into  other  troubles  not  long  after,  but  he  soon 
left  the  country  and  settled  in  England,  where 
he  followed  his  career  at  the  English  bar,  to 
which  he  had  been  admitted.  He  once  offered 
himself  as  a  candidate  for  the  representation  of 
Cork  city  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  he 
came  over  to  Cork  to  advocate  his  claims  in 
person.  I  was  at  that  time  a  member  of  the 
reporting  staff  of  TJie  Cork  Examiner,  and  I 
attended  several  of  Kenealy's  meetings,  and  had 
many  talks  with  him.  He  was  a  fascinating  talker 
as  well  as  a  brilliant  speaker,  and  he  seemed 
to  have  an  unlimited  faith  in  his  own  capacity 
and  his  own  future.  He  had  not  a  chance,  how- 
ever, of  being  elected  to  represent  his  native  city, 
and  the  constituency  in  general  passed  over  his 
claims  with  absolute  indifference.  He  issued  a 
parting  address  to  the  people  of  Cork,  in  the  closing 
passage  of  which  he  declared  that  "  in  the  foreign 
country  where  my  lot  has  been  cast  I  never  have 
ceased  and  never  shall  cease  to  think  of  you,"  and 
expressed  a  hope  that  he  might  always  be  remem- 
bered by  them  with  kindly  recollections  and  genial 
wishes.  After  that  time  I  never  met  him  until 
we  came  together  in  a  division  lobby  of  the  House 
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of  Commons,  after  he  had  been  elected  as  repre- 
sentative of  Stoke-upon-Trent,  and  I  had  taken 
my  seat  as  one  of  the  members  for  the  county 
of  Longford,  in  Ireland.  His  public  career  was 
well  known,  rather  too  well  known,  for  a  long 
time  to  the  public  of  these  countries.  He  took  a 
prominent  part  as  the  advocate  of  the  once  famous 
Roger  Tichborne ;  he  started  a  weekly  newspaper, 
which  he  described  as  "  edited  by  Kenealy " ;  he 
got  into  trouble  with  the  leaders  of  his  profession ; 
and  was  the  object  of  more  than  one  sharp  personal 
denunciation  in  the  House  of  Commons.  He  was 
unquestionably  a  man  of  remarkable  and  varied 
ability,  and  if  he  had  been  endowed  with  higher 
principles  and  with  steadier  purpose  he  might  have 
made  for  himself  an  honourable  reputation  in  litera- 
ture, or  at  the  bar,  or  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
As  it  was  he  became  but  the  comet  of  a  season, 
and  a  comet  of  somewhat  lurid  and  fitful  light. 


CHAPTER   IV 

MY    EARLY    FRIENDS 

I  always  have  been,  so  far  as  my  recollection  can 
tell  me,  and  I  always  shall  be,  so  far  as  my  hope 
and  trust  can  assure  me,  a  lover  of  books.  My 
memory  does  not  go  back  to  a  time  when  I  did  not 
love  to  get  a  book  into  my  hands  and  turn  over  its 
pages,  and  I  can  safely  say  that  this  inclination  of 
mine  was  in  working  force  even  before  I  was  quite 
able  to  read  the  printed  words  on  the  pages.  We 
were  a  reading  family,  and  we  lived  among  a  read- 
ing set.  I  have  never  been  in  any  social  circle  on 
this  side  of  the  Atlantic  or  the  other  where  a  greater 
love  for  literature  and  art  prevailed  than  was  to  be 
found  among  those  with  whom  I  chiefly  associated 
during  the  twenty  years  or  so  of  my  unbroken  resi- 
dence in  Cork  city.  The  Cork  people  were  intense 
lovers  of  music,  and  some  of  us,  whose  taste  in- 
clined rather  to  literature  or  to  pictorial  art,  used 
to  grumble  now  and  then  because  of  the  supremacy 
which  the  majority  of  our  population  gave  to  the 
craft  of  the  musician.  "  The  fact  is  we  are  drenched 
with  music  in  Cork,"  was  the  discontented  utter- 
ance of  a  young  friend  of  mine  who  believed  he  had 
a  gift  for  literary  composition  but  did  not  succeed 
in  attracting  large  audiences  to  listen  to  his  essays 
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in  one  of  our  literary  societies.  But  we  were  un- 
doubtedly great  lovers  of  painting  and  sculpture, 
and  we  had  in  our  Royal  Cork  Institution  a  re- 
markably tine  gallery  filled  with  casts  of  the  great 
masterpieces  given  to  the  world  by  the  hand  of 
the  sculptor.  Nor  am  I  inclined  to  admit  that 
we  thought  less  of  literature  than  of  any  of  its 
kindred  arts,  and  indeed  the  dream  of  most  of 
the  young  men  I  then  knew  was  the  dream 
of  successful  authorship.  My  recollection  of  talks 
about  books  goes  back  about  as  far  as  my  recol- 
lection of  talks  about  marbles,  or  hoops,  or  paddlings 
in  the  river. 

An  event  of  moment  in  my  life  was  my  first 
making  the  acquaintance  of  Shakespeare,  or  per- 
haps I  should  rather  say  of  Othello.  My  father, 
who  had  a  good  library  of  his  own.  had  a  strong 
objection  to  the  study  of  what  I  may  call  grown- 
up authors,  like  Shakespeare,  for  instance,  by  my 
sister  and  brother  and  me.  He  had  a  theorv  that 
such  authors  were  apt  to  do  harm  to  the  very 
voung  by  suggesting  subjects  concerning  which 
nothing  ought  to  be  known  until  a  later  period 
of  life.  He  appears  to  have  been  under  the  im- 
pression that  if  you  could  keep  such  books  from 
the  sight  of  the  young,  the  young  could  never 
learn  anything  about  the  objectionable  subjects 
from  their  daily  intercourse  with  human  beings. 
Therefore  a  volume  of  Shakespeare  never  came  in 
our  way,  but  we  were  allowed  to  study,  if  we  felt 
so   inclined,   the  little  book,   Dodd  s   "  Beauties  of 
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Shakespeare."  I  wonder  whether  many  English 
homes  now  contain  a  copy  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  William 
Dodd's  "  Beauties  of  Shakespeare  "  ?  This  volume 
was  made  up  of  short  passages  taken  from  the 
plays,  and  of  course  free  from  all  lines  or  words 
which  could  suggest  unwholesome  ideas  to  the 
mind  of  childhood,  but  at  the  same  time  separat- 
ing each  passage  from  any  connection  with  the 
story  of  the  play.  Dodd's  book  was,  in  fact,  a 
very  useful  and  welcome  pocket  companion  for 
one  who  already  knew  the  plays  of  Shakespeare 
well  and  was  glad  to  have  at  hand  a  means  of 
frequent  reference  to  the  author's  thoughts  and 
words. 

I  must  confess  that  I  cared  nothing  whatever 
about  Dodd's  "  Beauties  of  Shakespeare."  I  was 
only  in  the  age  for  listening  to  and  telling  stories, 
and  the  exquisite  beauty  of  these  isolated  passages 
from  Shakespeare  failed  to  make  any  impression  on 
my  little  mind.  But  it  so  happened  that  among  a 
pile  of  old  paper-bound  pamphlets  and  other  such 
booklets  one  day  I  came  upon  a  separate  copy  of 
"  Othello."  It  was  a  small  book,  with  a  blue  paper 
cover,  and  having  an  old-fashioned  steel  engraving 
as  its  frontispiece.  The  engraving  represented  as  its 
principal  figure  Othello  on  his  landing  in  Cyprus — 
a  black  man  in  a  corslet  of  mail  and  girt  with  a 
sword.  That  was  enough  for  me.  The  black,  mail- 
clad  man  with  the  sword  excited  at  once  my  ardent 
curiosity.  I  carried  off  the  little  volume  to  my  bed- 
room, and  there  studied  the  tragedy  of  "  Othello  " 
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from  beginning  to  end.  The  edition  was  not  in- 
tended for  the  use  of  children,  and  had  undergone 
no  process  of  expurgation  ;  but  I  can  positively  say 
that  it  excited  no  unwholesome  curiosity  or  un- 
healthy feeling  of  any  kind  in  me,  and  that  I  was 
wholly  absorbed  in  the  tragic  beauty  of  the  story, 
in  the  noble  character  of  Othello,  and  in  the  ex- 
quisite loveliness  and  the  devoted  nature  of  Desde- 
mona.  Never  to  the  end  of  my  life  can  I  forget 
the  impression  made  upon  me  by  the  first  reading 
of  that  little  book.  Through  it  I  entered  into  the 
world  of  poetry  and  of  imagination — the  world  of 
Shakespeare.  For  a  considerable  time  I  knew 
no  play  of  Shakespeare  but  "  Othello."  In  the 
meantime  I  became  acquainted  with  the  "  Arabian 
Nights,"  in  the  once  familiar  old  version  translated 
from  the  French  of  M.  Galland,  and  rendered  what 
was  considered  suitable  for  family  reading,  and  the 
memories  of  that  land  of  mystery  and  magic  have 
haunted  me  throughout  my  life.  I  am  afraid  that  even 
the  masterly  and  perfect  translation  of  my  old  friend 
Sir  Richard  Burton  could  not  give  to  my  maturer 
years  the  same  fresh  delight  that  my  early  boyhood 
found  in  the  cheap  edition  put  into  unscholarly 
English  which  was  my  first  introduction  to  the 
realms  of  the  Sultan  and  the  Genie  and  the  Fairy, 
of  Aladdin  and  his  wonderful  lamp,  and  the  marvel- 
lous horse  of  brass.  Curiously  enough,  my  third 
love  in  literature  was  "  Robinson  Crusoe,"  which 
might  have  seemed  comparatively  commonplace  and 
prosaic  after  the  "  Arabian  Nights  "  ;  and  then  came 
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Walter  Scott's  novels,   and    so    on    into    an    ever- 
expanding  world  of  fiction. 

The  novels  of  Alexandre  Dumas  the  elder  had 
an  immense  fascination  for  many  of  us  youths  in 
Cork.  The  Count  of  Monte  Cristo  became  our 
favourite  hero.  Some  of  us  did  our  fond  best  to 
model  ourselves  after  the  fashion  of  Monte  Cristo, 
as  he  appeared  when  he  returned  to  the  living 
world  of  Paris  after  his  long  imprisonment  and  his 
strange  adventures  in  foreign  lands.  We  should 
have  been  only  too  glad  if  we  could  have  made 
ourselves  in  any  way  like  him  while  he  was  passing 
through  these  mysterious  adventures,  but  as  we 
could  not  even  in  our  own  minds  imagine  ourselves 
as  partakers  of  such  experiences,  we  found  that  the 
best  we  could  do  was  to  imitate  him  as  far  as  practi- 
cable in  his  dress  and  deportment  during  the  later 
years  of  his  story.  Monte  Cristo,  for  instance,  never 
lowered  his  heroic  dignity  to  the  commonplace  and 
trivial  enjoyment  of  the  dance,  and  a  few  of  us 
after  we  had  made  his  acquaintance  believed  that 
we  were  doing  something  towards  our  transforma- 
tion into  heroes  of  romance  when  we  announced  our 
resolve  to  take  no  part  in  the  frivolities  of  the  ball- 
room. Again,  the  Count  of  Monte  Cristo,  when  he 
appeared  in  evening  dress,  always  wore  a  white 
waistcoat,  and  had  his  watch  suspended  by  a  single 
narrow  thread  of  gold  chain.  So  far,  at  least,  it  was 
easy  for  us  to  imitate  our  model,  and  with  our  white 
waistcoats  and  our  thread  of  gold  we  were  able  to 
fancy  ourselves  Monte  Cristo  to  the  life.     After  all 
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we  were  no  worse,  but  in  many  ways  much  better, 
than  the  youths  of  an  elder  era,  who  believed  that 
they  were  doing  something  very  fine  when  they 
tried  to  get  up  their  dress  and  their  deportment 
after  the  fashion  adopted  by  the  Prince  Regent, 
who  became  George  the  Fourth. 

We  had  keen  rivalries  in  our  literary  societies 
and  in  our  debates  at  the  Temperance  Institute. 
Among  my  companions  of  those  days  were  some 
who  afterwards  made  themselves  conspicuous  and 
won  a  name  in  the  serious  struggles  of  life.  One 
of  these  was  the  late  Sir  John  Pope  Hennessy,  who 
entered  the  House  of  Commons  very  young,  and  soon 
became  an  especial  favourite  and  protege  of  Mr. 
Disraeli.  He  was  afterwards  appointed  to  several 
high  positions  in  the  Colonial  service  of  the  Govern- 
ment ;  went  through  some  years  of  important  work 
as  Governor  of  Hong-Kong  ;  became  the  hero  of 
many  fierce  controversies ;  and,  towards  the  close 
of  his  life,  gave  up  the  Colonial  service  and  returned 
to  the  House  of  Commons  as  one  of  the  champions 
of  Home  Pule  for  Ireland.  During  the  long  number 
of  years  which  passed  between  my  early  friendship 
with  Hennessy  in  Cork  and  our  sitting  side  by  side 
in  the  House  of  Commons  as  brother  members  of 
the  Irish  National  Party,  there  intervened  the 
greater  part  of  a  whole  lifetime  for  both  of  us.  In 
his  closing  years  he  spent  much  money  in  acquiring 
the  ownership  of  a  castle  and  a  fine  demesne  within 
sight  of  Cork  harbour,  a  demesne  in  the  grounds  of 
which  he  and  I  had  often  wandered  as  boys  at  a 
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time  when  he  could  have  had  little  hope  indeed 
of  ever  becoming  the  owner  of  the  place.  He  did 
not  long  survive  his  return  to  parliamentary  life. 
We  used  to  meet  incessantly  in  his  later  London 
days,  and  I  have  never  known  a  more  delightful 
companion.  He  was  a  brilliant  talker,  was  gifted 
with  high  animal  spirits  which  never  flagged  to  the 
very  last,  and  he  was  rich  in  anecdotes  of  his 
observations  and  his  experiences  in  various  parts 
of  the  world. 

There  were  some  others  of  my  early  Cork 
associates,  the  story  of  whose  lives  recalls  to  me 
more  tragic  memories.  I  remember  one  young 
fellow  named  Maxwell  Sullivan,  the  son  of  a 
retired  military  officer,  Captain  Sullivan.  Captain 
Sullivan  had  seen  much  service  abroad,  and  was 
the  only  man  I  knew  at  that  time  who  had  actually 
fought  a  duel  and  wounded  his  man.  When  I 
knew  him  he  was  a  delightful  old  gentleman — ■ 
we  thought  him  very  old  at  that  time,  although, 
as  his  eldest  son  was  still  but  a  very  young  man, 
he  could  hardly  have  been  regarded  as  a  type  of 
extreme  antiquity.  Captain  Sullivan  was  one  of 
the  elders  who  took  a  deep  interest  in  the  Temper- 
ance Institute.  He  came  there  night  after  night  to 
talk  with  the  boys,  to  help  to  form  their  manners, 
to  guide  their  studies,  and  to  tell  them  animated 
stories  about  all  that  he  had  seen  and  done  during 
the  course  of  his  more  active  life.  He  was  always 
very  gracious  to  us  boys,  although  there  was  a 
certain  air  of  dictatorship  about  him  which  kept 
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us  on  our  good  behaviour  when  he  condescended 
to  mingle  in  our  society.  He  was  rigorous  in  the 
exercise  of  his  rule  as  to  our  manners  and  our 
behaviour,  and  criticised  our  efforts  at  literary- 
debate  with  a  certain  outspoken  severity.  Max- 
well Sullivan  was  one  of  his  younger  sons,  and 
I  well  remember  the  impression  Captain  Sullivan 
once  produced  while  Maxwell  was  endeavouring 
to  distinguish  himself  in  a  debate.  Maxwell  was 
rushing  at  his  subject  with  an  earnest  volubility 
which  somewhat  affected  his  utterance,  when  his 
father  from  his  seat  in  the  hall  suddenly  called 
out  the  admonition :  "  Speak  slowly,  sir,  and 
distinctly,  and  then  we  may  have  a  better  chance 
of  understanding  what  you  are  trying  to  say." 

Poor  Maxwell  Sullivan,  who  was  full  of  energy, 
courage,  and  love  of  adventure,  afterwards  went 
out  to  the  United  States,  and  served  on  the  side 
of  the  North  in  the  great  American  Civil  War. 
He  lost  his  life  there,  although  not  in  actual  battle, 
yet  as  the  result  of  battle,  and  on  the  very  field 
of  fight.  He  had  taken  part  in  many  engagements, 
and  having  been  wounded  in  one  of  them  he  was 
borne  by  comrades  to  a  tent,  and  left  there  to 
rest  with  the  hope  that  he  might  recover  from 
the  effects  of  his  injuries.  But  through  some 
disaster  or  other,  as  I  have  been  told,  the  tent 
a  night  or  two  after  caught  fire,  and  before  the 
wounded  man  could  be  rescued  from  the  danger 
he  had  suffered  such  harm  that  his  brave  life 
came   to    an    end.      It  would    better   have   suited 
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his    gallant    spirit    to   meet   with    death    in    the 
actual  fight,  but  he  had   none    the   less   died  for 
the  cause  to  which  he  had  devoted  himself.     He 
was   not,   indeed,   the  only  one  of  my  friends  in 
boyish  days  whose  career  came  to  an  end  on  one 
of  those  American  battle-fields,  either  on  the  side 
of  the  North  or  on  the  side  of  the  South.     Some 
of  my  early  friends  of  those  days  became  victims, 
too,  in  other  fields  of  war.     I  had  a  cousin,  Thomas 
Wallis,  who  with  his  two  brothers  and  his  sister 
were   among    my   close   associates   during    all   my 
earlier  years.     Their  home  was  by  the  Blackwater, 
among  the  scenes  which  Spenser  has  made  immortal 
in  poetry,  and  there  I  spent  many  holidays,  and 
first  learned  from  Tom  and  his  brothers   how  to 
swim,  and  how  to  ride,  and  how  to  get  the  best 
I  could  out  of  life  in  the  open  air.     Tom  Wallis 
studied  for  the  bar,  and  was  actually  called,  but 
had  no  taste  for  the  legal  profession.     He  married 
early,   and  was   early  left  a  widower,  and   after- 
wards  obtained   a    commission    in    the   army,   and 
prematurely  closed  his  military  career  as  one  of 
the  first  victims  to  the  fatal  fire  on  the  boats  at 
Cawnpore.     Other  friends  of  mine  in  those  early 
days   made    themselves   conspicuous  afterwards  in 
more  peaceful  fields  of  competition.     While  I  was 
a  member  of  the   House  of  Commons  I   used  to 
meet  very  often  there  on  the  benches  and  in  the 
division  lobby  with  a  friend  and  namesake  of  mine, 
the  late  John  George   MacCarthy,  who  made  for 
himself  a  distinguished  position  in  Parliament  by 
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his  eloquence  as  a  debater  and  his  intimate  know- 
ledge of  all  subjects  which  concerned  the  interests 
of  his  native  country. 

My  oldest  and  dearest  friend  in  life — he  has 
but  lately  passed  out  of  life — was  Thomas  Crosbie, 
who  in  his  early  years  became  a  reporter  on  the 
staff  of  The    Cork   Examiner,   and   by    his   great 
capacity  and  steadfastness  worked  his  way  to  the 
editorship    of    the    paper,    and    finally   succeeded 
John  Francis  Maguire  as  its  proprietor.     Thomas 
Crosbie   was,   during   his  later   years,   one  of  the 
most    honoured    and  distinguished   citizens  of  his 
native    Cork.      He    raised   the   influence   and   the 
reputation  of  his  journal  even  higher  than  these 
had    ever    been    before,    and   will   always   be   re- 
membered as  a  leading  spirit  in  every  movement 
which   tended   to   increase   the    prosperity   of   his 
country.     He  might  have  been  elected  to  Parlia- 
ment at  any  time  if  he  would  only  have  consented 
to  become  a  candidate  for  a  seat  in  the  House  of 
Commons.     But  he  was  always  a  man  of  retiring 
disposition,   and  he   would  not  accept  any   public 
career   or   appointment.      The    only   office  of  any 
kind  which  I  ever  knew  of  his  accepting  was  that 
of  President  of  the  Institute  of  British  Journalists. 
The  office,  I  believe,  is  held  but  for  one  year,  and 
Thomas  Crosbie  accepted  the  distinction  when  it 
was  offered  to  him.     The  Institute  held  its  annual 
meeting  during  Crosbie's  term  at  Buda-Pesth,  in 
Hungary,  and  Crosbie  had  the  honour  of  presiding 
over  its   proceedings  in  one  of  the  world's   most 
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picturesque  cities.  Crosbie  and  I  were  friends 
from  the  time  when  we  met  as  small  boys  at  the 
English  school — I  mean  the  school  for  English 
and  not  classical  teaching — where,  as  I  said  before, 
I  learned  nothing.  He  preceded  me  as  a  worker 
in  a  lawyer's  office,  the  same  office  as  that  in 
which  I  made  my  uncompleted  experiment  in 
qualifying  for  the  legal  profession.  Later  still 
he  joined  the  staff  of  The  Cork  Examiner,  and 
there  we  were  again  for  a  while  fellow-workers. 
During  all  these  years  I  can  safely  say  that  we 
spent  the  whole  of  our  leisure  hours  in  close 
companionship.  We  rambled  together  in  the 
country,  we  made  part  of  the  same  boating  and 
yachting  expeditions,  and  of  the  same  swimming 
matches ;  we  belonged  to  the  same  literary  societies ; 
and  when  we  were  not  otherwise  engaged,  Tom 
Crosbie  spent  all  his  evenings  in  my  home. 

The  time  came  when  we  ceased  to  be  close 
companions,  for  he  remained  always  a  resident  of 
our  native  city  after  I  had  gone  to  seek  my  for- 
tune in  Liverpool  or  London,  but  we  continued 
to  meet  at  every  possible  opportunity  in  Cork  or 
in  Liverpool  or  in  London.  On  the  occasion  of 
his  return  from  presiding  over  the  Institute  of 
Journalists  in  Buda-Pesth  there  was  a  public 
dinner  given  by  a  great  literary  society  in  London, 
at  which  Crosbie  and  I  both  made  speeches.  He 
was  then,  as  always  before,  especially  happy  in 
the  gift  of  humorous  eloquence.  I  have  heard  a 
great  many   humorous   speakers   in    England,  and 


MY    EARLY    FRIENDS  55 

still  more  successful  masters  of  the  art  in  the  United 
States,  but  I  never  heard  any  one  who  could  deliver 
on  the  spur  of  the  moment  a  short  speech  more  rich 
in  wit  and  humour  than  those  I  have  heard  many 
a  time  from  my  dear  old  friend,  Tom  Crosbie.  The 
curious  fact  is  that  he  was  not  and  never  attempted 
to  be  an  orator  in  the  fuller  sense  of  the  word.  He 
never,  so  far  as  I  know,  made  any  effort  at  the 
delivery  of  a  speech  which  displayed  splendid 
language,  picturesque  imagery,  or  passionate  de- 
clamation. Indeed,  he  had  no  inclination  what- 
ever for  the  making  of  speeches,  and  hardly,  so 
far  as  I  know,  addressed  a  great  meeting  from  a 
public  platform.  But  the  vein  of  rich,  delightful 
native  humour  always  found  in  his  private  con- 
versation served  him  in  good  stead  when  he  had 
to  make  a  short  extemporaneous  speech  like  that 
delivered  by  him  at  the  literary  dinner  to  which  I 
have  just  made  allusion.  If  he  had  had  ambition, 
I  am  quite  certain  that  Thomas  Crosbie  might  have 
risen  to  hold  a  high  place  in  the  public  life  of  his 
country.  But  he  loved  his  quiet  pursuits,  his  read- 
ing of  books,  his  genial  hours  of  association  with  his 
friends,  and  the  daily  work  of  his  newspaper  had 
become  the  main  occupation  of  his  career.  Under 
these  conditions,  however,  he  rose  to  as  high  a 
place  as  came  within  his  reach,  rose  to  it  slowly, 
quietly,  and  without  effort,  and  he  has  left  behind 
him  a  name  honoured  in  the  community  to  which 
he  belonged  and  in  the  country  to  which  he  was 
devoted  with  the  soul  of  a  genuine   patriot.     He 
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was  a  wonderfully  well-read  man,  and  he  and  I  for 
a  great  many  years  studied  the  same  books,  and 
took  delight  in  the  interchange  of  ideas  about 
them.  We  read  Homer  and  Virgil,  Aristophanes 
and  Plautus,  Moliere  and  Voltaire,  Shakespeare 
and  Massinger,  Goethe  and  Schiller,  Dickens  and 
Thackeray,  and  most  of  the  Italian  poets.  By  a 
strange  stroke  of  fate  Crosbie  died  at  a  time  some 
years  ago  while  I  was  still  weak  from  the  effects 
of  the  great  sickness  of  my  life  thus  far,  a  sickness 
which  seemed  all  but  certain  to  bring  that  life  to 
a  close.  My  family  and  friends  by  a  pious  fraud 
kept  me  from  all  knowledge  of  Tom  Crosbie's 
illness,  and  I  was  not  allowed  to  know  until  long 
after  my  recovery  that  my  more  than  brother  had 
gone  to  his  grave.  I  have  never  looked  upon  that 
grave,  and  my  friend  still  lives  in  my  memory  and 
my  heart. 

I  had  always  a  strong  desire,  as  I  suppose  most 
young  men  have,  to  travel  in  foreign  countries,  and 
I  had  also  a  distinct  ambition  to  make  for  myself 
a  literary  career  in  England.  This  ambition  was 
much  quickened  by  the  hard  conditions  which  now 
surrounded  me  in  life.  The  support  of  a  family 
depended  on  my  exertions  at  a  very  early  period, 
and  I  began  to  think  that  for  the  mere  sake  of 
making  a  comfortable  living  I  should  have  to  seek 
for  literary  occupation  in  London.  In  any  case  I 
should  have  had  a  great  desire  to  try  my  chances 
in  London,  for  London  was  to  me  a  kind  of  fairy- 
ground,  to  which  my  love  of  English  literature  drew 
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me  with  an  almost  romantic  longing.  I  longed  to 
become  familiar  with  the  London  of  Shakespeare, 
with  the  London  of  Prince  Hal  and  Falstaff,  of 
Addison's  Spectator,  of  Byron,  and  Dickens  and 
Thackeray.  I  was  always  planning  some  visit  to 
London,  but  I  had  to  put  off  the  realisation  of  this 
dream  from  time  to  time  for  the  hard,  practical 
reason  that  I  could  not  then  spare  the  leisure  or  the 
money  for  any  such  adventurous  expedition.  I 
delighted  in  reading  about  Westminster  Abbey 
and  the  monuments  of  Fox  and  Pitt,  and  I  some- 
times thought  that  my  highest  desire  in  life  would 
be  gratified  if  I  could  only  hear  a  great  debate  in 
the  House  of  Commons.  I  am  afraid  I  sometimes 
pestered  with  questions  any  one  of  my  friends  who, 
like  John  Francis  Maguire,  could  tell  me  all  about 
the  House  and  its  ways  and  its  orators.  There  was 
a  neighbour  of  ours  in  Cork,  a  most  commonplace 
personage  indeed,  in  whom  I  began  to  take  a  deep 
interest,  for  the  mere  reason  that  he  had  in  his 
earlier  life  been  occupied  for  several  years  in 
London.  He  could  not  be  brought  to  regard 
London  in  any  sense  from  my  romantic  and  glori- 
fying point  of  view,  and  gave  me  only  the  most 
prosaic  and  unpicturesque  details  of  his  experience 
in  the  great  Metropolis.  Still  it  was  something  to 
know  a  man  who  had  lived  some  years  in  London, 
and  who  could  at  least  tell  me  that  he  had  seen 
the  Houses  of  Parliament  and  other  places  in 
London  made  dear  to  me  by  history  and  poetry 
and  fiction.     I  remember  that  on  one  occasion  he 
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was  telling  me  about  the  City  and  the  Thames,  and 
he  happened  to  mention  a  departure  he  had  made 
in  a  boat  from  Wapping  Old  Stairs.  This  was 
enough  to  quicken  my  eager  fancy,  for  I  loved  the 
once  famous  ballad  about  Wapping  Old  Stairs,  and 
I  thought  that  if  I  could  only  look  upon  that  spot 
it  would  do  something  to  gratify  my  ambition. 
But  when  he  spoke  casually  of  the  Temple  Gardens 
I  began  to  regard  him  with  blended  admiration  and 
envy.  The  Temple  Gardens — where  the  red  and 
white  roses  were  plucked,  where  Addison  and 
Steele  had  wandered,  which  were  familiar  to  Dr. 
Johnson,  which  had  been  pictured  in  so  many 
poems  and  romances  —  what  would  I  not  have 
given  for  a  sight  of  that  hallowed  enclosure ! 
My  brother  and  I  used  to  rhapsodise  to  each 
other  about  London  and  a  London  literary  life, 
and  I  used  to  pour  out  to  my  sister  my  dreams 
of  the  time  when  I  should  be  settled  in  London, 
and  should  bring  my  mother  and  her  over  to  share 
my  home  and  success  there.  But  in  the  meantime 
I  had  to  work  hard  for  a  living,  and  the  daily 
work  of  a  provincial  newspaper  does  not  lend  itself 
much  to  the  encouragement  of  romantic  imaginings. 
I  had  become  at  last  somewhat  of  a  proficient  in  short- 
hand. I  used  to  attend  the  local  police  courts  and 
the  public  meetings  of  the  local  municipal  bodies, 
and  the  Courts  of  Assize  when  these  came  to  be 
held ;  and  I  was  allowed  by  a  gracious  and  kindly 
editor  to  publish  some  stray  poems  of  mine  in  the 
columns  of  the  newspaper.      I    shall  never  forget 
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the  raptures  of  my  sister  and  myself  when  one  of 
these  poems  attracted  the  attention  of  the  editor  of 
a  Dublin  magazine,  and  procured  for  me  an  invita- 
tion to  contribute  to  the  pages  of  a  periodical  hold- 
ing high  literary  distinction,  and  published  far  away 
in  Ireland's  capital  city. 


CHAPTER  V 

YO  UNG     IRELAND 

My  work  as  a  journalist  began  under  depressing  and 
inauspicious  circumstances.  I  had  not  long  been 
engaged  as  a  reporter  on  The  Cork  Examiner  when 
the  earliest  evidences  of  the  great  coming  famine 
threw  their  shadow  over  the  land.  The  first  work 
of  any  importance  I  had  to  undertake  was  to  act  as 
one  of  the  reporters  who  were  sent  into  different 
parts  of  the  country  as  "  special  correspondents " 
to  describe  the  devastating  effects  of  the  failure  of 
the  potato  crop.  It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that 
in  those  days  the  great  majority  of  the  working 
population  of  Ireland  were  living  almost  exclusively 
on  the  potato,  and  the  sudden  failure  of  the  crop 
paralysed  all  the  efforts  of  the  Irish  Government 
and  the  local  authorities  to  resist  the  encroach- 
ments of  the  famine.  It  is  no  part  of  my  intention 
to  attempt  a  history  of  those  famine  months,  which 
have  found  ample  and  abiding  record  in  many  care- 
fully compiled  volumes.  I  saw  enough  for  myself 
to  cast  a  gloom  over  my  memory  which,  even  at 
the  present  moment,  cannot  be  recalled  without  a 
thrill  of  pain.  It  was  a  common  sight  to  see  men 
and  women  during  that  ghastly  winter  lie  down 
in  the  streets  of  the  country  towns   and   die   of 
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actual  starvation.  The  parochial  and  charitable 
institutions  proved  wholly  inadequate  to  grapple 
with  this  invasion  of  hunger,  and  the  burial- 
grounds  themselves  in  some  places  were  unable 
to  find  space  for  the  coffins  of  the  newly  dead. 
In  some  parts  of  the  south  and  west  of  Ireland 
the  coffins  had  to  do  double  and  treble  duty.  A 
coffin  was  made  with  one  of  its  sides  so  adjusted 
as  to  be  capable  of  easy  removal.  The  dead 
body  thus  coffined  was  lowered  into  the  grave, 
the  coffin  was  lifted  up,  so  that  the  corpse  fell 
from  its  wooden  shroud  into  the  cold,  soft  bosom 
of  mother  earth,  and  the  coffin  was  then  removed 
altogether,  and  made  to  do  duty  for  successive 
inanimate  occupants. 

The  weather  during  that  winter  proved  remark- 
ably cold  for  Ireland,  and  in  many  parts  of  the 
south  and  west  of  the  island  the  snow  lay  deep 
on  the  ground  for  days  and  days  together.  Some 
of  the  villages  presented  under  these  conditions 
the  most  ghastly  sights  that  human  imagination 
can  picture.  The  unhappy  creatures,  men,  women, 
and  children,  who  were  already  sinking  from 
hunger,  had  their  dying  agonies  increased  by  the 
intensity  of  the  cold,  and  by  the  drifts  of  snow 
which  made  their  way  into  every  miserable  hovel 
whenever  the  door  was  open,  or  even  through 
the  chinks  and  fissures  of  the  rotten  and  broken 
old  door  when  no  wider  opening  was  made  for  the 
admission  of  the  snowy  gusts.  It  must  be  owned 
that  this  was  a   trying  time   for  a  boy  of  sixteen 
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to  begin  his  work  of  descriptive  reporting.  I  grew 
terribly  familiar  in  those  days  with  the  frequent 
sight  of  death  in  some  of  its  most  heart-rending 
shapes.  Again  and  again  have  I  seen  the  corpse 
of  some  man,  woman,  or  child,  the  victim  of  hunger 
and  cold,  with  a  face  of  greenish  pallor,  lying 
across  the  threshold  of  a  cabin,  or  on  the  pathway 
of  some  village  street.  The  workhouses  were 
crowded  out  of  all  proportion  to  their  capability 
for  the  reception  of  inmates,  and  the  utmost  efforts 
of  active  beneficence  proved  utterly  unable  to  make 
head  against  the  ever-increasing  spread  of  the 
famine. 

It  is  only  right  to  say  that  nothing  was  wanting 
which  public  and  private  beneficence  could  do  to 
check  the  ravages  of  that  terrible  season.  I  can 
well  remember  the  mingled  sensations  created  by 
the  sounding  of  joy-bells  from  many  steeples  in 
the  city  of  Cork  when  the  news  went  abroad 
that  an  American  war  frigate  had  come  into  the 
harbour  heavily  laden  with  food  supplies  where- 
withal to  resist  the  work  of  the  famine.  The 
mere  thought  that  public  rejoicing  should  have 
come  to  be  associated  with  the  arrival  from 
across  the  Atlantic  of  donations  of  food  for  the 
starving  poor,  whom  the  local  authorities  were 
not  able  to  save  from  starvation,  was  of  itself 
enough  to  fill  the  heart  with  a  new  and  a  keener 
sense  of  the  misery  surrounding  us  on  all  sides. 
Other  countries  followed  the  generous  example  of 
America.     As  a  writer  in  one  of  the  national  news- 
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papers  said  at  the  time,  "  Even  the  heart  of  the 
Turk  at  the  far  Dardanelles  was  touched,  and  he 
sent  us  in  pity  the  alms  of  a  beggar." 

Owing   to   an   extraordinary   idea    of    political 
economy  prevailing  at  the  time  among  the  govern- 
ing authorities  in  Ireland  great  supplies  of  wheat 
and  flour  were  kept  stored  in  some  public  buildings, 
used   as    temporary   granaries,    lest,    if  the   whole 
supplies  were  poured  out  too  lavishly,  the  result 
might  be  an  undue  interference  with  the  possible 
profits  of  the  private  trader.      In  more  than  one 
instance    it  happened — it   may   have  happened  in 
many  instances  for  aught  I  know,  but  I  am  only 
speaking   of  those  which   came   within  the    reach 
of  my  observation — that  the  food  thus  stored  was 
badly  packed,  so  that  it  actually  rotted,  and  had 
to  be    poured  into   the    sea,   while    numbers  were 
starving  on  the  near  shores  who  might  have  been 
kept  alive  if  the  grain  and  flour  had  been  devoted 
in  good  time  to  their  relief.     To  quote  again  from 
one  of  the   national  newspapers,  it  may  truly  be 
said  that  all  through  the  south  and  west  of  Ireland 
there  seemed  to  be  "  but  one  silent,  vast  dissolu- 
tion."    The  people  of  the  island  underwent,  during 
these  terrible  months,  a  sudden  and  immense  re- 
duction, from  which  it  has  never  since  recovered. 
With  the  famine   and   after  it   there   set  in   that 
flood    of    emigration    to   the    United    States    and 
Canada,  but  more  especially  to  the  United  States, 
which  has  gone  on  increasing  in  volume  from  that 
time  to  our  own  days.      One  very  natural  result 
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of  the  famine  and  its  attendant  horrors  was  to 
arouse  among  the  Irish  generally  a  feeling  of 
intense  hostility  to  British  rule.  It  could  not 
but  become  known  all  over  the  country  that  while 
English  political  and  economical  parties  were  con- 
tending against  each  other  about  theories  and 
doctrines  of  political  economy,  an  immense  number 
of  Irish  men,  women,  and  children  were  starving 
to  death  in  their  own  miserable  homes.  The  Free 
Traders,  under  the  leadership  of  Cobden  and 
Bright,  and  more  lately  of  Sir  Robert  Peel,  were 
doing  their  very  best  to  have  the  ports  opened  to 
the  admission  of  food  supplies  from  all  nations  free 
of  duty,  but  these  efforts  were  resisted  by  the 
opponents  of  Free  Trade,  and  in  the  meantime  the 
people  perished.  Bright  himself,  many  years  after, 
when  describing  the  history  of  that  period  and 
eulogising  the  noble  efforts  of  his  friend  Cobden, 
declared  that  "  famine  itself,  against  which  we  had 
warred,  joined  us."  The  famine  in  Ireland  actually 
enabled  the  Free  Traders  to  carry  their  wise  and 
generous  policy  to  success,  but  in  the  meantime 
the  famine  was  doing  its  own  deadly  work,  and 
the  Irish  people  only  saw  that  they  and  theirs 
were  the  forlorn  hope  which  had  to  be  consigned 
to  sacrifice  during  the  struggle. 

When  the  famine  had  done  its  worst,  and  there 
was  time  to  think  about  something  else  than  deaths 
from  starvation,  it  soon  became  evident  that  among 
the  majority  of  the  Irish  people  the  peaceful  and 
constitutional  policy  of  Daniel  O'Connell  had  sunk 
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into  utter  discredit.  The  famine  in  Ireland  was 
the  immediate  cause  of  the  triumphs  secured  by 
the  advocates  of  Free  Trade,  but  it  was  the 
immediate  cause  also  of  the  Irish  rebellion  in 
1848.  The  younger  race  of  Irish  Nationalists  had 
already  broken  away  from  O'Connell's  leadership 
when  he  endeavoured  to  pledge  them  to  a  strictly 
peaceful  and  constitutional  policy,  and  the  mood 
of  mind  produced  throughout  the  country  by  the 
ravages  of  the  famine  was  naturally  favourable  to 
any  incitement  against  the  system  of  rule  which 
was  believed  to  be  the  main  cause  of  the  whole 
calamity.  The  Young  Ireland  party,  the  followers, 
that  is  to  say,  of  the  new  group  of  national  leaders, 
came  into  something  like  genuine  power,  and  it 
would  not  have  required  a  very  far-seeing  judg- 
ment to  fill  an  observer  just  then  with  the  convic- 
tion that  an  attempt  at  armed  rebellion  would  be 
the  next  event  in  the  national  history. 

I  am  not  telling  the  story  of  that  time  except 
in  so  far  as  it  bears  upon  my  account  of  my 
own  life  and  doings.  In  1848  most  of  the  young 
men  whom  I  knew,  and  who  were  my  daily  asso- 
ciates, had  become  members  of  the  Young  Ireland 
party.  The  great  majority,  indeed,  of  the  younger 
men  all  through  the  south  and  west  and  mid- 
lands of  Ireland  were  in  thorough  sympathy  with 
the  purposes  and  the  principles  of  that  party,  and 
the  only  difference  of  opinion  among  us  was  as 
to  the  possibility  of  success  for  any  attempt  at  a 
national  revolution.     Knowing  the  strength  of  the 
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British  power,  a  large  number  of  us  still  doubted 
the  success  of  any  such  attempt,  but  the  year  was 
one  of  political  convulsion  all  over  Europe,  and 
even  the  doubters  among  us  could  not  but  hope 
that  something  effective  might  be  done  by  the 
help  of  foreign  intervention.  The  armed  movement, 
however,  was  precipitated  by  the  sudden  action  of 
Smith  O'Brien,  the  recognised  leader  of  the  party, 
against  the  wiser  counsels  of  men  like  Charles 
Gavan  Duffy  and  John  Blake  Dillon,  and  preci- 
pitated also  by  the  attempts  of  the  Government 
to  disarm  the  whole  country  and  reduce  its  man- 
hood to  helplessness,  and  thus  was  brought  about 
the  untimely  and  unprepared  outbreak  of  rebellion 
which  ended  in  the  collapse  at  Ballingarry. 

My  first  important  work  as  a  shorthand  reporter 
was  begun  at  the  opening  of  the  Special  Commis- 
sion held  at  Clonmel  for  the  trial  of  Smith  O'Brien, 
Thomas  Francis  Meagher,  and  two  of  their  asso- 
ciates in  the  Ballingarry  conflict.  Smith  O'Brien 
was  a  man  of  rank,  descended  from  an  Irish  kingly 
house,  and  the  head  of  his  family  was  the  Marquess 
of  Thomond. 

Meagher  belonged  to  what  is  conventionally 
described  as  the  upper  middle  class,  had  received 
a  high  education,  and  might  well  have  looked  for- 
ward to  a  life  of  ease  and  luxury.  He  was  the 
most  brilliant  speaker  among  the  many  brilliant 
speakers  whom  the  Young  Ireland  movement  was 
bringing  into  prominence.  I  had  met  him  more 
than   once    in   Cork    before    the   outbreak   of  the 
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rebellion,  and'  on  one  occasion  I  was  suddenly  called 
upon  to  do  a  severe  piece  of  professional  work  in 
consequence  of  a  visit  which  he  paid  to  the  city. 
One  evening,  after  the  work  of  the  day  had  been, 
as  I  supposed,  quite  finished,  I  was  quietly  reading 
at  home,  when  I  was  surprised  by  a  visit  from  John 
Francis  Maguire  and  Thomas  Francis  Meagher. 
Maguire  told  me  hurriedly  that  Meagher  was  only 
passing  through  the  city,  and  had  not  intended 
to  deliver  any  public  address  there,  but  that  a 
great  number  of  his  local  friends  and  admirers 
had  got  around  him  and  insisted  that  a  public 
meeting  must  be  hastily  summoned,  and  that  he 
must  deliver  a  speech.  The  meeting  had  been 
summoned,  and  was  to  begin  within  half-an-hour 
of  the  time  when  my  visitors  came  to  my  door. 
Their  immediate  purpose  was  to  tell  me  that 
Maguire  could  find  none  other  of  his  reporters  near 
at  hand,  and  that  I  must  come  and  take  a  note 
of  the  whole  speech,  and  write  it  out  in  time  for 
publication  in  the  next  day's  issue  of  the  paper. 
Maguire's  paper,  The  Cork  Examine?',  was  then 
published  on  three  days  of  the  week — it  had  not 
yet  become  a  daily  paper — and  Meagher's  meeting 
was  to  be  held  and  Meagher's  speech  was  to  be 
delivered  on  the  evening  before  the  day  of  publi- 
cation. This  was  a  fact  of  considerable  importance 
to  me,  for  it  meant  that  I  should  probably  have  to 
sit  up  the  whole  night  in  writing  out  the  report 
of  the  speech.  I  felt  somewhat  alarmed  at  the 
responsibility  thus  suddenly  put  upon  me,  but   I 
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felt  also  a  certain  personal  pride  in  the  important 
chance  it  offered  to  me,  and  that  emotion  was  still 
further  stimulated  by  the  assurance  which  Maguire 
gave  me  in  his  kindly  way  that  I  had  now  obtained 
my  first  great  opportunity  of  proving  myself  a 
qualified  shorthand  reporter. 

Meagher's  speech  was  very  long  and  very  bril- 
liant, containing  some  passages  of  glowing  and  half- 
poetic  eloquence  which  linger  in  my  memory  yet.  I 
was  all  the  more  deeply  interested  in  the  speech  as 
I  heard  it  because  I  had  always  been  given  to  under- 
stand that  Meagher's  speeches  were  works  of  elabo- 
rate preparation,  and  that  he  would  never  commit 
himself  to  the  risk  of  attempting  an  extemporaneous 
address.  In  this  particular  instance  I  had  the  best 
reason  for  knowing  that  Meagher  had  no  intention 
of  delivering  a  public  oration  when  he  entered 
Cork,  and  that  he  had  no  time  since  the  task  had 
been  forced  upon  him  to  make  any  preparation 
whatever.  Yet  the  speech  impressed  me  as  the 
very  finest  I  had  yet  heard  him  deliver,  and 
superior  in  many  qualities  to  some  of  his  speeches 
which  seemed  to  bear  the  evidence  of  careful 
preparation.  I  had  heard  Smith  O'Brien  speak 
more  than  once,  but  he  had  absolutely  no  gift 
of  eloquence,  and  the  influence  he  exerted  over 
his  countrymen  was  due  to  his  ancestral  and 
historical  claims  on  Irish  sympathy,  to  his  sin- 
cerity and  unselfish  patriotism,  and  perhaps  in 
some  degree  also  to  his  commanding  presence. 
I    may   conclude   my  account   of  this  incident   in 
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my  career  as  a  reporter  by  saying  that  I  spent 
the  whole  of  that  night  and  the  following  morning 
in  writing  out  Meagher's  speech,  and  that  I  con- 
sidered myself  amply  rewarded  for  my  toil  when 
I  heard  from  both  Maguire  and  Meagher  that 
no  fault  was  to  be  found  with  my  rendering  of 
the  speech. 

The  State  trials  at  Clonmel  made  an  event  for 
me  of  great  personal  as  well  as  political  and  national 
interest.  I  was  one  of  the  three  reporters  who  were 
sent  from  The  Cork  Examiner  to  take  notes  of  the 
proceedings,  and  I  felt  no  little  pride  in  the  thought 
that  I  was  thus  admitted  to  a  recognised  and  im- 
portant position  on  the  newspaper  press.  It  was 
not  always  the  very  easiest  or  most  agreeable  work, 
even  apart  from  the  mechanical  labour  of  taking 
one's  turn  in  the  making  of  notes  and  converting 
the  shorthand  into  newspaper  "  copy,"  which  usually 
occupied  a  good  deal  of  time  after  the  rising  of  the 
court.  It  often  happened  that  on  the  day  before 
the  publication  of  The  Cork  Examiner  the  proceed- 
ings were  so  important  as  to  require  the  appearance 
of  the  report  in  the  following  day's  paper,  which 
was  given  to  the  public  at  a  late  hour  in  the  after- 
noon. 

Those  were  days,  at  least  in  the  south  of  Ireland, 
before  railway  travelling  had  come  into  practice. 
There  were  lines  of  railway  indeed  running  from 
Dublin  to  various  parts  of  the  country,  but  none 
of  them  had  yet  been  extended  so  far  south  as  to 
connect  Clonmel  with  Cork  city.     When  we,  the 
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three  reporters  from  the  Examiner,  were  travelling 
to  Clonmel  on  our  first  journey  we  went  by  the 
ordinary  stage-coach,  still  made  familiar  to  modern 
readers  through  the  pages  of  Dickens's  earlier  novels. 
On  fine  days  such  a  mode  of  travel  had  its  pleasant 
hours,  although  too  many  hours  of  it  were  apt  to 
beget  a  wearisome  sensation,  no  matter  what  might 
be  the  charms  of  the  surrounding  scenery.  The 
distance  between  Cork  and  Clonmel  looks  small  on 
a  map  of  Ireland,  but  I  can  tell  my  younger  readers 
that  if  they  had  to  make  the  journey  on  the  top  of 
an  old-fashioned  stage-coach  they  would  be  very 
likely  to  regard  it  as  inordinately  long  and  tiresome. 
But  it  was  not  a  stage-coach  journey  which  caused 
the  trouble  we  reporters  at  the  Clonmel  State  trials 
felt  most  trying  and  exhausting.  The  Examiner, 
let  us  say,  was  to  appear  on  the  Wednesday  even- 
ing— we  did  not  then  have  much  to  do  with  morning 
newspapers  in  the  south  of  Ireland — and  some  im- 
portant evidence  had  been  given  on  Tuesday  which 
it  was  absolutely  necessary  that  the  readers  of  the 
paper  should  have  in  its  next  issue.  The  court, 
perhaps,  had  continued  its  sitting  until  some  hour 
long  after  the  departure  of  the  evening  stage-coach. 
In  those  days  it  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  we 
had  no  electric  telegraphs  at  work,  and  the  only 
way  of  communicating  between  Clonmel  and  Cork 
was  by  horse,  or  horse  and  vehicle  of  some  sort. 
There  was  nothing,  therefore,  for  it  but  that  two 
of  us  reporters  should  charter  in  Clonmel  an  Irish 
jaunting-car,  drive  through  the  greater  part  of  the 
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night  and  morning  to  Cork,  and  when  we  got  there 
sit  down  without  thought  of  rest  in  the  newspaper 
rooms,  go  on  with  the  writing  out  of  our  "copy" 
until  it  was  finished,  and  then  start  off  again  as 
quickly  as  possible  on  our  return  journey  to  Clon- 
mel.  I  had  to  take  part  in  several  of  these  enter- 
prises, and  I  do  not  think  that  any  of  my  later 
experiences  of  work  or  travel  have  left  in  my  mind 
so  intense  an  impression  of  hurry,  discomfort,  and 
fatigue.  Even  the  buoyant  spirits  of  youth,  about 
which  we  writers  have  always  so  much  to  say,  did 
not  quite  enable  us  young  men  engaged  in  that  kind 
of  work  to  bear  up  without  grumbling  against  the 
toil  which  necessity  had  thus  imposed  upon  us,  or 
to  think  only  of  the  national  movement  while  we 
were  grumbling  and  groaning  over  the  slow  and 
jolting  movement  of  our  horse  and  car. 

I  must  say,  however,  that  the  sympathies  of 
my  newspaper  colleagues  and  myself  were  thor- 
oughly with  that  national  movement,  and  we  should 
have  felt  proud  indeed  if  it  had  been  our  good 
fortune  to  take  any  part  in  it.  The  trials  were 
deeply  interesting,  and  the  prisoners  were  defended 
by  some  of  the  leading  men  at  the  Irish  bar,  among 
whom  the  most  conspicuous  were  James  Whiteside, 
who  afterwards  sat  for  a  long  time  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  became  law-officer  in  more  than  one  Con- 
servative administration,  and  finally  Lord  Chief- 
Justice  of  the  Irish  Court  of  Queen's  Bench,  and 
Isaac  Butt,  who  was  famous  in  later  years  as  the 
leader  of  the  first  organised  Home  Rule  movement. 
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Whiteside  and  Butt  were  both  men  of  remarkable 
eloquence,  although  in  very  different  styles.  White- 
side was  the  more  polished,  scholarly  and  ornate 
of  the  two ;  Butt  was  the  more  animated,  original, 
and  impressive.  It  was  during  these  trials  in  Clon- 
mel  that  I  first  came  into  personal  acquaintanceship 
with  William  Howard  Russell,  now  Sir  William 
Howard  Russell,  the  famous  and  brilliant  war 
correspondent  of  The  Times — the  last,  I  may  say, 
of  the  great  war  correspondents  who  worked  and 
wrote  before  the  telegraph  wires  had  yet  allowed 
them  to  send  their  descriptions  of  battle  flying 
on  the  wings  of  electricity  from  the  very  field  of 
war.  Russell  was  then  one  of  the  reporters  whom 
The  Times  sent  to  record  for  it  the  proceedings  of 
the  Clonmel  trials,  and  I  remember  that  even 
then,  although  he  was  yet  wholly  unknown  to 
fame,  I  regarded  him  with  infinite  respect  as  a 
countryman  of  my  own  who  had  made  his  way  to 
an  important  position  in  London  journalism. 

I  remember  one  side  incident,  during  the 
course  of  the  trial  which  had,  and  has,  a  deep 
interest  for  me.  I  observed  that  while  the 
prisoners  stood  in  the  dock  some  of  their  sym- 
pathisers and  admirers  in  the  court  around  used 
to  pass  along  to  them  through  the  hands  of 
the  officials  small  volumes,  more  especially  to 
Smith  O'Brien  and  Meagher,  which  were  returned 
after  a  few  moments  of  delay.  My  curiosity  was 
naturally  excited  by  these  doings,  and  I  soon 
found    that    the    volumes   were    sent    to    O'Brien 
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or  Meagher  by  some  admirer  who  prayed  for  an 
autograph,  and  the  court  officials  were  reasonable 
enough  not  to  put  any  difficulty  in  the  way  of  these 
harmless  requests.  Inspired  by  the  idea,  I  sent  in 
to  the  dock  to  Meagher  a  volume  of  Moore's  poems 
I  happened  to  have  with  me,  and  an  accompanying 
written  line  signed  by  me  asking  for  his  auto- 
graph. At  this  very  time  the  court  was  listening  to 
the  evidence  of  a  Government  informer — Dobbin,  I 
think,  was  his  name,  but  he  was  certainly  not  of  kin 
with  Thackeray's  Dobbin — who  had  been  employed 
by  the  police  to  profess  himself  a  devoted  Young 
Irelander  and  thus  obtain  admission  to  the  councils 
of  some  of  the  party,  and  to  make  reports  ac- 
cordingly. When  my  volume  came  back  from 
Meagher's  kindly  and  obliging  hand  I  found  that 
he  had  written  in  it  those  lines  from  one  of  Moore's 
own  poems  : 

"  Oh  !   for  a  tongue  to  curse  the  slave 
Whose  treason  like  a  deadly  blight 
Comes  o'er  the  councils  of  the  brave, 

And  blasts  them  in  their  hour  of  might!" 

I  need  not  pursue  in  any  detail  the  course  of 
the  trials.  I  heard  the  prisoners  sentenced  to 
death  with  all  the  accompanying  horrors  which 
then  made  part  of  a  capital  sentence  in  cases  of 
high-treason.  The  capital  sentence  was  not  carried 
out ;  Queen  Victoria  commuted  it  to  transportation 
for  life,  which  was  itself  long  afterwards  revoked 
by  an  amnesty.  Smith  O'Brien  returned  to  his 
own  country  after  many  years,  and  died  in  Wales. 
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Meagher  escaped  from  Australia  and  went  to  the 
United  States,  took  service  on  the  side  of  the  North 
during  the  Civil  War,  and  led  his  Irish  legion  gal- 
lantly into  battle  on  more  than  one  hard-fought 
field.  After  peace  had  completely  been  restored  he 
lost  his  brave  life  by  an  accidental  fall  from  the  deck 
of  a  steamer  one  stormy  night  on  the  Missouri  River. 
I  never  saw  either  Smith  O'Brien  or  Meagher  after 
the  close  of  the  State  trials  in  Clonmel. 

The  failure  of  the  attempted  rebellion  of  1848 
did  not  extinguish  the  passionate  national  senti- 
ment which  was  deep  in  the  hearts  of  a  large 
number  of  the  Irish  people.  This  feeling,  as  was 
but  natural,  burned  with  warmest  glow  in  the 
breasts  of  the  younger  men.  Most  of  the  young 
men  with  whom  I  habitually  associated  in  Cork 
were  bitterly  disappointed  with  the  failure  of  the 
Tipperary  attempt,  and  not  merely  with  its  failure, 
but  with  the  absence  of  all  thrill  and  lustre  that 
might  in  some  degree,  as  it  seemed  to  them,  have 
redeemed  even  the  memory  of  failure.  There  was 
a  strong  impression  among  these  young  men,  and 
among  older  men  as  well,  that  the  sudden,  un- 
expected, and  entirely  unprepared  movement  under 
Smith  O'Brien  had  not  done  any  justice  or  given 
any  chance  to  the  genuine  desire  of  the  Irish  people 
for  an  effort  towards  the  accomplishment  of  their 
independence.  The  actual  truth  was,  that  outside 
a  very  small  circle  of  Smith  O'Brien's  personal 
friends  and  associates  there  was  no  knowledge 
that  an  immediate  attempt  at  an  armed  rising  was 
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in  contemplation.  It  is  a  curious  fact  also  that 
John  Blake  Dillon,  one  of  those  who  strongly  op- 
posed the  premature  movement,  was  the  only 
Young  Irelander  of  great  influence  and  well-known 
name  who  was  found  bv  Smith  O'Brien's  side  in 
the  Ballingarry  conflict.  Dillon  had  done  his  best 
to  dissuade  his  leader  from  this  rash  attempt,  but 
as  the  leader  would  not  be  dissuaded,  Dillon  was 
none  the  less  resolved  to  stand  by  Smith  O'Brien's 
side  to  the  last.  Many,  or  most,  of  the  other  pro- 
minent Young  Irelanders  did  not  even  know  that 
there  was  any  intention  of  opening  the  rebellion 
just  then  and  there. 

For  all  these  and  many  other  reasons  the  Young 
Irelanders  with  whom  I  was  associated  refused  to 
admit  that  Ballingarry  had  been  any  test  of  Ire- 
land's courage  and  resolve.    They  were  also  strongly 
impressed  with  the  conviction  that  it  would  be  for 
the  good  of  the  Irish  cause  if  some  attempt  were 
made    which   would   prove   at    least   that  a    large 
number  of  Irishmen  were  ready  to  die  in  the  field 
on  behalf  of  Ireland's  national  claims.     They  were 
grieved  by  the  thought  that  the  public  opinion  of 
England   might  regard  the   whole  Young  Ireland 
movement  as  a  poetic  dream,  the  inspiration  of  poets 
and  romancists,  and  bearing  with  it  no  deep,  deter- 
mined resolution  to  make  personal  sacrifice  for  the 
Irish  cause.     It  was  their  conviction  that  after  the 
Ballingarry  failure  there  could  be  no  hope  of  im- 
pressing   on    the    mind    of  England    the    intense 
earnestness   of  Ireland's  national  feeling  unless  it 
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were  proved  that  a  large  number  of  Irishmen 
were  willing  to  sacrifice  themselves  without  any 
expectation  of  winning  even  a  momentary  success, 
but  solely  with  the  object  of  showing  to  the  whole 
world  their  absolute  devotion  to  the  honour  and 
the  rights  of  their  country. 

The  result  of  this  feeling  was  the  determination 
to  make  another  attempt,  which,  if  it  did  nothing 
else,  should  convince  mankind  that  the  cause 
was  a  burning  and  an  inextinguishable  reality. 
A  secret  movement  was  organised  for  this  pur- 
pose. The  plan  was  that  a  simultaneous  rising 
should  take  place  throughout  the  greater  part 
of  the  country,  that  in  each  locality  an  attack 
should  be  made  on  the  same  day  and  hour  on 
the  barracks  of  the  soldiery  and  police.  Thus  a 
struggle  should  begin  which  would  have  the 
effect  of  showing  that  Ireland  had  her  myriads 
of  willing  and  self-devoted  martyrs  to  the  duty 
of  making  known  her  wrongs,  and  that  Irishmen 
were  ready  to  lay  down  their  lives  in  protest 
against  them.  All  this  would  probably  seem  to 
cool  and  unconcerned  observers  at  the  present 
time  a  romantic  and  even  quixotic  idea.  But 
it  was  an  idea  which,  as  I  well  know,  took 
a  firm  hold  of  thousands  of  young  Irishmen  in  all 
parts  of  Ireland,  and  might  under  more  favourable 
conditions  have  ended  in  a  demonstration  well 
calculated  to  send  a  thrill  throughout  all  civili- 
sation. Many  of  the  leaders  of  this  organisation 
were  personal  friends  and  associates  of  my  own. 
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One  of  these  was  the  late  Joseph  Brenan,  a  rising 
young   literary    man   and    poet    of  those    days,    a 
friend    of    James    Clarence    Mangan,    the    famous 
author   of  "  Dark   Rosaleen."      Brenan   was   then 
one  of  the  principal  writers  for  a   national  news- 
paper in  Dublin.     He  was  a  Cork  man  by  birth, 
the  brother  of  a  distinguished  Catholic  clergyman, 
and  had  lived  all  his  earlier  years   in  Cork  city. 
He  was  one  of  the  most  gifted  young  men  I  have 
ever  known.      He  had  a  rare   and  thrilling  com- 
mand of  eloquent  speech,  and  he  was  regarded  by 
all  of  us  who  knew  him,  and  indeed  by  his  fellow- 
citizens  in  general,  as  destined  to  a  distinguished 
literary,    political,   and    patriotic   career.      Brenan 
took   a   leading   part    in   this  secret   organisation, 
and,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  it  was  under  his  personal 
guidance  that  the  only  serious  trouble  happened 
at  the  time  appointed  for  the  simultaneous  move- 
ment. 

But  the  whole  effort  proved  a  failure,  as  all 
secret  organisations  were  destined  to  prove  under 
the  existing  conditions  in  Ireland.  The  paid  in- 
former was  set  to  work  everywhere,  for  men 
willing  to  do  such  work  were  to  be  found  in  every 
community,  and  could  not  be  detected  at  the  outset 
by  any  scrutiny  on  the  part  of  the  Nationalists. 
These  men  professed  to  be  enthusiastic  members 
of  the  brotherhood,  and  kept  the  authorities  at 
Dublin  Castle  thoroughly  well  informed  as  to  the 
purposes  and  plans  of  the  organisation.  The  result 
was  that  the  Government  had  ample  time  to  make 
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their  arrangements  in  advance,  to  take  measures 
at  the  last  moment  for  the  seizure  of  arms  here, 
there,  and  everywhere,  and  for  the  arrest  and  im- 
prisonment of  the  men  who  were  known  to  be  the 
leaders  of  the  projected  rising.  The  rising  came 
to  nothing,  and  did  not  even  have  the  effect  which 
some  of  us  would  have  regarded  as  its  full  title 
to  national  gratitude  and  its  service  to  the  Irish 
cause — the  effect  of  proving  that  there  were 
thousands  of  Irishmen  ready  to  lay  down  their 
lives  in  protest  against  the  oppression  and  the 
degradation  of  their  country.  After  the  collapse 
of  the  whole  movement  Brenan  succeeded  in  making 
his  escape  to  America,  where  he  won  for  himself 
much  literary  and  political  distinction,  and  died 
many  years  after,  leaving  a  name  still  remembered 
with  affection  and  gratitude  by  all  Irish  Nation- 
alists in  the  United  States. 

That  attempt  at  insurrection  saw  my  only 
active  personal  share  in  the  traditional  work  of 
Irish  rebellion  against  English  rule.  From  that 
time  forth  I  became  more  and  more  convinced  that 
the  task  of  righting  Ireland's  wrongs  was  to  be 
accomplished  by  earnest  and  incessant  appeal  to 
the  conscience,  the  reason,  and  the  manly  feeling 
of  England's  best  citizens,  and  by  the  determination 
to  regard  the  legislative  independence  of  Ireland 
as  the  satisfaction  for  Ireland's  wrongs,  and  the 
avenue  to  the  peace,  contentment,  and  prosperity 
of  Ireland.  The  name  of  Home  Rule  had  not  yet 
come  into  use,  but  from  that  time  I  became  what  I 
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have  ever  since  continued  to  be,  a  convinced  and 
devoted  Home  Ruler. 

I  cannot  close  this  chapter  without  saying  a 
few  words  about  the  man  who  was  the  first  in- 
spiring force  of  the  movement  in  favour  of  an 
armed  rebellion.  That  man  was  John  Mitchel. 
Mitchel  was  the  son  of  a  Presbyterian  minister, 
and  was  born  in  the  county  of  Derry,  then  a 
stronghold  of  the  Orange  and  anti-National  party. 
He  was  a  lawyer  by  profession,  but  soon  gave 
himself  up  altogether  to  literature,  and  especially 
to  writing  for  newspapers.  He  was  at  one  time 
assistant  editor  of  The  Nation,  and  afterwards 
started  a  newspaper  of  his  own  called  The  United 
Irishman,  in  which  he  boldly  and  persistently 
maintained  that  Ireland  could  only  achieve  her 
national  rights  by  an  armed  rebellion.  He  was 
one  of  the  most  brilliant  prose  writers  Ireland  has 
ever  brought  forth,  and  would,  I  think,  have  won 
a  name  for  himself  in  literature  alone  if  he  had  not 
given  up  his  genius  and  his  heart  to  the  political 
cause  of  his  country.  His  newspaper  soon  became 
a  power  in  Ireland,  and  the  authorities  of  Dublin 
Castle  began  to  find  that  they  must  remove  him 
from  their  path,  or  else  encounter  an  insurrection. 
At  their  instigation  an  Act  was  hastily  passed 
through  Parliament  creating  a  new  offence  called 
treason-felony,  that  is  to  say,  making  the  mere 
utterance  of  sedition,  even  where  no  overt  work  of 
sedition  had  been  committed,  a  treasonable  offence, 
and    liable    to    the    punishment    of    transportation. 
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Under  this  Act,  which  was  specially  passed  on  his 
account,  Mitchel  was  arraigned,  found  guilty,  and 
sentenced  to  fourteen  years'  transportation.  I  had 
met  him  only  once  before  his  trial,  and  that  was 
in  the  offices  of  The  Cork  Examiner.  I  saw  in 
Cork  harbour  the  vessel  which  was  carrying  him 
out  to  Van  Diemen's  Land,  the  destined  place  of 
his  exile.  Some  seven  years  after  he  escaped  to 
the  United  States,  and  after  a  long  interval  of 
time  I  had  several  opportunities  of  meeting  and 
talking  with  him  in  New  York.  He  was  an 
absolutely  sincere  and  highly  gifted  man,  devoted 
with  a  generous  fanaticism  to  every  cause  he  took 
up,  and  under  happier  conditions  he  might  well 
have  become  a  benefactor  to  his  country  and  an 
ornament  to  literature. 


CHAPTER  VI 

THE    ROAD    OF   IMAGINATION 

In  this  small  seaside  place  on  the  Kentish  coast  of 
England,  where  I  have  lately  passed  some  secluded 
years,  I  can  see  from  one  of  my  windows  a  road 
which  gently  winds  along  a  rising  ground,  having 
the  blue  waves  at  its  side,  and  then  reaching  the 
highest  level  of  the  land  is  lost  in  the  horizon. 
This  road  seems  to  me  an  emblem  of  that  ideal 
road  we  may  all  be  said  to  look  upon  in  our 
moments  of  fanciful  musing.  It  is  the  road 
leading  to  the  land  of  imagination  and  of  poetry, 
to  the  ideal  country  of  our  vague  aspirations,  to 
the  capital  city  of  a  realm  of  romance  for  which 
we  have  all  yearned  at  one  time  or  another. 
During  that  early  period  of  my  life  the  road  of 
imagination  was  always  leading  my  fancy  to  Lon- 
don. I  am  not  ever  likely  to  forget  my  first  sight 
of  Rome,  of  Athens,  of  Constantinople,  of  Cairo, 
of  Jerusalem,  and  I  can  easily  recall  to  mind  my 
early  longings  for  a  first  sight  of  these  immortal 
cities.  But  at  the  time  about  which  I  am  now 
writing  my  yearnings  were  especially  for  a  first 
sight  of  London. 

That   desire  was    not   merely  inspired   by   the 
literature  of  prose  and  poetry,  which  made  London 
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to  me  the  central   point  of  the  universe.      There 
was  an  element  of  the  prosaic  and  the  practical 
stimulating  my  wish   for  a   first  look  at  London. 
I    had   got    into  my  mind    that    London   was   the 
only  place  where   a   young   man  with   a  love  for 
literary  work,  who  had  already  become  associated 
with  journalism,  could  hope  to  make  a  good  living 
by   the  exercise    of  his    intelligence    and  his  pen. 
The  conditions  of  my  family  were  making  it  more 
and   more    necessary  that  I  should   strive  for  an 
engagement    in    the    English    capital.       My   sister 
had  been  for  a  long  time  in  sinking  health,  and 
while  she  lived  I  could  not  think  of  leaving  her 
for  the  sake  of  any  hope  of  advancement,  and  I 
could  not  subject  her  to  the  risk  and  trouble  of 
an    enterprise    in    a    new    and    distant    place    of 
settlement.      But   my    sister   died   at   the   age   of 
twenty,    and   my   brother    had   already   made   up 
his  mind  to  seek  his  fortune  at  the  first  oppor- 
tunity   in    the    United    States,    and    there    was 
thus    no    serious    difficulty    in    the    way    of    my 
making  an  attempt  to  secure  an  engagement  in 
London.     I  resolved  to  get  together  a  few  pounds, 
and    to   go    over   to    London   for    the    purpose    of 
trying  to  obtain  a  place  on  some  newspaper  there. 
The   only  friend  I  had   in  London  was  a   fellow- 
countryman,  who  had  been   a   colleague    of  mine 
for  some   time  on    The  Cork  Examiner,   and  who 
had    more    lately   obtained    a    seat   in   the   Press 
Gallery  of  the  House  of  Commons  as  a  reporter 
for  one  of  the  London  daily  newspapers.     I  knew 
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that  he  would  help  me  if  he  possibly  could,  and 
it  was  something  at  all  events  to  have  a  friend 
in  London  who  could  at  least  put  me  in  the 
right  way  of  getting  an  engagement.  So  I  made 
my  arrangements,  and  in  the  early  part  of  1852 
I  accomplished  my  first  expedition  to  the  London 
of  my  dreams. 

I  went  by  steamer  from  Cork  to  Liverpool,  and 
spent  two  or  three  days  there  at  the  house  of  a 
friend  and  his  sister,  who  were  then  settled  in 
the  city  of  the  Mersey ;  and  I  may  say  in  ad- 
vance that  this  visit  proved  a  great  event  in  my 
life,  for  the  sister  of  my  friend  afterwards  became 
my  dearly  loved  and  now  long-lamented  wife. 
I  left  Liverpool  for  London  early  one  morning, 
travelling  by  what  was  then  called  a  parliamentary 
train,  that  is,  a  train  wholly  composed  of  carriages, 
for  which  only  the  lowest  recognised  rates  of  fares 
was  charged,  which  had  to  stop  at  all  manner 
of  stations  and  get  itself  "  shunted "  in  order 
to  allow  the  trains  with  first  and  second  class 
carriages  to  pass  it  on  the  way.  I  did  not  arrive 
at  London  until  late  evening  was  already  darkening 
into  night,  and  I  got  my  first  sight  of  the  great 
city  as  we  rumbled  slowly  along  on  the  top  of  an 
omnibus  from  Euston  Square  to  the  regions  of 
the  Bank  and  the  Mansion  House.  It  was  not 
certainly  a  very  fascinating  sight,  but  still  it  was 
a  sight  of  London.  I  had  already  been  studying 
London  for  years,  and  the  name  of  every  street 
through  which  or  across  which  we  passed  brought 
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to  my  mind  some  memories  of  what  I  had  read 
in  plays  and  poems  and  novels.  It  seemed  to 
me,  not  that  I  was  coming  into  an  entirely  strange 
and  unknown  city,  but  that  I  was  revisiting  streets 
with  whose  history  and  associations  I  was  already 
quite  familiar.  Perhaps  for  that  very  reason  the 
darkness  of  the  hour  was  only  all  the  better  fitted 
for  the  realisation  of  my  dreams  about  London. 
The  gas  lights  in  the  streets — I  need  hardly  say 
we  had  no  electric  lighting  then — did  not  illumi- 
nate strongly  enough  to  reveal  all  the  prosaic 
characteristics  of  the  streets  and  the  houses,  and 
only  lent  a  new  touch  of  the  poetic  to  the  regions 
I  was  then  looking  on  for  the  first  time.  "  Dark- 
ness," says  a  poet,  "  shows  us  realms  of  light  we 
never  saw  by  day."  The  poet  was  writing  only 
of  the  stars,  but  the  darkness  of  that  London 
showed  me  not  merely  the  realms  of  gas  light, 
not  to  be  seen  by  day,  but  with  that  gas  light's 
help  some  realms  of  the  London  of  my  imagination 
which  might  not  have  been  seen  so  clearly  by  me 
if  I  had  looked  upon  them  for  the  first  time 
under  the  pitiless  revelations  of  the  noonday 
sun. 

I  may  dispose  briefly  of  the  practical  results 
of  my  expedition  to  London.  These  practical 
results  amounted  for  the  time  to  little  or  nothing, 
but  they  were  not  without  some  later  influence 
on  the  purposes  of  my  visit.  My  friend,  whom 
I  have  already  mentioned,  introduced  me  to  the 
managers  of   the  reporting  staffs  of  two  or  three 
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daily  newspapers,  and  got  my  name  put  down  as  a 
candidate  for  a  place  at  some  vague  future  oppor- 
tunity. Just  now,  however,  I  am  more  inclined 
to  say  something  about  my  first  impressions  of 
London  than  to  deal  much  with  the  personal 
incidents  of  my  own  early  struggles.  I  spent  a 
fortnight  in  London,  and  all  the  time  that  I  had 
to  spare  from  my  quest  after  an  engagement  was 
devoted  to  the  delightful  task  of  seeing  everything 
I  could  see  of  London's  sights  and  London's  famous 
places.  I  had  come  too  late  to  see  that  great 
exhibition  in  the  Crystal  Palace,  the  first  of  all 
those  many  and  memorable  exhibitions  of  indus- 
trial products  which  have  been  organised  since 
then  in  so  many  great  cities  of  the  world,  from 
London  and  Paris  to  St.  Louis.  The  Crystal 
Palace  exhibition  was  opened  and  closed  in  1851, 
but  I  had  at  least  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the 
Palace  itself  in  Hyde  Park  on  its  old  site  before 
there  was  any  thought  of  its  removal  to  its  present 
situation.  So  far  as  its  older  streets  and  quarters 
were  concerned,  London  was  then  in  outer  aspects 
very  much  the  same  as  it  is  at  the  present  day. 
Only  in  the  methods  of  street  traffic  was  there 
much  difference  in  those  older  regions  between 
the  London  of  1852  and  the  London  of  our  own 
time.  There  were  no  tramways  then,  and  there 
were  no  underground  railways  or  "  tubes,"  but  we 
saw  just  as  now  the  old-fashioned  four-wheeler  and 
the  hansom  cab,  while  the  sort  of  vehicle  described 
in  Dickens's  earlier  novels,   the  vehicle   in   which 
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the  driver  occupied  a  seat  planted  close  to  the 
side  of  that  assigned  to  the  "  fare,"  had  already 
wholly  disappeared  from  the  streets  of  London. 
There  was  no  Thames  Embankment  at  that  time, 
or  for  many  years  after ;  and  the  banks  of  the 
Thames  within  the  Metropolis  itself  were  lined 
by  dingy  wharfs,  rows  of  old-fashioned  warehouses 
and  tumbled-down  shops,  shanties,  and  places  for 
the  sale  of  drink.  From  Westminster  Bridge  to 
London  Bridge  the  banks  of  the  river  were  made 
about  as  unlovely  and  unpicturesque  as  could  well 
be  accomplished  even  by  the  perverted  ingenuity 
of  man.  There  were  some  peculiarities  of  the 
London  streets  which  recalled  even  still  the  old 
times  and  habits  described  in  many  of  the  books 
I  loved.  The  swinging  sign-boards,  the  tablets 
illumined  by  the  great  names  that  make  part  of 
the  history  of  certain  houses,  the  narrow  lanes 
which  turned  sharply  and  abruptly  out  of  broad 
thoroughfares  and  seemed  to  bring  back  the 
living  presence  of  mediseval  town  life,  these  and 
other  such  evidences  of  London's  historic  anti- 
quity were  studied  by  me  Avith  an  ever-freshening 
delight. 

But  there  were  other  peculiarities  in  some 
of  the  smaller  streets  running  out  of  or  behind 
the  Strand  which  impressed  my  stranger  mind 
in  a  very  different  and  less  favourable  man- 
ner. A  reader  whose  recollections  of  London  do 
not  go  back  farther  than  the  last  twenty  years 
might  find  it  hard  to  believe  that  a  civilised  com- 
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munity  could  behold  such  sights  as  we  might  all 
have  seeu  in  London  at  the  time  when  the  great 
exhibition  was  held  in  Hyde  Park  and  for  long  after. 
Certain  small  streets  here  and  there  seemed  to  have 
acquired  the  privilege  of  outraging  public  decency 
in  the  grossest  fashion  without  any  interference 
whatever  on  the  part  of  the  constituted  authorities. 
I  shall  not  ask  too  much  attention  from  my  readers 
to  this  repulsive  subject,  but  I  think  it  is  as  well, 
as  a  mere  matter  of  historical  narrative,  to  say 
something  of  the  sights  to  be  seen  every  day, 
which  I  myself  saw  at  that  time  in  the  imme- 
diate neighbourhood  of  the  Strand,  of  its  thronging 
crowds,  its  numerous  police,  and  its  great  churches. 
To  many  Londoners  of  these  days  it  is  quite  pos- 
sible that  the  names  of  Holywell  Street  and  Wych 
Street  may  suggest  no  particularly  repulsive  idea. 
But  at  the  time  of  which  I  am  writing  these  two 
streets  bordering  the  very  centre  of  the  Strand  were 
such  as  the  lowest  slums  of  London  or  New  York 
in  the  present  day  could  not  compare  with  for 
abomination.  Most  of  the  houses  in  these  streets 
were  shops  for  the  sale  of  indecent  books  and 
pictures.  The  pictures  and  books  —  more  espe- 
cially the  pictures — were  flauntingly  displayed  in 
the  windows  of  each  shop,  and  were  gross  beyond 
all  possible  description.  Then  a  great  many  of  the 
small  houses  in  these  streets  were  occupied  by 
women  of  the  professionally  immoral  class,  and  it 
was  the  habit  of  these  young  women  to  stand  at 
their  doors  in  the  open  day  and  to  invite  the  atten- 
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tion  of  passing  men,  each  woman  wearing  no  cos- 
tume whatever  but  her  chemise  and  her  slippers. 
The  police  authorities  do  not  seem  to  have  given 
themselves  the  slightest  concern  about  these  exhi- 
bitions. There  were  many  other  places  in  the 
Metropolis — such,  for  instance,  as  the  road  running 
south  from  Waterloo  Bridge  —  where  almost  as 
open  a  display  was  made  through  the  brightest 
hours  of  the  day,  but  none  that  I  saw  were  quite 
as  bad  as  Holywell  Street  and  Wych  Street. 
There  is  some  satisfaction  in  the  knowledge  that 
no  such  places  are  to  be  seen  in  the  open  day  of 
London  now,  and  that  Holywell  Street  and  Wych 
Street  have  ceased  to  exist.  I  do  not  venture  to 
say  that  the  morals  of  the  Metropolis  have  im- 
proved to  any  corresponding  degree,  and  I  am 
afraid  that  the  scenes  still  presented  at  night  in 
the  Piccadilly  regions  are  not  such  as  could  give 
any  satisfaction  to  the  contemplative  and  healthy- 
minded  observer.  But  it  is  worth  noticing  that 
the  sights  which  were  to  be  seen  in  certain  streets 
and  alleys  all  day  long  when  I  first  visited  London 
belong  now  altogether  to  the  history  of  the  past. 

During  that  first  visit  of  mine  to  London  the 
figure  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  the  victor  of 
Waterloo,  was  still  often  to  be  seen  in  the  West 
End  streets.  I  saw  him  several  times  in  Piccadilly 
and  St.  James's  Street  as  he  was  driving  in  the 
curious  cabriolet  he  had  devised  for  his  own  especial 
use  and  comfort,  and  I  passed  him  also  more  than 
once  in  the   same  region  as    he  was  going  along, 
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a  quiet  pedestrian  at  whom  every  one  stopped  to 
gaze.     I  saw  him  once  in  the  House  of  Lords  on 
the    occasion    of  my  first   visit    to    the    Strangers' 
Gallery  of  that  august  assembly,  and  I  heard  him 
deliver  a  speech  that   lives   in    my  memory  more 
fixedly  than   it  might   have  done  even    if  it    had 
been  an  oration  worthy  of  Lord   Chatham  or  the 
eloquent  Lord  Derby,  the  Rupert  of  debate.    When 
I  came  into  the  gallery  a  discussion  was  going  on 
concerning  some  new  measure  which  had  been  in- 
troduced to  the  House  that  evening,  and  on  which 
the  Duke  of  Wellington  appeared  to  have  already 
offered    some    observations.       As    I    entered    the 
gallery  a  noble  and  learned  lord  was  replying  to 
the  criticisms  of  the  Duke.     In  the  course  of  his 
speech  he  said  that  he  was  afraid  "  the  illustrious 
Duke"  did  not  quite  understand  the  full  bearing 
of  the    Bill    then    before    the    House.      Thereupon 
"  the  illustrious  Duke "  suddenly   interrupted   the 
noble   and  learned   lord  by  rising  from   his   seat, 
coming  to  the  table,  striking  that  piece  of  furniture 
very  heavily  with  his  clenched  hand,  and  exclaim- 
ing some  such  words  as  these  :    "  My  Lords,   the 
noble  and  learned  lord  has  said  that  I  do  not  seem 
to  understand  this   Bill.     Well,   my  Lords,   I  can 
only  say   that   I    read  the   Bill  carefully  through 
once,  twice,  and  three   times,  and  if  after  that  I 
do  not  understand  this  Bill,  why  then,  my  Lords, 
I  must  be    a  damned    stupid  fellow."      Then    the 
Duke  of  Wellington  resumed   his   seat,   and    that 
was  the  only  speech  I  ever  heard  him  deliver.     On 
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one  of  the  occasions  when  I  met  him  in  the  street 
he  happened  to  pass  a  small  group  of  working-men 
who  had  been  doing  something  to  the  pavement. 
One  of  the  workmen  turned  round  as  he  passed, 
recognised  the  Duke,  and  called  out  to  his  fellows : 
"Mates,  there  goes  grand  old  Nosey" — a  familiar 
allusion  to  the  illustrious  Duke's  most  distinguishing 
feature. 

Of  course  I  paid  some  visits  to  the  House  of 
Commons  during  my  first  stay  in  London,  and  the 
place  had  then  and  always  a  strong  fascination 
for  me.  But  during  this  visit  of  mine  I  had 
not  the  chance  of  hearing  many  of  the  great 
speakers.  Indeed,  the  first  orator  I  heard  in  the 
House  was  one  of  the  members  for  that  city  of 
Cork  from  which  I  had  just  come,  a  man  of  con- 
siderable ability,  but  who,  unfortunately  for  me, 
was  in  the  habit  of  making  very  long  speeches 
among  his  own  constituents.  I  had  reported  many 
of  these  speeches,  was  very  familiar  with  their 
style  and  length,  and  am  afraid  had  come  to 
regard  them  as  rather  tedious  exercises.  The 
reader,  therefore,  may  imagine  what  my  feelings 
were  when,  as  I  entered  the  Strangers'  Gallery  of 
the  House  for  the  first  time,  and  was  settling  down 
into  my  seat,  I  recognised  the  too  familiar  voice  of  the 
orator  then  in  possession,  and  found  that  my  intro- 
duction to  parliamentary  eloquence  was  listening 
to  a  speech  in  the  well-known  tones  of  my  com- 
patriot. The  speech  lasted  so  long,  that  I  was 
not  able  to  wait  until  the  end  of  it ;  the  benches  of 
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the  House  were  but  very  thinly  occupied,  and  I 
had  to  own  to  myself  as  I  left  Westminster  Palace 
that  this,  my  earliest  experience  of  parliamentary 
debate,  had  not  quite  come  up  to  my  fond  antici- 
pations. The  Terrace  of  the  House  of  Commons 
had  not  then  become  the  brilliant  social  institution 
it  became  in  later  days,  and  there  were  no  groups 
of  fine  ladies  to  be  seen  upon  its  pavement. 

I  gave  up  my  evenings  for  the  most  part  to  the 
theatres  and  to  the  opera-houses ;  saw  with  genuine 
delight  some  performances  by  Charles  Mathews,  the 
greatest  of  English  light  comedians  at  that  time, 
or,  as  I  still  think,  at  any  later  time  ;  Helen  Faucit, 
Phelps,  the  Keeleys,  Buckstone,  and  Benjamin 
Webster.  And  I  heard  in  the  opera-house  Grisi, 
Alboni,  Mario,  and  Lablache.  Macready  had  given 
up  the  stage  not  long  before  my  visit  to  London, 
but  I  had  already  seen  him  more  than  once  in  the 
theatre  of  my  native  city  when  he  was  making  a 
starring  tour  in  Ireland.  I  must  say  that  much 
as  I  loved  the  drama  and  the  opera,  the  greatest 
attractions  for  me  were  found  in  the  streets  and  the 
parks  of  London  itself  and  in  the  Temple  Gardens. 
I  loved  to  visit  every  spot  which  had  some  associa- 
tion with  history  and  poetry  and  novels,  with 
Shakespeare  and  Dr.  Johnson  and  Charles  Lamb, 
with  Dickens  and  Thackeray.  The  result  of  my 
visit  on  the  whole  was  to  make  London  for  me  a 
place  of  even  greater  fascination  than  it  had  been 
when  it  was  yet  only  the  London  of  my  dreams.  I 
became  more  than  ever  resolved  to  make  it  if  I 
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possibly  could  my  home  and  the  place  of  my  work. 
I  remember  that  once  when  I  was  passing  the  Houses 
of  Parliament  I  stopped  and  looked  back  on  the 
towers  of  Westminster  Palace,  and  I  formed  in  my 
own  mind  the  audacious  ambition  and  hope  that  I 
might  one  day  be  privileged  to  enter  that  enclosure 
as  a  member  of  the  House  of  Commons.  Then  I 
felt  inclined  to  laugh  at  myself  for  the  audacity  of 
my  youthful  aspirations,  and  consoled  myself  for  my 
revulsion  of  feeling  by  the  more  modest  hope  that  I 
might  at  least  at  some  not  very  distant  time  be 
privileged  to  have  a  seat  in  the  Reporters'  Gallery. 
My  first  visit  to  London  was  speedily  and  quite 
unexpectedly  followed  by  another  under  more  pro- 
mising auspices  than  the  first,  so  far  as  personal 
ease  and  comfort  were  concerned.  Some  measure 
of  great  importance  to  the  interests  of  the  south  of 
Ireland  was  to  come  up  for  examination  before  a 
Committee  of  the  House  of  Commons,  and  John 
Francis  Maguire  was  anxious  to  have  a  full  report 
of  each  day's  proceedings  for  The  Cork  Examiner. 
He  selected  me  for  this  work,  and  my  mind  was 
thereupon  filled  with  two  rival  delights — the  delight 
of  having  my  qualifications  as  a  reporter  thus 
recognised,  and  the  delight  of  another  visit  to 
London.  Maguire  then  had  lodgings  in  London 
in  a  quiet  street  near  to  the  Haymarket,  so  we 
were  within  easy  reach  of  the  principal  theatres 
and  the  Houses  of  Parliament.  Maguire  was  a 
delightful  companion,  a  man  of  the  most  kindly  and 
generous  nature,  and  he  did  all  that  he  possibly 
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could  to  make  my  stay  in  London  this  time  a 
genuine  holiday.  We  went  to  some  theatre  or  to 
the  House  of  Commons  every  night,  and  we  dined 
at  the  best  restaurants  to  be  found  in  London  in 
the  days  long  before  such  luxurious  resorts  as  the 
Carlton,  the  Savoy,  and  the  Cecil  had  come  into 
existence. 

I  have  a  very  distinct  recollection  of  an  incident 
which  occurred  one  night  while  we  were  seated  in 
the  Haymarket  Theatre.  The  report  suddenly 
reached  the  theatre  that  Thomas  Francis  Meagher, 
the  Irish  orator  and  patriot,  had  succeeded  in 
escaping  from  the  convict  settlement  in  Australia, 
and  was  supposed  to  have  taken  shipping  for  the 
United  States.  The  news  soon  spread  through  the 
stalls  and  boxes  and  pit  of  the  theatre,  and  we  heard 
his  name  repeated  on  every  side.  But  it  was  not 
repeated  with  exactly  its  proper  pronunciation,  for 
the  name  of  our  distinguished  countryman  was 
passed  along  as  if  it  had  been  spelt  "  Meeger."  I 
am  bound  to  say  that  so  far  as  we  could  hear  there 
was  a  tone  of  sympathy  in  the  spreading  of  the 
news  from  the  British  lips  of  those  who  were  within 
our  range  of  hearing.  "  Poor  young  '  Meeger '  has 
escaped  from  Australia  "  was  the  form  of  communi- 
cation in  which,  for  the  most  part,  we  heard  the 
news  made  known,  and,  so  far  as  we  could  judge, 
there  was  only  a  feeling  of  satisfaction  in  the 
thoroughly  English  audience  that  a  brilliant  young 
public  man  had  obtained  emancipation  from  the 
horrors  of  a  convict  settlement. 
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It   was   during   this    visit    to    London    that    I 
first  came  to  see  and  hear  Austen  Henry  Layard, 
the  famous  explorer  of  the  ruins  of  Nineveh,  who 
had  lately  been  elected  a  member  of  the  House 
of  Commons,     I  had  many  opportunities  at  later 
times    of   meeting    with    Layard,   who    held  office 
more  than  once  under  successive  Governments,  who 
was  afterwards  British  Ambassador  to  Madrid  and 
then    to    Constantinople,  and    became    Sir  Austen 
Henry  Layard.       It  was  during  this  second  visit 
to    London    that    I    first    had    the    opportunity   of 
listening  to  the  eloquent  pleadings  of  James  Hope- 
Scott,  who   had   married  Miss  Lockhart,  daughter 
of  Walter    Scott's   famous    biographer.      Lockhart 
had     married    Walter    Scott's    daughter,    and    it 
was  on  their  daughter's  accession  to  the  Abbots- 
ford  estate   that   Hope   added   the   name   of  Scott 
to  his  own  family  name.      It  was   his  connection 
with    the    family    of    the    immortal    novelist    that 
made   Hope-Scott  an  especially  interesting  figure 
in  my  eyes.     Hope-Scott  and  his  wife  had  lately 
joined  the  Catholic  Church,  and  I  could  not  help 
thinking  it  a  somewhat  remarkable  stroke  of  fate 
which  had  caused  the  estates  of  Sir  Walter,  who 
certainly  had  never  shown  any  sympathy  with  the 
religion  of  the  Church  of  Rome,  to  pass  into  the 
hands  of  two  converts  to  the  ancient  faith. 

Maguire  knew  London  well,  and  was  able  to 
show  me  many  places  of  interest  which  I  had  not 
observed  before.  When  I  returned  to  my  native 
city  after  my  second  visit  to  the  great  Metropolis,  I 
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began  to  regard  myself  as  quite  an  authority  on  the 
aspects  and  the  ways  of  London.  I  had  made  it 
known  to  Maguire  that  my  great  ambition  was  to 
obtain  an  engagement  on  some  London  newspaper, 
and  he,  the  kindliest  and  most  sympathetic  of  men, 
who  thoroughly  understood  my  family  conditions, 
and  knew  well  that  I  had  to  make  a  hard  struggle 
for  life  on  the  narrow  field  of  a  provincial  city, 
promised  to  give  me  every  help  in  his  power 
towards  the  realisation  of  my  desire.  He  fulfilled 
his  promise  most  resolutely  and  faithfully,  and  to 
his  influence  I  was  indebted  for  some  of  the  oppor- 
tunities which  helped  me  towards  obtaining  a  wider 
and  more  promising  field  for  my  modest  ambition. 
My  life  as  a  journalist  was  soon  to  have  a  change 
of  scene. 


CHAPTER   VII 

FROM     LEE     TO     MERSEY 

Not   long   after   my  return  to  Cork  I  made   the 
acquaintance  of  Hercules  George  Robert  Robinson, 
who  afterwards  came  to  hold  high  and  responsible 
office    as    Governor    of    various    British    Colonies, 
succeeded  Sir  John  Bowring  as  Governor  of  Hong- 
Kong,  later  still  became  Governor  of  the  Cape  of 
Good  Hope  in  succession  to  Sir  Bartle  Frere,  and 
finally  became  Lord  Rosmead.     Hercules  Robinson, 
when    I    first    knew    him,     was    merely    Captain 
Robinson,  a  young  man  of  good  family,  who  had 
held  a   commission   in   the  army,  but  retired,  and 
was  employed  in  many  civil  offices  by  the  autho- 
rities of  Dublin  Castle.     Just  before  the  time  when 
I  came  to  know  him  he  had  been  appointed  Presi- 
dent of  a    commission    of  inquiry   into    the    state 
of  fairs  and  markets  in    Ireland,   the  business  of 
which  was   to   go    through   all    the   market-towns 
of  the  country,  hear  evidence  as  to  their  capacity 
and  condition,  and  make  a  full  report  to  the  Govern- 
ment.    The  commission  consisted  only  of  Hercules 
Robinson  himself  and  one  assistant  commissioner, 
an  Irish  country  gentleman  and  magistrate,  who, 
although    a    very    quiet -going     and    unambitious 
personage,  bore  the  remarkable  name  of  Macbeth. 
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There  was  also  a  secretary  to  the  commission,  the 
principal  duty  of  this  secretary  being  to  take  a 
full  shorthand  note  of  all  the  evidence  brought 
before  the  commission,  in  order  that  the  Govern- 
ment might  be  presented  with  a  report,  which 
afterwards  could  be  turned  into  a  Blue  Book.  The 
commission  began  its  inquiry  in  Dublin,  and  then 
journeyed  down  southwards  as  far  as  Cork,  stopping 
at  all  the  towns  and  important  villages  along  its 
line  of  movement,  and  holding  an  inquiry  as  to  the 
demands  and  qualifications  of  each  locality. 

When  the  commission  held  its  inquiry  in  Cork, 
it  became  my  work  to  make  a  note  of  each  day's 
proceedings  for  publication  in  the  Examiner,  and 
these  reports  apparently  met  with  the  approval  of 
the  commissioners.  It  so  happened  that  for  some 
reason  or  other  the  secretary  to  the  commission 
was  not  able  to  continue  his  functions  any  longer, 
and  had  to  give  up  the  appointment.  Thereupon 
Captain  Robinson  offered  the  place  to  me ;  and 
Maguire,  who  thought  it  would  be  for  my  advantage 
to  accept  the  offer,  recommended  me  with  his  usual 
considerate  kindness  to  undertake  the  duties,  pro- 
mising me  that  when  the  work  of  the  commission 
was  done  I  should  find  my  former  place  on  the 
staff  of  the  Examiner  still  open  to  me  if  I  should 
feel  it  necessary  to  return  to  my  old  work.  The 
pay  offered  by  the  commission  seemed  to  me  very 
tempting  at  that  time — I  was  actually  to  have  one 
guinea  a  day  and  my  travelling  expenses.  I  was 
much  taken  also  by  the  prospect  of  making  thus  a 
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survey  of  the  greater  part  of  Ireland,  and  having 
a  prolonged  stay  in  Dublin  for  the  completion  of 
the  report  when  the  travelling  and  the  holding  of 
inquiries  should  have  come  to  an  end.  I  therefore 
gladly  accepted  the  offer,  and  thus  for  the  first, 
and  I  may  safely  presume  for  the  only,  time  in  my 
life  I  came  to  hold  an  appointment  under  Govern- 
ment. So  I  joined  the  commissioners  at  Dungarvan, 
in  the  county  of  Waterford,  and  entered  there 
upon  my  official  duties.  We  visited  every  town 
and  every  considerable  village  in  Ireland  which 
the  commissioners  had  not  previously  explored,  and 
our  duties  occupied  us  for  several  months. 

There  would  have  been  under  ordinary  con- 
ditions a  certain  monotony  in  the  occupation  on 
which  I  had  entered.  The  commission  held  an 
inquiry  every  week  day;  in  the  smaller  places  the 
inquiry  was  easily  finished  in  one  day,  but  in  the 
towns  it  often  lasted  for  a  longer  time,  as  a 
large  number  of  locally  influential  personages  were 
anxious  to  be  allowed  an  opportunity  of  expressing 
their  views  on  the  subjects  under  inquiry.  When 
the  holding  of  each  day's  inquiry  was  done,  we 
either  travelled  on  to  the  place  which  came  next 
on  the  list,  or  we  spent  the  evening  in  the  local 
hotel,  and  I  need  hardly  say  that  the  accommoda- 
tion in  the  villages  and  in  the  smaller  towns  was 
not  always  of  a  very  luxurious  order.  But  the 
travelling  and  the  sojourn  at  the  hotels,  which 
must  have  been  dreary  work  under  other  conditions, 
was  made  positively  delightful  by  the  good  spirits, 
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the  kindliness,  and  the  entertaining  powers  of  the 
chief  commissioner.  Hercules  Robinson  was  one  of 
the  most  variously  accomplished,  humorous,  and 
interesting  men  it  has  ever  been  my  good  fortune 
to  know.  Although  he  had  not  up  to  that  time 
gone  through  any  of  the  strange  experiences  which 
came  to  his  lot  during  the  long  years  of  his  office 
of  a  Colonial  Governor,  he  had  made  the  best  use 
of  his  observation  and  his  reading  thus  far,  and  he 
could  illumine  the  dullest  place  or  subject  by  his 
comments  and  his  inexhaustible  humour.  He  was 
a  capital  story-teller,  had  a  keen  eye  for  the  comic 
element  in  everything,  and  was  endowed  with  a 
power  of  mimicry  which  I  have  often  thought 
would  have  won  for  him  an  amazing  popularity 
if  fate  had  destined  him  to  be  an  actor  in  comedy 
and  not  a  ruler  of  some  of  Queen  Victoria's  far- 
divided  Colonial  possessions.  We  always  dined 
together  when  the  local  authorities  did  not  insist 
on  offering  their  formal  hospitality  to  the  com- 
missioners, and  when  our  official  work  for  the 
evening  was  done  we  usually  sat  up  to  a  late  hour, 
and  Captain  Robinson  read  to  us  some  passages 
from  one  of  his  favourite  authors.  He  was  an 
admirable  reader,  had  a  fine  voice,  and  could  make 
every  character  in  the  novels  from  which  he  read 
to  us  seem  alive  by  his  power  of  characteristic 
expression.  I  may  perhaps  be  allowed  to  quote 
from  my  published  "  Reminiscences  "  some  instances 
which  I  described  there  of  Robinson's  humorous 
ways. 
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"  The  commissioners  had  to  receive  deputations 
from    the    municipal   authorities   in   many   of  the 
towns  through  which  we  passed.     Each  deputation 
came  in  due  form,  headed  by  the  Mayor  or  some 
other     representative     of    the    local    community. 
Captain  Robinson   received  each  deputation  with 
a    bland    and   deferential    grace    which   was   quite 
touching  to  behold.     He  listened  with  an  air  of 
gravity  and  attention  to  all  representations  which 
the  visitors  desired  to  make ;    he  encouraged  and 
even   invited  further   expressions  of  opinion,  and 
drew  out  some  hitherto  silent  member  by  appealing 
to  him  for  an  exposition  of  his  own  personal  views. 
When  all  that  the  deputations  desired  to  say  had 
been   said,    Captain  Robinson,  in  a  few    sentences 
of  eloquent  gravity,  assured  his  visitors  that  the 
commissioners    had    taken    due    account    of    their 
representations,  and  that  the   Government  should 
be    made    fully   acquainted   with    the    wants    and 
wishes  of  so   important  a  locality,   and    that    the 
commissioners  would  not  fail  to  impress  upon  Her 
Majesty's    Ministers   the   necessity   of   giving    the 
promptest  attention  to  the   representations  which 
the  commissioners  intended  to  present  in  the  form 
of  a  report.     But  then  when  the  doors  were  closed, 
the  chief  commissioner  at  once  proceeded  to  favour 
his  colleague  and  his  secretary  with  an  extempor- 
aneous imitation  of  the  voice,  accent,  the  gestures, 
and  the  eloquent  style  of  this,  that,  and  the  other 
member  of  the  deputation.     Never  since  those  days 
have   I  formed  one  of  a  group   waiting    on    some 
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great  public  personage,  who  listened  to  us  gravely 
and  attentively  and  bowed  us  out  courteously, 
without  feeling  an  uneasy  suspicion  that  the 
moment  our  backs  were  turned  the  great  personage 
went  to  work  to  amuse  some  colleagues  with  a  droll 
imitation  of  our  speeches  and  our  manners.  I  have 
thus  often  been  led  to  think  of  Captain  Robinson 
in  the  Treasury  Buildings,  or  Westminster  Palace, 
or  the  offices  of  the  Board  of  Trade  while  a  score 
of  years  and  thousands  of  miles  lay  between  him 
and  me." 

One  other  citation  I  am  bound  to  make  in 
order  that  the  reader  may  fully  appreciate  the 
more  serious  side  of  Robinson's  nature,  and  his 
full  capacity  for  the  practical  work  which  he  had 
to  do. 

"  But  I  must  do  justice  to  Bobinson.  When 
the  mimicry  of  the  departed  deputation  was  over, 
Bobinson  always  set  himself  down  with  earnestness 
and  patience  to  examine  into  the  nature  of  every 
complaint  that  had  been  made,  every  grievance 
that  had  been  described,  every  mode  of  remedy 
that  had  been  suggested.  Even  at  this  time  I 
could  see  that  he  had  the  inborn  gift  of  adminis- 
tration ;  not  a  word  said  by  any  member  of  any 
deputation  was  lost  upon  him,  or  failed  to  receive 
the  most  careful  consideration  from  him,  even 
though  he  did  make  fun  of  some  of  the  delegates 
when  their  backs  were  turned  for  the  amusement 
of  his  travelling  companions." 

The  greater  part  of  a  lifetime  had  passed  away 
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when  I  next  met  Sir  Hercules  Robinson,  soon  after 
to  be  Lord  Rosmead,  and  soon  after  that  to  close 
his  brilliant  career. 

After  the  work  of  the  Markets  Commission  had 
been  done,  I  returned  to  Cork  and  took  up  my 
position  once  again  as  a  reporter  for  the  Examiner. 
But  my  resolve  to  seek  for  some  wider  sphere  of 
journalism  had  only  grown  stronger  than  before, 
and  when  I  received  an  offer  of  an  engagement 
on  the  staff  of  a  new  Liverpool  paper,  I  felt  myself 
bound  to  accept  it  as  a  stepping-stone  on  my  way 
to  London.  The  journal  from  which  I  received 
this  offer  was  then  about  to  begin  its  career  as 
the  first  daily  paper  published  in  the  English 
provinces.  It  was  called  The  Northern  Daily 
Times,  and  it  began  with  a  gallant  flourish  of 
trumpets.  I  was  at  first  engaged  merely  as  a 
reporter,  but  I  soon  became  its  literary  critic  and 
its  dramatic  critic.  I  began  to  write  some  of  its 
leading  articles,  and  before  it  closed  its  career  I 
was  one  of  its  editorial  staff.  It  was  hard  work 
enough  as  may  easily  be  understood,  all  the  more 
so  because  my  duties  grew  every  day  more  varied 
and  less  distinctly  defined.  I  may  say,  however, 
that  I  felt  very  much  at  home  from  the  first  in 
my  new  sphere  of  work,  and  for  the  good  reason 
that  the  majority  of  my  colleagues  came  from  my 
own  country.  Some  of  the  men  in  the  editorial 
rooms  were  Irish,  some  of  the  reporters  were  Irish, 
and  the  nationality  of  the  head  reporter  will  not 
need   to  be   further  established    when    I  say  that 
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his  name  was  Patrick  Murphy.  One  of  my  asso- 
ciates on  the  reporting  staff,  George  Callaghan, 
had  actually  been  a  colleague  of  mine  on  The  Cork 
Examiner  from  the  first  day  when  I  became  at- 
tached to  that  paper.  He  had  received  from  The 
Northern  Daily  Times  an  offer  like  that  which 
was  made  to  me,  and  he  had  accepted  it,  and  we 
had  travelled  from  Cork  together. 

The  work  was  somewhat  hard  for  the  staff  of 
reporters.  We  had  to  attend  the  police  courts,  the 
county  courts,  the  Town  Council  meetings,  and  the 
meetings  of  the  various  other  public  boards  and 
institutions  in  Liverpool,  and  of  course  we  had  to 
be  on  the  look-out  for  accidents  and  events  in  the 
great  line  of  docks  and  on  the  Mersey.  Even 
Sunday  was  not  quite  a  day  of  rest,  for  we  had 
always  then  to  visit  the  local  infirmaries  to  ascer- 
tain whether  any  new  casualties  called  for  descrip- 
tion in  Monday's  paper.  Saturday  was  our  nearest 
approach  to  a  holiday,  and  some  of  us  were  very 
fond  of  devoting  a  great  part  of  that  day  to  a 
long  ramble  into  the  country.  One  favourite  ex- 
pedition with  a  few  of  us  was  to  cross  the  Mersey 
in  one  of  the  river  steamers  to  the  farthest  acces- 
sible point  on  the  Cheshire  side,  and  from  that 
point  to  walk  for  some  thirteen  delightful  miles 
of  country  road  into  the  ancient  and  most  pic- 
turesque city  of  Chester.  I  think  it  was  Matthew 
Arnold  who  said  that  Oxford  was  the  only  place 
which  could  be  seen  after  Venice  without  a  sen- 
sation of  anti-climax.     I  should  be  rather  inclined 
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to  give  that  position  to  Chester.  I  have  not  seen 
Chester  for  many  years,  but  it  must  ever  be  to 
me  like  a  dream  city,  or  like  a  material  creation 
of  poetry  and  romance. 

My  literary  work,  if  I  may  call  it  by  so  fine 
a  name,  was  the  part  of  my  duties  which  I  most 
enjoyed.  I  wrote  reviews  of  books,  I  was  the 
recognised  dramatic  critic  for  the  paper,  and  I 
was  entrusted  with  the  task  of  describing  the 
local  exhibitions  of  the  painter's  and  the  sculptor's 
art.  Liverpool  prided  itself  much  on  its  artistic 
appreciation,  and  its  leading  citizens  proudly  in- 
sisted that  it  had  ever  been  the  first  among  British 
cities  to  recognise  and  welcome  some  rising  figure 
or  new  development  in  the  artistic  world.  Liver- 
pool had  a  local  academy  of  pictures  which  always 
made  a  goodly  show  in  the  season,  and  where  I 
can  confidently  assert  some  really  great  painters 
were  welcomed  before  they  had  yet  won  recog- 
nition in  London.  I  found  much  pleasure  in  doing 
the  work  of  theatrical  critic,  and  the  privilege  of 
free  admission  to  drama  and  to  opera  was  some- 
thing of  which  to  feel  proud.  My  ambition  began 
to  take  more  and  more  a  distinct  literary  form, 
and  in  my  visions  of  the  future  I  already  began 
to  see  a  place  among  authors  and  no  longer  among 
reporters.  There  were  some  good  literary  societies 
in  Liverpool,  although  the  general  tone  of  Liver- 
pool's busy  citizens  was  not  very  literary  or  artistic. 
There  was  a  Catholic  Institute  at  which  young 
men  of  my  own  creed  had  opportunities  of  listening 
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to  addresses  from  eminent  men,  and  even  of  deliver- 
ing lectures  themselves  if  they  felt  courage  and 
qualification  for  such  a  task.  James  Martineau, 
the  famous  Unitarian  preacher  and  teacher,  was 
a  ruling  spirit  among  those  of  his  own  faith  in 
Liverpool,  and  there  was  a  literary  institution 
guided  much  by  his  inspiration  to  which  men  of 
all  faiths  were  welcomed  as  members.  I  soon 
found  myself  one  of  a  considerable  circle  of  young 
men  deeply  interested  in  books,  and  we  used  to 
hold  meetings  for  the  discussion  of  various  subjects 
and  for  the  reading  of  essays. 

I  may  mention  that  it  was  in  Liverpool  John 
Henry  Newman,  afterwards  Cardinal  Newman, 
delivered  his  famous  lectures  on  the  dominion  of 
the  Turks  in  Europe.  This  was  just  before  the 
outbreak  of  the  Crimean  War,  and  the  main  purpose 
of  the  lectures  was  to  maintain  that  the  Ottoman 
Power  had  established  no  claim  whatever  to  be 
accepted  by  Europe  as  a  civilised  and  civilising 
Government.  Newman  declared  emphatically — and 
this  was  indeed  the  moral  of  his  discourses — that  the 
Turk  had  no  more  right  to  any  part  of  European 
soil  than  the  pirate  had  to  the  seas  which  he 
ravaged.  I  heard  these  lectures,  and  reported  them 
for  The  Northern  Daily  Times.  The  vast  majority 
of  Englishmen  just  then  were  enthusiastic  for  any 
policy  directed  against  Russia,  and  were  eager  for  an 
alliance  with  Louis  Napoleon,  and  so  the  warnings 
of  Newman  were  but  little  heeded.  Every  year 
which  has  passed  since  the  Crimean  War  has  done 
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something  to  justify  Newman's  teaching,  and  at  the 
period  we  have  now  reached  the  English  mind  is 
becoming  more  and  more  convinced  that  there  can- 
not possibly  be  peace  or  prosperity  in  the  south-east 
of  Europe  while  the  Ottoman  Power  is  still  per- 
mitted to  hold  in  servitude  European  and  Christian 
populations. 

One  of  the  leading  public  men  in  Liverpool  at 
this  time  was  Robertson  Gladstone,  the  elder,  but 
not  the  eldest,  brother  of  William  Ewart  Gladstone. 
Robertson  Gladstone  was  one  of  the  tallest  men  I 
have  ever  seen  outside  a  show  of  giants.  He  was 
much  taller  than  Thackeray ;  he  was  taller  than 
Samuel  Whitbread  or  Cecil  Raikes,  who  for  a  long 
time  disputed  the  dignity  of  being  the  tallest 
member  of  the  House  of  Commons.  I  have  heard 
Robertson  Gladstone  say  that  he  always  felt  un- 
easy and  uncomfortable  while  walking  in  the  London 
streets — groups  of  people  as  he  passed  would  come 
to  a  halt  and  stare  wonderingly  after  him.  In  his 
own  Liverpool,  he  said,  everybody  knew  him,  and 
nobody  made  any  demonstration  of  surprise  at  his 
appearance.  He  was  a  leading  man  in  politics  and 
in  local  affairs,  and  although  he  had  not  his  brother's 
magnificent  gift  of  eloquence,  he  was  a  very  im- 
pressive speaker,  and  never  uttered  a  commonplace. 
He  was  a  master  of  finance,  and  I  have  often  heard, 
on  very  good  authority,  that  his  brother,  when 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  used  always  to  consult 
him  and  to  have  his  assistance  in  the  preparation 
of  the  Budget  and  the  careful  working  out  of  its 
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financial  schemes.  Robertson  Gladstone,  like  his 
brother,  had  begun  life  as  a  Tory,  but  he  had 
become  converted  to  Liberal  doctrines,  and  before 
long  he  went  far  ahead  of  William  Ewart  Gladstone 
in  the  extreme  Radicalism  of  his  opinions.  There 
was  a  certain  amount  of  eccentricity  about  him 
which  made  him  the  subject  of  occasional  ridicule 
among  his  political  opponents,  but  Robertson  Glad- 
stone was  so  intensely  in  earnest  in  the  maintenance 
of  his  own  views,  that  he  never  seemed  to  take  the 
slightest  notice  of  any  efforts  made  to  turn  him  and 
them  into  subjects  for  jest  and  laughter.  He  was 
himself  by  no  means  devoid  of  the  quality  of 
humour  ;  but  while  he  was  concerned  in  advocating 
a  cause,  he  troubled  himself  little  about  anything 
but  its  advocacy,  and  paid  no  attention  to  anything 
personal  which  his  opponents  might  choose  to  say 
about  him. 

A  yet  more  remarkable  and  much  more  pic- 
turesque figure  which  I  remember  to  have  seen  often 
in  the  streets  of  Liverpool  was  that  of  Nathaniel 
Hawthorne,  the  great  American  novelist,  who  held 
for  some  years  the  position  of  United  States  Consul  in 
the  great  seaport  town  of  the  Mersey.  Hawthorne 
was  one  of  the  handsomest  men  I  ever  saw.  His 
noble  features,  his  eyes,  now  flashing  with  sudden 
light,  now  dreamily  meditative,  must  have  impressed 
even  the  least  artistic  of  observers.  I  can  well  re- 
member that  the  first  time  that  I  passed  him  in  a 
Liverpool  street  I  became  vividly  impressed  by  his 
appearance,  and  eager  to  know  who  he  might  be, 
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not  having  at  the  time  the  least  suspicion  that  he 
was  the  author  of  "The  Scarlet  Letter,"  "The 
Blithedale  Romance,"  and  other  books  equally  dear 
to  me.  I  used  to  see  Hawthorne  often  after  that 
first  day,  and  when  I  had  come  to  know  who  he 
was.  Only  once,  I  think,  had  I  any  opportunity  of 
entering  into  conversation  with  him,  and  that  was 
on  the  occasion  of  the  launch  of  a  ship  in  the  Mer- 
sey, when  the  American  Consul  was  not  likely  to 
have  much  chance  of  conversing  with  so  inconsider- 
able a  person  as  myself.  Hawthorne  was  one  of 
the  shyest  of  men,  and  I  often  wondered  at  the  time 
how  he  ever  contrived  to  get  on  in  such  a  position 
as  that  of  American  Consul  in  Liverpool,  where 
he  was  certain  to  be  besieged  all  day  by  crowds  of 
his  own  travelling  countrymen  and  by  commercial 
Englishmen  and  shippers  eager  to  transact  business 
with  him.  I  remember  that  in  those  far-off  days 
he  used  to  wear,  when  the  weather  was  cold,  a 
heavy  plaid  shawl  wrapped  around  his  shoulders 
and  breast,  a  garment  common  enough  among  men 
of  that  time,  but  now  as  unlikely  to  be  seen  on 
Liverpool  streets  as  the  crimson  cloak  of  a  mediseval 
cavalier.  He  often  had  a  little  boy  with  him  in 
his  walks,  a  little  boy  whom  I  afterwards  came  to 
know  well  when  he  had  grown  to  be  the  dis- 
tinguished author  Julian  Hawthorne.  Among  my 
recollections  of  Liverpool,  there  are  no  memories 
more  picturesque  than  those  which  I  associate  with 
Nathaniel  Hawthorne  and  his  son. 

Meanwhile  I  had  been  venturing  on  bold  enter- 
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prises  in  the  paths  of  literature.     On  the  suggestion 
of  some  of  my   friends  and   encouraged   by  their 
support,  I  had  actually  undertaken  the  delivery  of 
a  series  of  lectures  in   the   public  hall  of  a  local 
educational  institution.     My  first  lecture  displayed, 
most  assuredly,  courage,  not  to  say  audacity,  for  it 
had  as   its   subject   the  works   of  Goethe.     I  look 
back  with  a  certain  qualified  admiration  and  almost 
unqualified  wonder  on  my  venture  on  such  an  under- 
taking.    I  had   been  a  great    reader  of  Goethe's 
dramas,  novels,  and  poems,  and  I  flattered  myself 
that  I  was  able  to  appreciate  them.     So  with  the 
reckless  self-confidence  of  a  young  man  I  delivered 
my  lecture ;    and,   at  all  events,  I  did  not  break 
down  in  its  delivery.     I  think  I  had  one  advantage 
in    this    my   first    appearance    before   a    Liverpool 
audience.      I   gave   my  address  extemporaneously 
and  without  the  assistance  of  any  notes  whatever. 
In  truth,  I  never  had  the  art  of  preparing  carefully 
a   lecture  or  speech — I  could  only  think  over  the 
subject,  and  then  allow  the  words  to  take  care  of 
themselves  when  I  rose  in  front  of  my  audience  and 
began  to  speak.     If  I  were  to  write  out  carefully 
the  whole  of  an  address  I  should  not  be  able  to 
commit  it  to  memory,  and  my  short-sight  prevents 
me  from  making  ready  use  of  written  notes.     There- 
fore it  was  my  way  throughout  the  whole  of  my 
public  career  to  think  out  my  subject  as  well  as  I 
could  beforehand,  and  to  trust  to  the  moment  of 
speaking  for  the  form  of  words  my  thoughts  were 
to  adopt.     I  can  quite  believe  that  this  is  not  the 
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way  in  which  really  great  lectures  and  speeches  are 
made ;  but  then  I  did  not  fancy  myself  capable 
under  any  conditions  of  delivering  a  really  great 
lecture  or  speech,  and  so  I  allowed  myself  to  follow 
my  own  way.  I  have  delivered  many  courses  of 
lectures  during  later  years,  have  spoken  from  a 
great  many  public  platforms,  and  have  many  times 
succeeded  in  catching  the  eye  of  Mr.  Speaker  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  but  I  have  always  trusted  to 
the  inspiration  of  the  moment  for  the  words  which 
were  to  embody  my  convictions  and  my  arguments. 
This  was,  I  think,  the  one  advantage  I  had  in  these 
my  first  attempts  at  lecturing.  The  audience  un- 
derstood that  it  was  being  talked  to,  and  not  treated 
to  an  elaborate  display  going  over  its  head.  Thus 
an  active  sympathy  was  created  from  the  first  be- 
tween the  lecturer  and  his  listeners.  I  gave  lectures 
on  Schiller  and  Jean  Paul  Eichter,  and  afterwards 
I  condescended  so  far  as  to  give  discourses  con- 
cerning plays  of  Massinger  and  Webster  and  Dekker 
— mere  English  authors  whom  any  Briton  could 
read  for  himself — and  even  on  the  novels  of  Fielding 
and  of  Smollett. 

In  the  meantime  some  Liverpool  friends  of  mine 
had  actually  ventured  to  start  a  Liverpool  comic 
weekly  paper  in  a  sort  of  far-off  and  modest  rivalry 
with  Punch,  or,  to  do  them  justice,  I  should  rather 
say  in  modest  imitation  of  Punch;  for  although 
young  writers,  they  were  much  too  reasonable  to 
fancy  that  they  could  approach  to  anything  like 
the  wit  and  humour  of  the  great  London  "Charivari." 


FROM    LEE    TO    MERSEY  111 

The  new  paper  was  called  The  Porcupine,  and  it  set 
up  its  quills  with  some  vigour  of  aggressiveness.  To 
The  Porcupine  I  became  a  regular  contributor,  in 
verse  as  well  as  in  prose,  and  I  continued  to  write 
for  it  after  I  had  left  Liverpool.  Another  literary 
opportunity  opened  upon  me.  There  was  then  a 
review  called  the  Loudon  Quarterly,  which  had 
a  considerable  circulation  chiefly  among  the  Dis- 
senting" denominations,  and  its  editor  was  in  the 
habit  of  paying  visits  every  now  and  then  to  Liver- 
pool. Through  the  kindness  of  some  friends  I  was 
brought  into  acquaintanceship  with  him,  and  re- 
ceived an  invitation  to  contribute  to  his  review. 
He  even  suggested  a  subject  for  my  first  attempt, 
and  I  readily  undertook  the  enterprise.  The  article 
when  finished  was  fortunate  enough  to  please  this 
not  too  exacting  editor,  and  the  reader  may  imagine, 
if  he  can,  what  my  feelings  of  wonder  and  gratifica- 
tion were  when,  shortly  after  its  publication,  I  re- 
ceived a  cheque  for  nine  guineas,  with  an  invitation 
to  send  in  further  contributions.  My  salary  as  a 
reporter  was  at  that  time  just  two  guineas  a  week, 
with  a  moderate  extra  allowance  for  my  work  as  a 
reviewer  and  dramatic  critic,  and  to  receive  nine 
guineas  all  in  a  lump  for  one  literary  article  cover- 
ing but  a  few  pages  of  the  London  Quarterly  seemed 
to  me  an  event  foreshadowing  a  way  to  approaching 
fortune.  The  articles  in  the  London  Quarterly  were 
of  course,  like  all  the  other  contemporary  reviews, 
published  anonymously,  but  the  mere  fact  that  an 
article  of  mine  had  been  thought  worthy  of  publics.- 
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tion  and  payment  by  a  London  periodical  seemed  to 
me  a  bright  omen  for  my  literary  future.  I  con- 
tinued to  write  for  the  London  Quarterly,  and  it  so 
happened  that  the  very  last  year  of  my  residence 
in  Liverpool  was  the  occasion  of  a  centenary  cele- 
bration in  honour  of  the  birth  of  Schiller.  I  wrote 
an  article  on  Schiller  and  his  centenary  celebration 
for  the  London  Quarterly,  and  to  my  utter  astonish- 
ment and  delight  it  attracted  the  attention  of  the 
German  committee  who  had  organised  the  cere- 
monial. The  committee  found  out,  through  the 
kindness,  I  suppose,  of  the  London  Quarterly's 
editor,  who  the  writer  of  the  article  was,  and 
I  received  from  them  an  exquisite  medallion  of 
Schiller's  head  in  clay,  which  had  been  modelled 
for  distribution  in  honour  of  the  occasion.  Never 
before  had  I  felt  so  proud  of  any  piece  of  good 
fortune.  Through  all  the  long  years  which  have 
passed  between  that  time  and  the  present  that 
medallion  has  ever  been  with  me,  and  it  is  an 
ornament  of  my  study  as  I  settle  down  to  my 
daily  work.  My  eyes  turn  to  it  with  a  loving 
sentiment  at  the  present  moment. 

The  progress  I  had  made  in  literature,  such 
as  it  was,  began  to  fill  me  with  an  ever-increasing 
wish  to  try  my  chances  in  London.  My  father 
and  mother  had  been  with  me  for  some  time  in 
Liverpool,  and  an  event  had  taken  place  which  I 
have  already  anticipated  in  these  pages.  During 
my  first  brief  visit  to  Liverpool  I  had  fallen  in 
love,  and  before  I  had  long  settled  down  in  the 
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city  of  the  Mersey  the  love  had  been  crowned  by 
marriage.  It  was  a  romantic  marriage  in  every 
sense,  for  it  had  neither  money  nor  clear  prospects 
to  justify  it,  and  according  to  all  the  regular,  prosaic 
calculations  it  ought  to  have  ended  in  disaster. 
It  did  not  so  end  however,  for  it  was  happy  and 
prosperous  in  every  true  sense,  and  I  had  four-and- 
twenty  years  of  the  closest  and  dearest  companion- 
ship, a  companionship  which  was  only  interrupted 
by  the  death  of  my  wife.  I  have  not  given  my 
readers  much  of  my  family  affairs,  and  the  story  of 
my  love  and  marriage  is  told  in  these  few  lines. 

During  my  work  in  Liverpool  I  first  came  to 
appreciate  the  genius,  the  purposes,  and  the  elo- 
quence of  Richard  Cobden  and  John  Bright.  I 
heard  the  two  for  the  first  time  at  a  great  meeting 
in  the  Free  Trade  Hall  of  Manchester,  and  I  shall 
never  forget  the  impression  produced  on  me  by  the 
speeches  they  then  delivered.  Afterwards  I  heard 
them  both  in  other  Lancashire  towns,  at  open-air 
meetings  and  in  public  halls.  During  my  visits 
to  Chester  I  more  than  once  saw  William  Ewart 
Gladstone,  in  the  red  jacket  and  hunting  cap  of 
those  days,  mounted  on  the  horse  which  he  knew 
so  well  how  to  ride,  going  to  or  returning  from 
some  sporting  expedition  in  that  region.  Gladstone 
was  a  splendid  rider,  and  was  declared  by  Rarey, 
the  famous  American  horse-tamer  of  that  time,  to 
be  the  finest  horseman  he  had  ever  seen  in  England. 
One  event  of  a  very  different  kind  associated  with 

the  name  and  fame  of  Gladstone  was  a  memorable 
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occurrence  in  my  life.     It  was  while  Gladstone  was 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  and  the  introduction 
of  his  Budget  was   looked   for  with   the   deepest 
interest  in  Liverpool.     The  Northern  Daily  Times 
determined  to  have  a  special  report  of  his  speech 
introducing  the  Budget,  and  I  was  one  of  the  three 
reporters  chosen  to  take  notes  of  the  speech.     This 
may  now  seem  a  task  easy  of  accomplishment  and 
involving  no  particular  difficulty,  but  the  arrange- 
ments of  the   House  of  Commons  were  then  very 
different,  so  far  as  the  newspaper  press  was  con- 
cerned, from  those  prevailing  at  present.     There 
were  no  places  reserved  in  the  Reporters'  Gallery 
for  representatives  of  the  provincial  press,  and  we 
might  as  well  have  expected  to  get  seats  on  the 
green  benches  of  the  House  itself  as  to  find  seats 
in  the  gallery  allotted  to  the  staffs  of  the  London 
daily  papers.     Fortunately  for  our  enterprise,  Mr. 
Cardwell,  afterwards  Lord  Cardwell,  was  then  one 
of  the   members  for    Liverpool,  and   he  was  very 
anxious  to  assist  us  in  our  endeavour  to  convey 
to   his   constituents   a    full    report   of  Gladstone's 
speech  at  the  earliest   possible  opportunity.     Mr. 
Cardwell  prevailed  upon  the  Sergeant-at-Arms  to 
make   some    sort   of  arrangement,  and  we   got   a 
table  set  out  for  us  in  a  corridor  behind  the  last 
row  of  the  Strangers'  Gallery.     Now,  the  seats  in 
the  last  row  or  two  of  the  Strangers'  Gallery  itself 
are  but  ill-adapted  for  the  full  hearing  of  all  that 
goes  on  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  if  the  Chan- 
cellor of  the  Exchequer  had  been  any  other  man 
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than  Mr.  Gladstone  we  should  probably  have  made 
but  a  poor  piece  of  work  of  our  reporting,  placed  as 
we  were  at  the  back  of  the  gallery,  with  a  partition 
of  glass  shutting  us  off  still  more  from  the  sound  of 
the  orator's  words.  Our  nervous  anxiety  and  trepi- 
dation were  raised  to  feverish  height  during  all  the 
opening  part  of  the  evening's  business,  for  we  found 
that  we  could  hardly  hear  a  consecutive  sentence 
of  any  question  asked  or  answer  given  during 
the  preliminaries  of  the  great  debate.  But  when 
Gladstone  rose  to  deliver  his  speech  all  doubt  and 
fear  vanished  from  our  minds.  That  magnificent 
voice,  that  expressive  intonation,  satisfied  us  from 
the  first  sentence  that  not  a  word  of  his  speech  was 
likely  to  be  lost  upon  our  attentive  ears.  We  accom- 
plished our  full  report,  then  wrote  out  our  "  copy," 
and  the  whole  of  the  speech  appeared  next  morning 
in  the  columns  of  The  Northern  Daily  Times.  It 
was  a  great  triumph  for  us  the  three  reporters,  and 
we  felt  very  proud  of  our  achievement,  although  its 
whole  success  was  due  to  the  fact  that  Mr.  Gladstone 
could  make  every  word  of  his  speech  heard  by  us, 
when  most  of  his  predecessors  and  his  successors 
must  have  failed  to  make  a  single  sentence  clearly 
heard  by  note -takers  divided  from  him  by  such 
obstacles  and  by  such  a  distance. 

I  must  bring  to  a  close  the  narrative  of  my 
experience  in  Liverpool.  During  the  year  1859  I 
received  an  offer  of  an  engagement  as  reporter  on 
a  London  newspaper,  The  Morning  Star.  The 
Morning  Star  had  been  at  that  time  little  more 
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than  three  years  in  existence.     It  was  a  journal 
started  to  advocate  the  principles  of  Cobden  and 
Bright,  and  at  the  time  there  was  a  general  feeling 
of  doubt  as  to  the  possibility  of  its  success.     I  was, 
however,  only  too  delighted  to  catch  at  the  oppor- 
tunity thus  afforded  to  me  of  beginning  a  career  in 
London.     My  choice  would  have  been  the  same  in 
any  case,  but  it  was  further  stimulated  by  the  fact 
that   The  Northern   Daily  Times  was  becoming  a 
financial  failure.     I   had  lately  been  acting  as  one 
of  its  editors,  and    I  can  only  hope    that  no    ill- 
natured    reader    will    see   in    this   fact    a    further 
explanation  of  the  journal's  want  of  success.     How- 
ever that  may  be,  it  was   quite  certain  that  the 
paper  must  soon  cease  to  be  published,  and  my  only 
choice  was  between  trying  to  obtain  an  engagement 
on  some    other   Liverpool  paper,  or  accepting  the 
offer  made  to  me  by  the  conductors  of  The  Morning 
Star.       I    may  say  that    I    had  made  a    previous 
attempt  to  secure  an  engagement  in  London  at  the 
suggestion    of    the    celebrated    authoress    Harriet 
Martineau.       Miss  Martineau  was   then   living   in 
the  Lake  country,  and  she  had  chanced  to  read 
an  article  of  mine  in  a  London    magazine,  which 
she  was  kind  enough  to  think  showed  some  qualifi- 
cation for  better  work  than  that  of  a  reporter  on  a 
Liverpool  newspaper.     She  had  a  brother-in-law,  a 
distinguished  physician,  then  settled  in  Liverpool, 
with  whom  I  was  well  acquainted,  and  she  wrote 
to  him  offering  to  give  me  an  introduction  to  the 
editor  of  The  Daily  News,  the  London  journal  to 
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which  she  was  then  a  regular  contributor.  My 
pride  and  delight  may  easily  be  imagined  when  I 
received  this  kindly  notice  from  so  distinguished  a 
woman  as  Harriet  Martineau.  I  hurried  up  to 
London  and  presented  my  literary  introduction, 
but  I  came  at  an  unlucky  time,  as  the  parlia- 
mentary session  had  begun,  and  the  arrangements 
for  the  reporting  staff  of  The  Daily  News  were 
already  made.  I  went  back  to  Liverpool  dis- 
appointed indeed  but  by  no  means  downcast,  for 
the  approval  of  Harriet  Martineau  was  enough  to 
give  me  full  assurance  that  I  might  have  some 
hopes  of  making  my  way  into  London  journalism. 
I  never  saw  Harriet  Martineau,  but  I  always 
regarded  her  kindly  interest  in  me  as  the  first 
assuring  warrant  I  had  ever  received  for  my 
literary  ambition.  To  get  some  place  on  a  London 
journal  was  the  first  step,  and  I  fondly  hoped  that 
the  rest  might  come  in  time.  I  accepted,  therefore, 
with  a  gladsome  heart  the  engagement  on  The 
Morning  Star,  and  in  the  early  days  of  1860  I 
became  a  resident  of  London. 


CHAPTER   VIII 


"the  morning  star" 


The  Morning  Star  was  fighting  a  difficult  battle 
at  the  time  when  I  became  attached  to  its  report- 
ing staff.  It  was  advocating  extreme  Radical 
doctrines,  was  opposed  to  all  wars  except  such 
as  were  purely  defensive,  condemned  the  policy 
of  annexation  and  mere  conquest,  went  in  for  the 
removal  of  all  religious  disabilities,  and  stood  up 
for  the  equal  rights  of  all  citizens.  It  was  never 
what  its  many  opponents  insisted  on  calling  it,  the 
"  peace-at-any-price "  organ  ;  and  although  it  was 
constantly  accused  of  endeavouring  to  Americanise 
British  institutions,  it  only  carried  its  Americanis- 
ing principles  so  far  as  to  declare  that  every  man 
not  disqualified  by  crime  was  entitled  to  a  free 
vote  in  the  election  of  his  parliamentary  repre- 
sentative, and  that  the  State  ought  to  provide  the 
means  for  giving  education  to  the  poorest  of  its 
citizens.  The  paper  was  not  carried  on  as  a 
financial  speculation,  but  solely  for  the  purpose  of 
diffusing  its  own  political  and  economical  doctrines, 
and  so  long  as  it  was  able  to  pay  its  way  its  lead- 
ing proprietors  would  have  been  well  content  to 
carry  it  on  without  any  prospect  of  gain.  It  was 
the  organ  of  the  party  led  by  Cobden  and  Bright. 
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Cobden  was  not  a  shareholder  in  The  Morning  Star, 
and  Bright  only  held  some  shares  in  the  paper 
as  the  representative  of  a  near  relation.  In  that 
capacity  Bright  had  a  seat  on  the  board  of  manage- 
ment, and  was  a  frequent  visitor  to  the  editorial 
offices,  where  he  helped  to  guide,  by  his  personal 
advice  and  inspiration,  the  policy  of  the  journal. 
When  I  joined  The  Morning  Star  its  editor  was  the 
late  Samuel  Lucas,  a  brother-in-law  of  John  Bright, 
and  its  business  manager  was  Alfred  Hutchinson 
Dymond,  who  afterwards  won  a  distinguished  posi- 
tion in  the  Canadian  Parliament,  and  finally  be- 
came the  head  of  a  great  state  institution  in 
Brantford,  Canada,  for  the  education  of  the  deaf 
and  dumb.  I  only  remained  in  the  Reporters' 
Gallery  for  one  session,  and  I  was  then  offered, 
greatly  to  my  satisfaction,  the  place  of  foreign 
editor — the  editor  of  that  part  of  the  journal  which 
had  to  deal  with  news  from  abroad.  I  had  picked 
up  some  literary  acquaintance  with  French,  Ger- 
man, Italian,  and  Spanish — in  other  words,  although 
I  did  not  profess  to  speak  even  French  and  German 
with  colloquial  facility,  I  could  read  and  translate 
from  the  languages  I  have  mentioned  with  accuracy 
and  ease. 

In  the  meantime  I  had  received  very  remark- 
able and  wholly  unexpected  encouragement  from 
a  great  Englishman  whom  up  to  that  time  I  had 
never  seen,  John  Stuart  Mill.  It  came  to  pass 
in  this  way.  While  I  was  still  a  reporter  in  the 
gallery,  I  wrote  an  article  of  considerable  length 
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on  "  Voltaire's  Romances  and  their  Moral,"  in 
which  I  expressed  my  own  views  on  the  subject, 
and  I  sent  the  article  to  The  Westminster  Review, 
which  at  that  time  was  exercising  a  considerable 
influence  among  those  whom  I  may  describe  as 
advanced  thinkers  in  England  and  abroad.  I  sent 
my  article  to  Jlie  Westminster  Review,  and  I  did 
not  know  at  the  time  even  the  name  of  the  editor, 
Dr.  John  Chapman,  who  afterwards  became  a  per- 
sonal friend  of  mine.  To  my  great  delight,  and 
almost  equal  surprise,  the  article  was  at  once  ac- 
cepted by  the  editor,  and  was  published  in  the 
next  number  of  the  Review.  I  thought  it  a  wonder- 
ful stroke  of  success  that  my  very  first  contribution 
should  be  thus  welcomed  and  promptly  given  to 
the  public.  But  my  feelings  cannot  easily  be  told 
when,  shortly  after  the  publication  of  the  number, 
I  received  a  letter  from  the  editor  telling  me  that 
John  Stuart  Mill  had  written  to  him  expressing 
his  entire  approval  of  my  article,  and  adding  a 
wish  to  know  the  name  of  its  author.  Mill  had 
at  one  time  been  the  editor  of  The  Westminster 
Revieiv,  and  he  still  took  a  deep  interest  in  its 
work  and  progress.  No  word  of  encouragement 
and  praise  could  possibly  have  been  more  welcome 
to  me  than  the  words  which  came  from  John 
Stuart  Mill,  and  I  began  to  believe  that  the  world 
of  literature  was  opening  up  for  me.  But  that 
was  not  all.  Dr.  Chapman  invited  me  to  write 
an  article  on  Buckle's  work,  "  The  History  of 
Civilisation  in    England."     I  attempted   the   task, 
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not  without  much  doubt  and  misgiving,  greatly 
as  my  vanity  of  authorship  had  been  stimulated 
by  Mill's  kindly  words.  Soon  after  the  appearance 
of  the  article  in  print  I  received  another  letter 
from  Dr.  Chapman,  telling  me  that  "  Mill  has 
again  given  you  the  garland "  —  in  other  words, 
that  Mill  had  once  again  gone  out  of  his  way  to 
express  his  approval  of  my  contribution.  My  good 
fortune  with  these  articles  won  for  me  the  personal 
acquaintanceship  of  Mill,  who  lived  so  retired  a 
life  that  he  seldom  came  in  the  way  of  making 
new  acquaintances.  I  received  from  him  much 
kindness  and  encouragement,  and  had  the  honour 
of  being  admitted  to  the  circle  of  his  friends. 

My  association  with  the  editorial  department 
of  The  Morning  Star  brought  me  into  close  and 
frequent  intercourse  with  John  Bright,  and  I  think 
I  may  say  that  during  the  remainder  of  his  life 
I  always  had  the  honour  of  his  friendship.  Richard 
Cobden  also  I  came  to  know,  and  used  to  meet 
often.  The  Morning  Star  went  in  very  much  for 
literary  work  of  all  kinds,  and  had  on  its  staff 
some  men  who  were  already  distinguished  in  the 
literature  of  the  time.  We  used  to  have  as  a 
regular  institution  an  afternoon  tea  at  five  o'clock 
every  day  in  the  editorial  rooms  of  the  Star,  and 
there  we  talked  over  and  arranged  the  contents 
of  the  next  morning's  issue,  and  assigned  to  each 
writer  the  work  which  seemed  best  suited  to  him. 
During  those  early  days  I  obtained  my  first  and 
only  opportunity  of  undertaking  the  work  of  special 
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correspondent  in  a  foreign  country.  This  was  at 
the  coronation  of  William  L,  King  of  Prussia,  that 
Prussian  king  who  was  afterwards  proclaimed 
German  Emperor  at  Versailles.  The  coronation 
of  the  new  king  took  place  at  Konigsberg,  and 
for  many  reasons  it  was  regarded  as  an  event  of 
great  importance  in  the  political  affairs  of  Europe. 
The  editor  of  The  Morning  Star  asked  me  to  be- 
come its  special  correspondent  and  describe  the 
ceremonials  in  East  Prussia,  and  I  accepted  the 
offer  with  much  delight.  I  had  never  before  visited 
any  part  of  the  Continent,  and  I  felt  an  especial 
interest  in  Germany  and  the  German  people,  chiefly, 
no  doubt,  because  of  my  love  for  German  literature. 
I  felt  very  proud  of  being  chosen  for  such  a 
duty,  and  I  felt  also  highly  gratified  at  the  oppor- 
tunity thus  given  to  me  to  visit  a  foreign  land. 
I  crossed  the  Channel  to  Ostend,  and  there  set 
my  foot  for  the  first  time  on  continental  soil.  I 
had  taken  good  care  to  start  in  such  time  as  to 
afford  me  a  chance  of  seeing  all  I  could  along  the 
way.  I  set  out  armed  with  the  necessary  pass- 
ports, a  very  essential  provision  in  those  days, 
and  also  with  letters  of  introduction  from  Austen 
Henry  Layard,  who  was  then  Under-Secretary 
for  Foreign  Affairs.  I  went  from  Ostend  to 
Cologne,  where  I  spent  two  or  three  days  looking 
on  as  much  of  the  Rhine  as  I  could  see  during 
the  time  at  my  disposal,  and  although  the  Rhine 
is  not  seen  to  its  best  advantage  in  October,  yet 
it  was  the  Rhine,  a  river  hallowed  in  my  mind  by 
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legend  and  history  and  poetry,  one  of  the  sacred 
rivers  of  my  dreams.  Disraeli  in  "Vivian  Gray" 
apostrophises  the  Rhine  as  the  "  river  of  my 
youth,"  and  I  think  it  was  the  river  of  our  youth 
to  all  of  us  who  were  still  under  the  influence  of 
Byron  and  Goethe  and  Heine.  So  I  gazed  upon 
the  Rhine  with  the  eyes  of  a  lover  and  a  wor- 
shipper, and  then  I  made  my  way  on  to  Berlin. 
Here  I  had  to  remain  for  some  days  in  order  to 
obtain  my  necessary  warrants  of  admission  to  the 
ceremonials  at  Konigsberg,  and  I  spent  my  time 
most  happily  in  studying  all  the  places  of  historic 
interest  in  and  near  the  city,  wandering  in  the 
Thiergarten  and  visiting  the  theatres  every  even- 
ing, a  pastime  which  I  must  have  allowed  to  myself 
in  any  case  for  the  mere  pleasure  of  the  thing,  but 
which  I  told  myself  was  now  a  necessary  part  of 
my  duty,  as  it  gave  me  an  opportunity  of  improv- 
ing my  acquaintance  with  the  German  language 
as  spoken.  Then  came  the  long  and  somewhat 
weary  journey  to  far-off  Konigsberg — not  however 
quite  dreary  to  me,  because  I  loved  to  see  the 
country  we  were  passing  through,  and  had  some 
sort  of  mental  association  with  every  town  and 
station  through  which  we  passed.  The  end  came 
at  last,  and  late  one  evening  I  reached  Konigs- 
berg. 

The  town,  as  may  well  be  imagined,  was 
crowded  to  excess  with  official  and  other  visitors 
from  all  parts  of  the  civilised  world,  and  I  had 
the    utmost   difficulty    in    obtaining   a   lodging    of 
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any  kind.  I  found  a  place  in  the  house  of  a 
worthy  citizen,  who  was  making  the  best  possible 
use  of  the  opportunity  to  obtain  good  prices  for 
his  rooms.  At  a  rate  which  might  have  seemed 
extravagant  for  accommodation  in  a  first-class 
hotel  of  Berlin  or  Paris  or  London  I  got  the 
use  of  one  small  room  during  the  whole  of  the 
coronation  and  its  subsequent  festivities,  in  a 
poor  and  out-of-the-way  quarter  of  the  ancient 
town.  As  an  illustration  of  the  immense  demand 
for  lodgings,  I  may  mention  that  the  bedroom  next 
to  mine,  the  only  room  then  left  at  the  disposal 
of  visitors,  was  engaged  soon  after  my  arrival  by 
a  merchant  from  Berlin  with  his  wife  and  his 
sister-in-law,  who  were  only  too  glad  to  get  it 
on  any  terms.  How  the  three  managed  to  bestow 
themselves  in  this  one  small  room  I  never  could 
understand,  but  they  must  have  contrived  to  do 
it  somehow.  I  believe  the  merchant,  who  was  a 
wealthy  man,  had  tried  in  vain  for  other  rooms 
anywhere,  and  was  glad  at  last  to  get  this  one 
enclosure  at  any  price.  I  may  add  that  his  one 
room  opened  out  of  my  one  room,  and  that  he 
and  his  wife  and  his  sister-in-law  had  to  pass 
through  my  apartment  every  time  they  desired  to 
go  abroad  or  to  return  to  their  narrow  abode. 
My  host  was  an  intelligent  man,  belonging,  like 
a  good  many  others  in  Konigsberg,  to  the  Jewish 
faith.  He  made  himself  very  serviceable  to  me 
by  acting  as  my  guide  to  all  the  most  interesting 
parts   of   the    town    and    its    neighbourhood,    and 
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showing  me  with  especial  interest  the  places  as- 
sociated with  the  life  of  Immanuel  Kant.  With 
my  early  German  studies  still  fresh  in  my  memory, 
I  found  the  walks  associated  with  Kant  more 
intensely  attractive  than  any  other  places  belong- 
ing to  the  ancient  historic  city. 

When  I  entered  Konigsberg  I  found  the  whole 
place  alive  with  drumming  and  trumpeting,  with 
discharge  of  cannon,  with  marching  of  troops  and 
processions  of  citizens.  There  were  public  festivities 
incessantly  going  on,  and  through  my  letters  of 
introduction  I  obtained  invitations  to  all  of  these. 
I  was  much  amused  by  the  grandiloquence  of  some 
of  the  invitation  cards  I  received,  in  which  I  found 
myself  set  forth  as  the  "  High  and  Well-born  Justin 
M'Carthy,"  and  so  forth.  I  need  not  enter  into 
any  description  of  the  coronation  ceremonial,  which 
took  place  in  the  picturesque  old  Cathedral  of 
Konigsberg,  further  than  to  mention  that  the 
musical  service  was  conducted  by  the  illustrious 
Meyerbeer  in  person,  who  died  not  quite  three 
years  after.  The  figure  of  Meyerbeer  was  more 
interesting  to  me  at  the  time  than  that  of  the 
new  sovereign,  who  was  destined  to  become 
German  Emperor ;  but  there  was  one  other  figure 
in  the  Konigsberg  ceremonial  which  impressed  me 
with  a  deep  and  thrilling  interest — it  was  that  of 
the  great  statesman,  who  was  then  merely  described 
as  Herr  von  Bismarck.  The  form  of  that  rising 
statesman  seemed  even  then  to  overshadow  all 
others.      His  very  presence   had   command    in  it. 
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Bismarck  had  certainly  no  claim  to  be  regarded 
as  a  handsome  man,  but  he  was  tall,  of  almost 
gigantic  mould,  and  his  every  movement  suggested 
a  sense  of  conscious  authority  and  power.  I  had 
the  honour  to  be  presented  to  him  at  Konigsberg. 
I  found  him  very  genial ;  he  talked  freely,  and  it 
was  an  especial  relief  to  me,  with  my  imperfect 
German,  when  I  found  that  Bismarck  could  speak 
English  with  perfect  fluency  and  accuracy,  although 
with  a  very  strong  German  accent.  I  met  Bismarck 
afterwards  during  the  ceremonials  and  pageantry 
at  Berlin,  and  had  some  opportunities  of  conversing 
with  him.  Like  most  educated  Germans  he  was 
very  well  acquainted  with  the  great  English 
authors,  and  his  parliamentary  speeches  were 
often  marked  by  singularly  happy  and  appropriate 
quotations  from  Chaucer  and  Shakespeare,  and  from 
living  English  writers,  such  as  Carlyle  and  John 
Stuart  Mill.  On  the  whole  this,  my  first  visit  to 
Prussia,  was  for  me  a  most  interesting,  instructive, 
and  happy  time,  as  it  well  might  be,  seeing  that 
it  was  my  introduction  to  the  Rhine  and  to 
Bismarck. 

Some  time  after  my  return  to  London  my  dear 
old  friend  Samuel  Lucas  died  prematurely,  and  I 
was  appointed  to  fill  his  vacant  place.  Thus  for 
the  first  and  last  time  I  became  the  editor  of  a 
London  daily  newspaper.  There  was  an  evening 
edition  of  the  Star,  called  The  Evening  Star,  and 
in  this  evening  edition  there  appeared  every  day 
literary  articles,  many  of  them  humorous,  some  of 
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them  grave  and  earnest,  some  picturesque  and 
poetic.  Such  contributions  were  not  then  common 
in  London  daily  journalism,  and  they  gave  to  The 
Evening  Star  a  peculiar  stamp.  We  had  many 
contributions  sent  in  by  young  writers,  then 
absolutely  unknown  to  us  or  to  the  public,  and 
it  was  my  good  fortune  to  be  able  to  give  the 
first  opportunity  to  some  men  who  afterwards 
made  themselves  famous.  Among  these  I  may 
especially  mention  three  names  —  the  names  of 
William  Black,  the  brilliant  novelist ;  Archibald 
Forbes,  the  famous  war  correspondent ;  and  Richard 
Whiteing,  whose  wonderful  story,  "  No.  5  John 
Street,"  lifted  him  into  a  broad,  bright  literary 
renown  which,  indeed,  his  previous  efforts  deserved 
as  well,  but  for  some  lack  of  appreciation  on  the 
part  of  the  public  had  failed  to  secure.  William 
Black  became  attached  to  the  editorial  staff 
of  The  Morning  Star,  and  held  his  place,  I 
think,  until  it  ceased  to  exist.  We  had  many 
other  writers  of  fame  on  the  literary  staff  of  the 
Star,  men  like  Edmund  Yates  and  Leicester 
Buckingham,  both  of  whom  have  long  since  passed 
away.  Each  was  a  well-known  writer  when  he 
began  to  contribute  to  the  Star,  and  the  editors 
of  that  journal  could  not  claim  any  merit  for  having 
recognised  their  literary  capacity.  But  the  Star 
had  the  great  honour  of  first  bringing  under  the 
notice  of  the  public  the  writings  of  Black,  of 
Forbes,  and  of  Whiteing.  I  may  fairly  say  that 
the  journal  which  gave  such  men  their  first  chance 
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of  addressing  the  world  cannot  be  set  down  as 
having  lived  in  vain,  and  the  mere  discovery  of 
them  alone  may  well  entitle  The  Morning  Star  to 
an  honourable  place  in  the  history  of  journalism. 

An  important  incident  in  my  journalistic  life 
was  my  introduction  to  the  personal  acquaintance- 
ship of  Robert  Browning.  Tennyson  and  Carlyle 
I  had  already  met,  although  only  casually,  and  I 
never  had  anything  more  than  the  slightest  per- 
sonal acquaintance  with  the  great  poet  and  the 
great  prose  writer.  Dickens  and  Thackeray  I  had 
met  in  the  same  sort  of  way,  but  I  was  brought 
somewhat  more  closely  under  the  notice  of  Thack- 
eray, and  I  actually  had  an  invitation  to  dine  with 
him.  The  dinner-party,  however,  to  which  I  had 
been  looking  forward  with  the  most  intense  antici- 
pations of  delight,  never  came  off,  for  Thackeray's 
sudden  death  sent  a  shock  through  the  whole 
civilised  world  just  before  the  appointed  day.  I  was 
introduced  to  Robert  Browning  by  John  Bright. 
There  was  not  much  political  sympathy  between  a 
practical  Radical  orator  and  statesman  like  Bright 
and  a  poet  like  Browning,  but  they  were  friends 
nevertheless,  and  each  man  was  well  able  to  ap- 
preciate the  genius  and  sincerity  of  the  other.  I 
published  in  The  Morning  Star  an  audacious  bur- 
lesque on  Tennyson's  "  Northern  Farmer,"  in  which 
Lord  Palmerston  was  made  to  appear  as  the  Nor- 
thern Farmer,  and  to  talk  in  his  dialect ;  but  the 
description  which  the  farmer  gives  of  himself  and 
of  his  shrewd  purposes  was  converted  into  a  satire 
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on  Palmerston's  political  projects  and  his  resolve  to 
stick  to  his  Ministerial  place  as  long  as  he  lived. 
Browning  was  amused — probably  by  the  reckless 
absurdity  of  the  satirical  transposition — and  he 
asked  Bright  whether  he  knew  who  had  written  the 
lines.  Bright  said  that  he  could  easily  find  out,  and 
he  had  no  trouble  in  discovering  their  author  when 
he  next  visited  the  editorial  rooms  of  The  Morning 
Star.  Browning  sent  me  a  kindly  message  through 
Bright,  and  Bright  gave  me  an  introduction  to 
the  poet,  whom,  as  he  knew,  I  admired  beyond  any 
other  then  living.  From  that  time  forward  I  had 
increasing  opportunities  of  meeting  Browning,  and 
our  acquaintanceship  lasted  until  his  death. 

While  I  was  still  editor  of  the  Star  I  made  my 
first  effort  as  the  author  of  a  published  volume.  Up 
to  this  time  my  name  as  a  writer  had  not  become 
known  to  the  public,  for,  apart  from  my  journalistic 
work,  I  wrote  mostly  for  quarterly  reviews,  in  which, 
according  to  the  fashion  of  those  days,  the  articles 
never  bore  the  names  of  their  writers.  Now  I  made 
my  first  appeal  to  the  public  as  a  novelist.  This 
first  novel  of  mine  came  into  existence  under  con- 
ditions which  may  be  worth  a  brief  notice.  My 
first  published  novel  was  not  my  first  attempt  at 
novel  writing.  While  I  was  still  in  Liverpool  I  had 
planned  out  and  partly  written  a  story  which  came 
into  my  mind  of  its  own  accord,  and  was  entirely 
the  child  of  my  fancy.  It  remained  unfinished,  and 
it  was  not  until  I  had  been  for  some  years  settled  in 
London  that  I  consulted  a  publisher  about  it.     This 
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publisher  was  a  very  sincere,  fair-dealing  man,  but 
he  did  not  go  in  much  for  the  aesthetic  or  the  highest 
ideals  of  the  author's  profession,  and  he  honestly- 
thought  that  if  one  writes  a  book  he  must  naturally 
want  to  write  a  book  which  the  public  will  buy.  I 
sketched  for  him  in  words  the  story  and  characters 
I  was  working  into  my  unfinished  novel,  and  he 
shook  his  head  very  discouragingly  as  I  went  on 
with  my  description.  He  told  me  that  we  were  living 
in  the  reign  of  the  sensation  novel,  and  that  a  new 
and  totally  unknown  writer  who  attempted  any- 
thing different  would  have  no  chance  of  being 
read.  He  did  not,  however,  want  to  discourage 
unreservedly  my  artistic  ambition,  and  he  sug- 
gested a  plan  by  which  I  might  enter  Mr.  Mudie's 
citadel  by  means  of  a  deceptive  flag,  if  I  may  em- 
ploy such  a  metaphor.  He  recommended  me  to  go 
to  work  and  write  a  thoroughly  sensational  novel, 
as  sensational  as  they  make  or  as  I  could  make  from 
beginning  to  end,  and  he  offered  to  run  the  risk  of 
bringing  out  this  novel  for  me.  Thus  it  would  have 
at  least  a  chance  of  being  read,  and  even  of  obtain- 
ing a  large  circle  of  readers.  Then  I  might  go  to 
work  at  my  leisure  and  bring  out  the  novel  which 
was  the  child  of  my  own  fancy,  and  this  being  an- 
nounced as  by  the  author  of  the  sensational  master- 
piece might,  on  the  virtue  of  that  introduction,  find 
a  large  number  of  readers  willing  to  open  its  pages. 
Some  of  these,  no  doubt,  not  finding  their  nerves 
thrilled  or  their  hair  made  to  stand  on  end  by  any 
of  the  opening  chapters  would   put  it   aside,  but 
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others,  having  begun  to  read  it,  would  go  on  with 
it  and  get  to  like  it.  At  all  events  there  would  be 
a  chance  of  its  obtaining  a  hearing,  which  otherwise 
it  might  never  get. 

I  took  my  friend's  advice,  and  resolved  to  make 
a  trial  at  a  novel  of  sensation  with  the  hope  of 
thereby  securing  an  introduction  for  the  novel  of 
my  own  choice.  So  I  wrote  a  sensation  story.  It 
opened  with  a  sensation;  it  ended  with  a  sensation; 
it  was,  in  fact,  all  throbbing  with  sensation.  My 
friendly  publisher  was  as  good  as  his  word  ;  he 
brought  it  out  for  me  in  excellent  style,  and  it 
really  had  a  sort  of  success,  and  received  some 
gratifying  notices  from  critical  journals.  We  pub- 
lished on  the  principle  of  sharing  profits,  and  my 
publisher  handed  over  to  me  a  larger  sum  of  money 
than  I  had  ever  expected  to  get  from  the  trans- 
action. I  may  mention  the  fact  that  at  a  later 
period  of  my  literary  career  I  withdrew  this  novel 
from  circulation,  and  suppressed  it  altogether  so 
far  as  I  could,  for  I  did  not  care  to  have  my  name 
associated  with  a  piece  of  work  which  was  only 
done  in  the  hope  of  catching  a  passing  public  fancy. 
The  reader  of  these  pages  will  see  that  I  am  not 
telling  the  story  of  how  my  first  novel  came  to 
be  born  with  any  design  of  inducing  him  or  her 
to  send  out  and  buy  a  copy  of  it,  and  thus  add 
to  its  circulation.  I  went  to  work  at  once  on 
another  novel,  which  was  not  in  the  least  sen- 
sational, but  yet  was  not  my  original  effort  at 
writing   romance.     I  felt    inclined    to   put   off  for 
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a  time  the  completion  of  my  first  attempt,  and 
to  think  it  over  more  carefully,  while  working 
at  another  story  which  had  been  indirectly 
suggested  to  me  by  events  and  figures  coming 
within  the  range  of  my  observation.  My  post- 
poned story,  with  its  incidents,  its  figures,  and 
its  central  idea,  was  entirely  the  offspring  of  my 
own  imagination,  and  I  began  to  doubt  whether 
I  understood  the  conditions  and  the  surroundings 
of  the  story  well  enough  to  make  it  seem  anything 
like  a  living  reality.  I  devoted  whatever  spare 
time  I  could  to  working  at  the  novel,  which  was 
to  be  my  second  published  effort  in  that  order  of 
literature.  This  novel  was  called  "The  Waterdale 
Neighbours,"  and  I  believe  I  may  say  that  it  had 
a  distinct  success.  Then  I  went  back  to  my  first 
attempt,  and  it  was  completed  and  published  under 
the  title  of  "  My  Enemy's  Daughter."  It  appeared 
in  the  first  instance  as  a  serial  story  in  one  of  the 
London  monthly  magazines,  and  at  the  same  time 
in  Harper's  Magazine,  New  York.  My  own  idea 
was  to  call  it  "A  Daughter  of  Music,"  but  the 
publisher  thought  that  name  had  been  already 
used,  and  at  the  suggestion  of  Miss  Braddon,  one 
of  the  most  popular  novelists  then  as  now,  I  sent 
it  to  the  world  with  the  name  I  have  already  told. 
I  have  often  thought  that  if  it  were  to  do  again 
I  could  work  out  the  story  more  effectively,  but  I 
presume  this  is  an  idea  which  has  occurred  to 
most  novelists  after  the  publication  of  a  favourite 
story.     Anyhow,  the  book  had  a  public  reception 
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favourable  enough  to  encourage  me  in  the  belief 
that  I  might  hold  to  novel  writing  as  one,  at 
least,  of  my  occupations  in  life.  Between  the 
appearance  of  "  The  Waterdale  Neighbours "  and 
that  of  "  My  Enemy's  Daughter "  I  published  a 
volume  of  essays,  chiefly  on  books  and  their  authors, 
which  appeared  under  the  title  of  "  Con  Amore," 
and  received  some  favourable  notices  from  English 
critics.  The  first  essay  in  the  volume,  that  on 
Voltaire's  "  Romances,"  had  already  received  the 
approval  of  John  Stuart  Mill. 

The  work  of  him  who  is  editor  of  a  London 
daily  newspaper  is  one,  I  need  hardly  say,  of 
continual  stress  and  strain.  Saturday  alone  gives 
to  the  editor  anything  like  a  day  of  rest  in  the 
week.  Sunday  is  as  busy  as  any  of  the  recognised 
working  days,  and  even  on  the  Saturday  the  editor 
has  much  work  on  hand  which  he  cannot  afford  to 
put  altogether  out  of  his  mind.  My  principal 
colleagues  in  the  editing  and  leader- writing  work  of 
the  paper  were  the  sub-editor,  Charles  Cooper,  who 
not  long  after  became  first  sub-editor  and  later  on 
editor  of  the  Edinburgh  Scotsman;  Edward  Russell, 
now  Sir  Edward  Russell,  editor  of  the  Liverpool 
Daily  Post,  who  was  for  some  time  a  parliamentary 
colleague  of  mine  in  the  House  of  Commons ; 
Edward  D.  J.  Wilson,  now  a  well-known  writer 
of  leading  articles  for  The  Times ;  the  late  Frederick 
W.  Chesson,  deservedly  remembered  because  of 
his  work  as  Secretary  of  the  Aborigines  Protection 
Society,  and  some  other  men  whose  names  I  have 
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already  mentioned.  It  was  quite  clear  to  my 
mind  that  the  editing  of  a  London  daily  journal 
was  too  absorbing  and  unceasing  an  occupation  to 
give  me  much  opportunity  for  my  other  literary 
work,  and  I  was  becoming  anxious  to  do  something 
in  the  way  of  contemporary  history,  and  also  to 
see  a  little  of  the  world.  Up  to  this  time  I  had 
not  been  able  to  do  much  travel.  I  had  a  three 
weeks'  holiday  in  the  autumn  of  every  year,  and 
these  holidays  I  devoted  to  visiting  France, 
Germany,  and  Switzerland ;  but  had  not  yet  found 
time  to  pay  a  visit  to  Italy,  and  make  a  study 
of  Rome,  Florence,  Venice,  and  Naples.  I  had  a 
strong  desire  also  to  visit  the  New  World  and 
become  acquainted  with  the  United  States  and 
Canada.  I  was  therefore  on  the  look-out  for  some 
favourable  opportunity  of  withdrawing  from  the 
unceasing  toil  of  the  editorial  position ;  but  I  was 
naturally  reluctant  to  give  up  a  certain  engagement 
for  mere  literary  chances.  Soon  I  had  a  spur  to 
the  side  of  my  intent.  It  was  becoming  more  and 
more  certain  that  John  Bright  would  have  to  join 
a  Liberal  administration,  and  Bright  himself  told 
me  that  if  or  when  such  an  event  should  come  to 
pass,  he  would  no  longer  take  any  part  in,  or 
exercise  any  influence  over,  the  direction  of  The 
Morning  Star.  Bright  had  a  strong  conscientious 
conviction  that  it  was  not  right  for  a  member  of 
an  administration  to  have  anything  to  do  with  the 
control  of  a  political  newspaper,  and  I  knew  well 
that  with  him  to  have  a  conscientious  conviction, 
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and  to  act  implicitly  upon  it,  were  one  and  the 
same  thing.  The  bond  which  mainly  held  me  to 
The  Morning  Star  was  my  devotion  to  John  Bright, 
and  the  companionship  with  him  which  my  position 
on  the  paper  procured  for  me.  Bright  came  to  my 
room  very  often  while  the  House  of  Commons  was 
sitting.  He  used  to  bring  me  the  latest  tidings 
of  what  was  going  on  in  the  House,  and  talk  over 
with  me  the  course  which  the  Star  ought  to  adopt 
to  this  or  that  promised  or  threatened  policy  on 
the  part  of  Government  or  Opposition.  I  had 
come  to  regard  him  as  the  most  valuable  and 
high-minded  counsellor,  as  the  most  companionable 
of  friends,  and  to  feel  honoured  and  delighted  by 
his  confidence.  No  memories  of  my  life  are  more 
sacred  to  me  than  the  recollections  of  my  long 
intercourse  with  John  Bright.  I  felt  that  when 
he  should  cease  to  have  anything  to  do  with  the 
Star,  my  principal  motive  for  holding  my  laborious 
position  would  be  gone. 

When  I  felt  certain  that  Bright  was  soon  to 
accept  office  in  a  Liberal  administration — and  the 
certainty  came  to  me  very  soon — I  made  up  my 
mind  to  resign  what  is  called  the  editorial  chair, 
and  to  try  what  would  come  of  a  visit  to  the 
United  States.  I  had  hopes  that  my  story  passing 
through  Harper's  Magazine  might  act  as  a  sort  of 
introduction  to  the  American  public,  and  that  I 
should  not  appear  as  an  absolute  stranger  in  the 
literary  world  of  the  United  States.  Another 
strong   and   natural    influence    urging   me    to    my 
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project  was  the  fact  that  my  brother,  whom  I  had 
not  seen  for  many  years,  was  married  happily,  and 
was  living  with  his  wife  and  children  near  to  the 
city  of  New  York.  Most  Irishmen  at  that  time 
had  begun  to  regard  the  United  States  as  a  sort 
of  second  home,  and  I  knew  that  on  going  out 
there  I  should  meet  with  that  brother  and  his 
family,  whom  otherwise  I  was  never  likely  to  see. 
I  resigned  my  position  as  editor  of  The  Morning 
Star,  and  began  to  make  preparations  for  my  first 
visit  to  the  United  States.  "  Nothing  in  his  life," 
says  Malcolm  of  Cawdor,  in  "  Macbeth,"  "  became 
him  like  the  leaving  it."  I  may,  in  a  somewhat 
different  sense,  employ  the  same  words  in  regard 
to  my  connection  with  The  Morning  Star.  Nothing 
in  my  occupation  of  the  editorial  chair  seemed  to 
bring  to  me  so  much  honour  as  the  fact  that  I 
was  succeeded  in  it  by  so  great  an  author  and 
statesman  as  John  Morley. 

My  resolve  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  United  States 
was  supported  and  stimulated  by  the  advice  of  some 
American  friends,  and  especially  by  the  advice  of 
Cyrus  W.  Field,  the  celebrated  projector  of  the 
great  scheme  for  laying  a  submarine  telegraphic 
cable  between  England  and  America.  Cyrus  Field 
used  to  visit  England  very  often  while  this  work 
was  going  on,  and  during  his  visits  he  was  in  the 
habit  of  coming  to  see  us  frequently  in  the  edi- 
torial rooms  of  The  Morning  Star.  I  became  his 
friend,  and  the  friendship  lasted  until  his  death 
in  1892.     Cyrus  Field  was,  of  course,  devoted  to 
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the  cause  of  the  Northern  States,  and  The  Morning 
Star  had  always  upheld  that  cause  at  the  time 
when  the  vast  majority  of  Englishmen  who  be- 
longed to  "  society "  and  the  higher  classes  were 
decidedly  in  favour  of  the  South.  From  Cyrus 
Field  I  received  a  number  of  letters  of  introduction 
to  eminent  Americans  in  many  parts  of  the  United 
States,  and  much  useful  advice  as  to  the  best  way 
of  employing  my  time  during  my  expedition.  My 
friends  got  up  for  me,  in  the  kindliest  fashion,  what 
we  should  now  call  a  "send  off"  in  London,  a 
meeting  of  well-wishers,  who  desired  to  offer  some 
parting  words  of  encouragement.  I  remember  that 
the  late  Hepworth  Dixon  was  one  of  the  speakers, 
that  Cyrus  Field  spoke,  and  that  my  publisher  of 
those  days,  the  late  William  Tinsley,  made  what 
I  believe  to  be  his  first  and  only  attempt 
at  a  public  speech  on  that  occasion.  I  am  not 
likely  ever  to  forget  some  of  the  encouraging  words 
spoken  then  of  me,  and  though  I  was  not  vain 
enough  to  believe  for  a  moment  that  I  deserved 
them  all,  I  was  none  the  less  touched  by  their 
sympathy,  their  good  feeling,  and  their  hope. 
With  my  wife  and  family  I  left  England  in  the 
middle  of  September  1868  on  board  the  German- 
Lloyd  steamer  Herman,  and  crossed  the  Atlantic 
for  the  first  time. 


CHAPTER   IX 

ACROSS    THE    ATLANTIC 

When  I  reached  the  shores  of  New  York,  and  set 
foot  on  the  quay  at  Hoboken,  where  the  steamer 
Herman  landed  her  passengers,  I  must  frankly 
confess  that  my  first  thoughts  were  not  given  to 
the  great  city  I  was  about  to  see,  or  to  the  scenery 
of  the  broad  Hudson  River.  My  feelings  were 
centred  for  the  time  on  the  fact  that  my  brother 
was  waiting  on  the  wharf  to  give  us  a  welcome. 
I  had  not  seen  him  for  many  years,  and  we  had 
been  playmates  from  his  infancy  until  the  time 
when  the  need  of  striving  for  a  living  had  impelled 
him  to  seek  his  fortune  in  the  New  World.  We 
had  gone  through  much  trouble  and  much  happi- 
ness together,  and  during  one  period  of  our  sepa- 
ration, when  I  knew  that  he  was  serving  on  the 
side  of  the  North  in  the  great  Civil  War,  there 
were  gloomy  hours  in  which  it  seemed  to  me  only 
too  likely  that  we  might  never  meet  again  on  this 
earth.  Now  here  we  were  clasping  hands  together 
once  more.  I  presented  him  to  my  wife,  and  he 
talked  to  us  of  his  wife  and  his  young  children  in 
their  home  not  far  from  New  York.  He  took  on 
himself  all  the  business  of  our  landing,  arranged 
for  the  passing  of  our  luggage  through  the  custom 
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house,  then  and  always  a  difficult  piece  of  business 
for  the  stranger  to  New  York,  got  us  and  our 
belongings  into  a  hackney  carriage  and  drove  us 
to  our  headquarters  in  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel, 
where  we  were  to  take  up  our  residence  for  the 
time.  Even  as  we  drove  there  I  hardly  looked  at 
the  streets  through  which  we  passed,  and  paid 
little  attention  to  the  fact  that  we  were  mount- 
ing up  Broadway,  so  much  engrossed  were  we  in 
asking  and  answering  questions  about  our  families, 
and  our  living  and  lost  friends.  We  had  not  been 
long  in  the  hotel  before  my  brother's  young  wife 
came  to  see  us,  and  between  her  and  me  there 
began  a  brotherly  and  sisterly  affection  which 
must  live  with  our  lives  and  beyond  them. 

New  York  has  changed  much  in  size  and  out- 
ward appearance  since  those  distant  days  of  my 
first  acquaintance  with  it.  It  has  immensely 
outgrown  its  limits  of  that  time.  Houses  and 
streets  which  used  to  be  described  then  as  "up 
town "  are  now  regarded  as  rather  "  down  town." 
The  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel  was  the  very  centre  of 
the  city's  fashionable  region,  and  now  New  York 
extends  for  miles  and  miles  into  what  was  then 
but  park  and  open  country.  There  were  no  electric 
tramways  in  the  city  when  I  first  knew  it ;  there 
was  no  elevated  railway  ;  and  I  need  hardly  say 
that  there  were  no  motor-cars  or  bicycles.  Far 
down  town,  towards  the  Wall  Street  region  and 
the  Ferries,  Broadway  was  spanned  at  its  widest 
part  by  a  great  iron  bridge.     Even  at  that  time, 
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before  the  incursion  of  the  electric  cars,  it  was 
thought  highly  convenient  to  have  that  bridge 
as  a  safe  and  easy  means  by  which  passengers 
might  cross  from  the  one  side  of  the  street  to 
the  other  without  peril  to  life  or  limb.  In  my 
wanderings  down  town  I  made  much  use  of  this 
bridge,  but  rather  as  an  observatory  than  as  a 
means  of  transit.  I  used  to  spend  delightful 
moments  leaning  over  the  railings  of  the  bridge 
and  watching  the  rivers  of  traffic  flowing  up  and 
down  Broadway.  The  whole  city  of  New  York 
appeared  to  move  up  and  down  under  my  eyes 
as  I  stood  and  gazed.  No  other  city  I  have 
ever  looked  upon  could  have  offered  me  such  an 
opportunity  for  surveying  its  movements.  New 
York  was  not  built  up  in  successive  communities 
or  cities  as  London  was,  in  which  the  different 
communities  or  cities  gradually  grew  into  one 
another  and  formed  a  coherent  metropolis.  New 
York  was  built  upon  a  comparatively  narrow 
island,  and  for  a  long  time  did  not  extend  on 
either  side  beyond  the  island's  limits.  The  whole 
growth  of  the  city  was  therefore  "  up-town."  Broad- 
way was  the  central  street,  and  the  great  avenues, 
of  which  Fifth  Avenue  made  the  elegant  and 
fashionable  region,  ran  parallel  with  Broadway 
on  either  side.  Standing  on  this  Broadway  bridge 
one  could  see  the  whole  business  world  of  New 
York  moving  up  and  down.  Every  man,  woman, 
or  child  who  had  anything  to  do  in  the  way  of 
actual  city  business,  outside  the  realms  of  millinery 
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and  suchlike  crafts,  had  to  move  into  Broadway 
in  order  to  accomplish  the  desired  purpose.  No 
view  of  London  or  Paris,  of  Rome  or  Constan- 
tinople, is  to  be  had  from  one  particular  part  of 
the  city  at  all  comparable  in  its  comprehensiveness 
with  the  view  of  New  York  that  could  be  seen 
from  the  bridge  whereon  I  used  to  stand  so  often 
in  those  far-off  days.  It  was  a  source  of  real 
regret  to  me  that,  before  my  first  visit  to  the 
United  States  had  come  to  an  end,  the  shop- 
keepers in  the  lower  part  of  the  city  had  made 
up  their  minds  that  the  bridge  was  a  mere  nuisance 
to  traffic,  and,  after  much  agitation,  had  prevailed 
upon  the  local  authorities  to  remove  it  altogether. 
When  I  next  returned  to  New  York  I  mourned 
over  the  bridge  as  over  a  lost  friend. 

I  presented  my  letters  of  introduction,  and  was 
received  with  great  kindness  and  hospitality.  One 
of  the  letters  from  Cyrus  Field  was  to  William 
Cullen  Bryant,  the  venerable  poet,  who  was  loved  by 
all  his  countrymen,  and  had  many  circles  of  devoted 
admirers  in  Great  Britain  and  Ireland.  It  was 
still  early  autumn,  and  Bryant  was  living  at  his 
beautiful  country  place,  Boslyn,  on  Long  Island. 
When  he  had  got  my  letter  he  came  to  see  us 
at  once,  and  not  merely  invited  us  to  his  Long 
Island  home,  but  positively  insisted,  in  his  kindly 
and  genial  way,  that  he  must  carry  us  off  for  a 
few  days'  sojourn  with  him,  and  we  were  only  too 
well  pleased  to  be  ruled  by  his  hospitable  pressure. 
My  wife   and   I   spent    several   days  with   him  at 
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Roslyn — the  first  American  country  house  we  ever 
visited — and  most  delightful  days  they  were  in 
every  sense.  The  poet's  daughter,  Julia,  kept  house 
for  him,  and  was  a  most  charming  hostess.  Bryant 
loved  to  show  us  his  gardens,  his  flowers,  his  fruits, 
his  favourite  trees,  and  the  many  picturesque  views 
which  could  be  enjoyed  from  rising  grounds  in  the 
neighbourhood.  He  must  have  been  then  some 
seventy-five  years  of  age,  but  he  was  as  quick 
and  ready  in  his  movements  as  if  he  had  not 
passed  middle  life,  and  despite  his  white  hair,  his 
long  white  beard,  and  bald  forehead  he  seemed 
to  carry  with  him  something  like  the  elasticity 
of  perpetual  youth.  He  took  much  pleasure  also 
in  showing  us  his  library,  and  in  talking  over  his 
books  and  exchanging  ideas  with  us  on  all  manner 
of  literary  subjects.  Bryant  had  travelled  much 
in  Europe  and  the  East,  and  had  visited  England 
several  times.  He  was  one  of  the  most  variously 
educated  men  it  has  ever  been  my  good  fortune 
to  meet.  His  classical  scholarship  was  of  the 
highest  order,  and  I  think  his  translation  of  the 
"  Iliad "  one  of  the  best  English  versions  ever 
produced.  He  was  intimately  acquainted  with 
the  literature  of  France,  Germany,  Italy,  and 
Spain,  and  could  speak  the  languages  of  these 
countries  with  perfect  fluency  and  with  remark- 
able accuracy.  I  may  mention  that  at  a  later 
period  of  my  acquaintance  with  Bryant  he  pre- 
sided at  a  dinner  given  at  Delmonico's  Restaurant 
to  a  number  of  distinguished  foreign  visitors,  who 
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had  come  to  New  York,  if  I  remember  rightly, 
on  the  occasion  of  some  international  exhibition. 
Bryant  had  to  introduce,  by  a  speech  of  his  own, 
each  toast  proposing  the  health  of  a  foreign  guest. 
He  spoke  according  as  the  toast  suggested  in  the 
language  of  the  country  from  which  the  guest  had 
come,  and  he  seemed  to  captivate  the  several 
nationalities  by  his  linguistic  skill  as  well  as  by 
his  natural  gift  of  eloquence. 

During  the  winter  months  Bryant  occupied  a 
house  in  the  fashionable  part  of  New  York,  and 
there  with  his  daughter  he  had  a  brilliant  recep- 
tion every  week,  at  which  one  was  sure  to  meet 
the  most  distinguished  representatives  of  art, 
letters,  and  political  life,  American  and  foreign, 
who  happened  then  to  be  in  the  city.  I  was 
present  at  many  of  these  receptions,  and  I  have 
seldom  spent  pleasanter  hours  than  those  at  his 
house.  Bryant  gave  me  later  on  a  fine  photograph 
of  his  own  noble  head  and  face,  with  his  autograph 
on  its  margin,  and  that  most  valued  picture  still 
forms  a  conspicuous  ornament  of  the  study  where 
I  work.  The  house  of  William  Cullen  Bryant 
gave  me  my  first  introduction  to  social  life  in 
New  York  city. 

One  of  the  distinguished  men  whom  I  met  for 
the  first  time  in  Bryant's  home  was  the  scholar 
and  author  the  late  George  Bipley,  who  had  in 
his  earlier  days  been  associated  with  Margaret 
Fuller,  Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  and  others  in  estab- 
lishing that  colony  of  Brook   Farm,  the   memory 
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of  which  Hawthorne  has  embodied  and  made 
immortal  in  his  "  Blithedale  Romance."  If  there 
were  nothing  else  to  make  me  feel  glad  in  my 
meeting  with  Ripley,  the  mere  fact  of  his  as- 
sociation with  that  book  and  with  the  gifted 
and  philanthropic  group  of  authors,  poets,  and 
dreamers,  pictured  so  exquisitely  in  its  pages, 
would  have  been  enough  to  make  me  regard  him 
with  the  deepest  interest,  but  George  Ripley  was, 
for  his  own  sake  alone,  a  man  whom  everybody 
must  have  been  delighted  to  meet.  He  was  deeply 
read  in  literature  and  in  history,  and  was  in  every 
sense  the  most  charming  companion.  I  came  to 
know  him  well  during  my  first  visit  to  the  United 
States,  and  I  am  glad  to  believe  that  he  reckoned 
me  among  his  friends. 

Another  eminent  American,  of  a  somewhat  differ- 
ent order,  whom  I  knew  intimately  was  the  late 
Horace  Greeley,  then  editor  and  chief  owner  of  the 
New  York  Tribune,  a  journal  which  then  exercised, 
as  it  now  exercises,  the  most  important  influence  over 
public  opinion  in  America.  My  wife  and  I  were  fre- 
quent visitors  in  Horace  Greeley's  home,  and  we  could 
not  but  regard  him  with  the  highest  respect  and  ad- 
miration. He  was  a  very  different  sort  of  man  from 
Bryant  or  Ripley ;  he  was  not  much  of  a  classical 
student,  and  did  not  claim  any  high  culture,  or 
indeed  any  great  interest,  in  literature  or  art. 
He  was  eccentric  in  his  habits  as  well  as  in  his 
manners ;  he  never  went  in  for  the  ways  of  society ; 
and   he   was  an   uncompromising  teetotaller.      He 
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dressed  in  the  most  careless  manner,  and  never 
concerned  himself  about  the  fashion  of  the  passing 
season.  He  often  spoke  out  his  opinions  on  various 
subjects  with  a  frankness  which  took  little  account 
of  the  prejudices  or  susceptibilities  of  his  listeners. 
But  he  was  a  man  of  the  purest  and  noblest 
character ;  he  was  absolutely  sincere  and  dis- 
interested in  all  the  ways  and  acts  of  his  private 
life,  and  when  once  he  had  formed  a  decided 
opinion  on  some  great  public  question  he  was 
ready  to  back  up  that  opinion  with  all  that  he 
was  worth.  He  was,  above  all  things,  a  politician 
— I  mean  in  the  higher  sense,  and  not  in  that 
narrower  sense  which  has  lately  applied  the  term, 
for  the  most  part,  to  men  who  make  politics  their 
business  and  their  trade.  Greeley  was  as  con- 
scientious and  as  resolute  in  the  maintenance  of 
his  convictions  as  John  Bright  or  Richard  Cobden, 
and,  as  might  have  been  expected,  he  made  many 
enemies  and  suffered  many  losses  during  this  or 
that  national  crisis,  but  he  held  his  way  undaunted, 
and  followed  only  his  inner  guiding  light.  There 
were  many  public  questions  on  which  I  could  not 
agree  with  him,  but  I  found  none  the  less  interest 
in  talking  them  over  with  him  and  listening  to 
his  original  and  striking  manner  of  enforcing  and 
illustrating  his  views.  He  often  threw  off  on 
the  spur  of  the  moment  phrases  and  sentences 
which  would  have  been  worthy  of  Benjamin 
Franklin.  I  heard  him  speak  at  many  public 
meetings,  and  although  he   had  not  the  slightest 
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pretension  to  be  classed  among  orators,  yet  he 
could  always  command  profound  attention  by  the 
homespun  simplicity  and,  at  the  same  time,  the 
curious  felicity  of  his  ideas  and  his  language. 

Greeley's  manner  of  getting  through  his  work 
as  the  editor  of  a  great  daily  newspaper  amused 
and  interested  me  much,  it  was  so  entirely  unlike 
the  methods  of  English  journalism.  The  editor 
of  a  London  daily  newspaper  lives  in  a  sort  of 
sanctuary,  which  is  not  to  be  approached  without 
due  notice  and  careful  previous  arrangement  by 
any  but  his  working  colleagues.  While  Greeley 
was  in  the  editorial  room  of  the  New  York  Tribune 
he  was  ready  to  see  any  one  who  called  at  the 
outer  office  and  expressed  a  wish  to  say  something 
to  him.  One  might,  in  fact,  walk  in  unannounced, 
and  if  Greeley  was  at  the  moment  engaged  in 
throwing  off  a  leading  article  he  would  get  up 
from  his  unfinished  work,  hear  what  the  stranger 
had  to  say,  give  him  a  reply,  and  then  go  on  with 
his  task  as  if  nothing  had  intervened  to  put  him 
out.  Everybody  knew  Horace  Greeley,  and  the 
very  oddity  of  his  ways  made  him  all  the  more 
an  object  of  interest.  He  was  pointed  out  to  the 
stranger  visiting  New  York  as  one  of  the  institu- 
tions, or  perhaps  I  should  say  the  curiosities,  of 
New  York,  and  all  sorts  of  humorous  stories  were 
in  circulation  concerning  his  eccentricities,  his  dog- 
mas, his  likings  and  dislikings,  and  his  frequent 
bursts  of  generosity.  To  the  influences  of  society 
Horace    Greeley  was   wholly    indifferent,    and    his 
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likings  and  dislikings  were  purely  personal  or 
political,  and  had  nothing  to  do  with  class  or 
station.  Although  the  most  austere  of  teetotallers, 
he  could  enjoy  a  pleasant  dinner  or  supper  party 
if  he  liked  the  folks  who  were  brought  together ; 
and  however  he  may  have  condemned  in  his  con- 
science what  our  poets  once  used  to  call  the  "  flow- 
ing bowl,"  he  could  converse  in  the  friendliest 
fashion  with  his  friends,  even  while  they  were 
doing  full  justice  to  the  dryest  of  champagne. 
There  was  one  thing  to  be  said  about  Horace 
Greeley,  and  that  was,  that  he  did  not  recall  to 
mind  anybody  else  whom  one  had  ever  met ;  and 
I  think  there  was  another  thing  to  be  said  about 
him  also,  that  it  was  impossible  after  coming  to 
know  him  not  to  feel  a  sincere  admiration  for 
him. 

Another  celebrated  American  public  man  whom 
I  met  for  the  first  time  in  New  York  was  Charles 
Sumner,  so  long  distinguished  as  the  great  orator 
of  negro  emancipation.  Sumner  was  not  to  be 
seen  habitually  in  New  York  city,  for  he  usually 
lived  in  Boston,  the  place  of  his  birth,  and  when 
Congress  was  in  session  he  was  always  to  be  found 
in  or  near  the  Senate  Chamber  in  Washington. 
But  of  course  he  often  came  to  New  York,  and 
it  was  there  that  I  first  had  an  opportunity  of 
meeting  him  and  forming  a  friendship  with  him. 
Charles  Sumner  was,  I  think,  the  most  impressive 
figure,  so  far  as  physical  attributes  were  concerned, 
among  the  public  men  of  his  time.     He  was  very 
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tall,  was  powerfully  built,  and  had  a  handsome 
face.  In  stature  and  proportions  he  often  reminded 
me  of  Bismarck,  but  Sumner  was  a  very  handsome 
man,  which  Bismarck  certainly  was  not.  I  had 
brought  him  a  letter  of  introduction  from  John 
Bright.  This  in  itself  would  have  secured  me  a 
cordial  reception  from  Sumner.  The  two  men  had 
alike  advocated  the  cause  of  negro  emancipation 
while  that  great  reform  had  yet  to  be  struggled 
for,  and  Bright  had  been  a  most  powerful  and 
eloquent  champion  during  the  American  Civil  War 
of  that  Northern  cause  to  which  Sumner  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Atlantic  was  devoting  his  best 
energies.  I  met  Sumner  many  times  in  Boston 
and  in  Washington,  and  he  was  the  first  man  who 
brought  me  into  sight  of  the  meetings  of  the  Senate 
in  the  Capitol. 

I  may  mention  appropriately  here  that  on  one 
occasion,  while  the  Senate  was  not  actually  sitting, 
Sumner  showed  me  the  place  where  many  years 
before  he  had  been  assaulted  and  struck  down 
in  the  Senate  Chamber  by  a  Southerner,  Preston 
Brooks,  because  of  a  speech  he  had  made  denounc- 
ing slavery  and  its  advocates.  The  assault  created 
an  intense  sensation  throughout  the  whole  of  the 
civilised  world,  but  at  the  present  moment  it  has 
probably  passed  out  of  the  memory  of  many  of  my 
readers.  I  bring  it  up  anew  for  an  especial  reason 
of  my  own.  In  my  "  Reminiscences "  I  mention 
the  fact  that  Sumner  himself  showed  me  the  place 
where  the  attack  was  made  on  him — it  was  in  the 
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old  Senate  Chamber,  and  not  that  at  present  in 
use.  Until  I  had  heard  Sumner's  own  explanation 
I  could  not  understand  how  a  man  of  his  powerful 
build  could  have  been  stricken  down  by  an  attack, 
however  sudden,  from  an  assailant  of  ordinary  phy- 
sical strength.  Sumner  explained  to  me  that  the 
attack  was  made  on  him  while  he  was  alone  in 
the  chamber  after  the  sitting  had  been  concluded, 
and  was  seated  at  his  desk  writing  letters.  His 
knees  were  under  his  heavy,  solid  desk,  and  when 
he  endeavoured  to  spring  to  his  feet  he  was  kept 
down  by  the  desk,  and  his  enemy  struck  him  blow 
after  blow  until  he  fell  senseless. 

I  may  quote  the  words  in  which  I  told  the 
story  of  that  assault.  "  Sumner  had  made  in  the 
Senate  an  attack  on  the  advocates  of  that  Southern 
policy  which  was  destined  to  bring  on,  and  by  some 
was  even  designed  to  bring  on,  the  Civil  War. 
A  member  of  the  Southern  party  named  Preston 
Brooks  made  a  fierce  attack  on  Sumner  in  the 
Senate  house  itself,  struck  him  several  blows  on 
the  head  with  a  bludgeon,  and  left  him  lying  sense- 
less on  the  ground.  The  assailant  received  the 
applause  of  unthinking  people  in  the  Southern 
States,  and  was  presented  with  a  testimonial  in 
the  form  of  a  gold-headed  cane,  professing  to  come 
from  certain  Southern  ladies,  in  recognition  of  the 
manner  in  which  he  had  advocated  the  cause  of 
the  South.  Sumner  was  for  a  long  time  incapa- 
citated from  taking  any  part  in  public  affairs  by 
the  injuries  which  he  had  received.     His  assailant 
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offered  him  the  satisfaction  of  a  duel,  but  Sumner 
was  on  principle  an  uncompromising  opponent  of 
the  duelling  system,  and  indeed  was  an  unqualified 
opponent  of  war,  whether  public  or  private,  unless 
in  the  form  of  absolute  self-defence." 

Some  three  years  after  the  publication  of  my 
"  Reminiscences  "  I  received  a  letter  from  a  South- 
ern lady  couched  in  language  the  most  courteous 
to  me,  but  urging  that  I  had  given  an  incorrect 
and  misleading  view  of  the  conduct  of  Preston 
Brooks,  and  enclosing  a  letter  from  the  son  of 
Sumner's  assailant,  which,  according  to  her  con- 
viction, gave  an  accurate  and  authentic  account 
of  the  whole  affair.  It  is  only  fair  that  I  should 
quote  the  passages  from  the  letter  of  Mr.  Brooks, 
the  son,  which  professes  to  give  the  correct  version. 
Mr.  Brooks  says,  "  The  fact  is  my  father  waited 
until  the  Senate  adjourned,  and  all  the  ladies  had 
left,  and  then  went  up  to  Mr.  Sumner  and  told 
him  he  had  read  his  speech  as  dispassionately  as 
possible,  and  that  in  consideration  of  the  language 
he  had  used  against  his  kinsmen,  his  State,  and 
his  country,  he  deemed  it  necessary  to  chastise 
him.  Sumner  did  not  try  to  resist  it."  Then  the 
writer  says  that  the  weapon  Preston  Brooks  used 
was  not  a  bludgeon,  but  a  light  cane,  which  he, 
the  writer,  has  seen  many  times.  "It  is  a  small, 
gutta-percha  cane,  hollow  from  end  to  end,  and 
running  to  a  point  not  thicker  than  a  lady's 
little  finger,  and  being  so  frail,  it  broke  after  a 
lick  or  two.     He  never  hit  Sumner  with  the  large 
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end,  but  used  it  as  he  would  have  used  a  cow- 
hide." Then  Mr.  Brooks  goes  on  to  justify  the 
assault  because  of  the  vehement  attack  which 
Sumner  had  made  upon  the  Southern  States  and 
their  systems,  but  into  this  question  it  is  not 
necessary  for  me  to  go.  The  point  of  the  contra- 
diction consists  in  the  statement  that  Preston 
Brooks  did  not  use  a  bludgeon  or  a  heavy  weapon 
of  any  kind,  but  merely  a  light,  gutta-percha  cane, 
and  on  this  question  I  am  willing  to  give  to  the 
memory  of  Preston  Brooks  the  full  benefit  of  the 
doubt.  I  took  my  description  of  the  scene  and 
the  weapon  from  what  I  had  read  in  books  and 
newspapers,  and  it  appears  to  be,  in  any  case, 
quite  certain  that  Sumner  was  for  a  considerable 
time  prevented  from  taking  any  part  in  public 
affairs  by  the  effect  of  the  injuries  which  he  had 
received.  None  the  less  I  am  perfectly  willing 
to  take  this,  the  first  effective  opportunity  I  have 
had,  to  give  to  the  public  that  version  of  the  story 
which  is  vouched  for  by  the  son  of  Preston  Brooks. 
What  is  certain  is  that  there  was  an  assault,  and 
that  the  assault  was  severe  enough  to  reduce  to 
insensibility  a  man  of  herculean  stature  and 
strength.  The  whole  incident,  of  course,  is  one 
which  seems  very  shocking  to  human  feelings  now, 
whether  these  feelings  belong  to  Europeans  or 
Americans ;  but  when  we  remember  a  certain  en- 
counter of  fisticuffs  which  took  place  in  the  House 
of  Commons  in  1893,  we  in  England  ought,  perhaps, 
to  be  somewhat  restrained  in   our  expressions  of 


152  THE    STORY    OF    AN    IRISHMAN 

horror  and  disgust  at  the  idea  of  an  assault  taking 
place  in  a  legislative  chamber.  It  has  to  be  re- 
membered, at  all  events,  that  the  business  of  the 
sitting  had  come  to  a  close  before  the  assault  on 
Charles  Sumner  was  committed,  whereas  the  House 
of  Commons,  on  the  occasion  to  which  I  refer,  was 
in  the  midst  of  its  parliamentary  work  when  the 
free  fight  broke  out. 

Charles  Sumner  was  one  of  the  great  orators 
whom  it  has  been  my  good  fortune  to  hear.  I  do 
not  reckon  him  as  amongst  the  very  greatest  of 
these,  for  I  do  not  think  he  had  the  noble  and 
majestic  simplicity,  the  poetic  feeling,  and  the 
exquisitely  melodious  voice  of  John  Bright,  and 
I  do  not  think  he  sounded  the  various  notes  of 
human  feeling  with  the  rapid  and  unfailing  touch 
which  was  the  characteristic  of  Gladstone.  I  shall 
also  have  to  say  presently  that  there  was  another 
distinguished  American  orator  who  commanded  my 
admiration  more  completely  than  Sumner  could  do. 
But  Sumner  must,  according  to  my  judgment,  take 
rank  unquestionably  among  great  orators  as  dis- 
tinguished from  great  declaimers  or  great  debaters. 
He  was  a  man  of  deep  and  varied  studies — his- 
torical, legal,  and  literary.  He  had,  during  his 
earlier  life,  travelled  much  in  Europe,  had  indeed 
spent  some  years  there  as  a  student,  and  he  was 
well  acquainted  with  England.  He  had  been  called 
to  the  bar,  but  very  soon  gave  up  all  idea  of  prac- 
tising, and  devoted  himself  to  the  more  congenial 
work  of  political  reform.     He  was  more  profoundly 
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read  in  English  history  than  almost  any  Englishman 
with  whom  I  had  conversed  on  such  subjects,  and  I 
remember  that   in   some   instances  he  pointed  out 
what    he   declared   to  be  errors  in  our  recognised 
works  on  English  history,  and  he  was  able  to  refer 
me  to  authentic  and    state-preserved  evidence  of 
which  I  had  known  nothing  before — evidence  which 
absolutely  established  the  justice  of  his  criticism. 
He  loved  the  great  literature  of  England,  and  was 
thoroughly  familiar  with   its  noblest   productions, 
whether  of  early  days  or  later.      During  all  the 
earlier  part  of  his  career  Sumner  had  an  intense 
love  for  everything  in  England,  everything  at  least 
which  he  regarded  as  characteristically  English — 
the  scenery  of  the  land,  its  historic  memories,  its 
poetry  and  its  prose.     The  abolition  of  slavery  in 
England  and  English  colonies  through  the  efforts 
of  British  philanthropy  established  a  new  claim  on 
his  sympathies  and  his  admiration,  and  he  might 
be  said  to  have  taken  for  his  creed  on  that  subject 
the  doctrines  expounded  and  brought  into  legisla- 
tion by  such  Englishmen  as  Wilberforce.     But  at 
the  time  when  I  came  to  know  Charles  Sumner  his 
feelings  towards  the  mother  country  had  undergone 
a  severe  change.    He  could  not  but  see  that  through- 
out the  whole  of  the  struggle  in  the  United  States 
between   North  and  South  the  sympathies  of  the 
great  majority  belonging  to  "society"  in  England 
had   gone  with   the   Southerners,   who  broke  into 
rebellion    with    the    hope    of   maintaining   slavery. 
His  old  love  for   England  was  profoundly  shaken 
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by  the  disappointment  thus  brought  upon  him, 
and  changed  at  last  into  something  like  a  feeling 
of  hatred.  I  had  many  conversations  with  him 
on  this  subject,  and  while  I  thoroughly  agreed 
with  him  in  condemning  the  sentiment  and  the 
policy  of  the  ruling  classes  in  England  with  regard 
to  the  Civil  War,  I  did  my  best  to  explain  that  on 
slavery,  as  on  so  many  other  questions,  the  ruling 
classes  did  not  represent  the  feelings  of  the  ma- 
jority of  Englishmen.  I  pointed  out  to  him  that 
the  greatest  leaders  of  thought  in  England,  the 
best  writers  and  the  best  speakers,  the  leaders  of 
the  English  democracy,  and  the  whole  mass  of  the 
English  working  men,  had  remained  constant  to 
anti-slavery  principles,  and  gave  their  best  wishes 
for  the  success  of  the  Northern  cause.  I  dwelt 
upon  the  fact  that  men  like  Cobden  and  Bright, 
John  Stuart  Mill  and  Goldwin  Smith,  had  held 
firmly  to  their  convictions,  and  that  these  men 
were  rewarded  by  the  love  and  admiration  of  all 
but  a  small  and  circumscribed  minority  of  English- 
men everywhere.  He  listened  to  all  my  arguments 
with  unvarying  patience  and  good  temper,  and  fully 
admitted  the  force  of  the  facts  I  brought  to  his 
notice,  but  he  still  insisted  that  those  whom  the 
English  people  had  made  their  official  representa- 
tives were  for  the  most  part  sympathisers,  and 
avowed  sympathisers,  with  the  Southern  States, 
and  were  willing  that  slavery  should  abide  for 
ever  in  America  rather  than  see  the  defeat  of  the 
Southern  gentlemen  by  the  Northern  traders.     It 
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seemed  to  me  as  if  the  very  intensity  of  his  former 
love  for  England  only  served  to  make  the  bitterness 
of  his  disappointment  turn  into  something  like  a 
deceived  lover's  hatred  for  the  former  object  of  his 
adoration.  I  thought  him  unreasonable,  but  I  could 
not  fail  to  understand  the  inner  meaning  of  his 
sentiments,  and  I  felt  that  every  allowance  must 
be  made  for  the  sudden  change  which  had  come 
over  his  feelings  towards  the  old  country. 

Another  great  anti-slavery  advocate  whom  I 
met  for  the  first  time  in  New  York  was  Wendell 
Phillips.  I  afterwards  met  him  very  often  in 
Boston,  the  city  of  his  birth.  Wendell  Phillips 
was  for  many  years  the  most  distinguished  and 
effective  among  abolitionist  orators.  He  was  a 
man  of  high  culture  and  refined  tastes,  and  the 
sincerity  of  his  devotion  to  every  great  cause  he 
advocated  became  with  him  a  positive  passion.  He 
would  hear  of  no  compromise ;  he  could  make  no 
allowance  for  the  early  training,  the  prejudices, 
and  the  sincere,  although  perverse,  convictions  of 
his  opponents.  He  was  an  unconditional  champion 
of  total  abstinence  from  alcoholic  drinks,  as  he  was 
of  negro  emancipation,  and  he  could  hold  no  parley 
with  any  proposal  for  lowering  his  standard  in 
either  cause.  Unlike  Horace  Greeley,  who  was 
also  a  convinced  teetotaller,  Wendell  Phillips  would 
not  consent  to  make  one  of  any  social  gathering 
where  wine,  or  spirits,  or  beer  came  on  the  table. 
This  resolve  was  all  the  more  regretted  by  his 
friends,  inasmuch  as   he  was  the  most    delightful 
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companion  and  a  fascinating  talker.  He  was  an 
advocate  of  universal  peace ;  and  I  think  that  in 
this  doctrine  he  went  much  further  than  Cobden 
or  Bright  would  have  done,  for  he  had  little  sym- 
pathy with  a  policy  of  war,  even  when  that  policy 
might  have  been  plausibly  vindicated  as  a  mere 
necessity  of  self-defence.  I  heard  him  once  declare 
in  a  speech  of  thrilling  eloquence  that  the  reign  of 
the  Anglo-Saxon,  in  which  description  he  included 
his  own  Americans,  had  been  for  the  most  part  little 
better  than  "  a  drunken  revel  of  blood." 

I  have  always  regarded  Wendell  Phillips  as  one 
of  the  greatest  orators  I  ever  heard,  and  I  should 
rank  him  as  a  public  speaker  with  Bright  and  Glad- 
stone. He  seemed  to  me  to  have  a  fluency  equal 
to  Gladstone's,  and  at  the  same  time  a  simplicity 
of  diction  which  might  well  be  compared  with  that 
leading  quality  in  the  eloquence  of  Bright.  Wen- 
dell Phillips  had  two  distinct  fields  for  the  display 
of  his  powers  as  a  speaker.  He  was  universally 
acknowledged  to  be  the  most  popular  lecturer  of 
his  time,  and  then,  as  since,  the  lecturer  had  a  sway 
over  audiences  in  the  United  States  such  as  he  can 
hardly  be  said  ever  to  have  held  in  England.  Wendell 
Phillips  lectured  on  all  manner  of  topics — literature, 
politics,  travels,  social  life,  and  morals  ;  and  he  could 
always  suit  his  style  and  his  manner  to  the  nature 
of  his  subject  and  the  capacity  of  his  audience.  His 
lectures  might  generally  be  described  as  easy,  col- 
loquial, and  brilliant  talk  put  into  the  simplest  and 
easiest  form  of  words,  and   yet   thrilling  in  every 


ACROSS    THE    ATLANTIC  1 


D 


sentence  with  a  force  and  fervour  which  kept  his 
listeners  in  breathless  attention.  But  when  he 
spoke  from  a  public  platform  to  a  vast  crowd  on 
some  great  political  subject  he  then  became  the 
genuine  orator,  and  his  impassioned  sentences  swept 
like  electric  fire  over  the  assembly  he  had  gathered 
around  him.  Even  on  such  occasions,  however,  the 
great  speaker  never  sacrificed  any  of  the  pure  sim- 
plicity belonging  to  his  natural  style.  He  may  have 
indulged  not  uncommonly  in  extravagance  of  eulogy 
or  extravagance  of  condemnation,  but  there  was 
nothing  hyperbolical  in  the  language  which  clothed 
his  eulogy  or  his  censure.  His  voice  was  remark- 
ably powerful,  and  was  at  the  same  time  singularly 
melodious  in  its  tone,  and  he  never  seemed,  even 
when  addressing  the  most  crowded  assembly,  to 
be  putting  any  strain  upon  his  lungs  or  making 
an  unusual  effort.  One  who  had  only  heard  him 
deliver  lectures  might  never  have  known  what 
strength  and  volume  belonged  to  that  voice,  which 
could  upon  ordinary  occasions,  and  when  speaking 
from  the  platform  of  some  literary  association,  dis- 
course with  such  charming  simplicity  and  with  such 
exquisite  ease  of  modulation. 

I  had  heard  Wendell  Phillips  deliver  several 
lectures  before  I  had  an  opportunity  of  listening 
to  him  as  a  great  orator  addressing  a  large  and 
tumultuous  meeting.  The  first  time  I  heard  him 
deliver  a  speech  of  this  kind  was  at  a  vast  meeting 
held  in  the  Cooper  Institute,  New  York.  It  was  a 
meeting  at  which  several  other  speakers  as  well  as 
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Wendell  Phillips  were  to  be  heard.     The  hall  was 
crowded  to  excess,  and  I  happened  to  be  a  little 
late  in  my  arrival,  so  that  I  was  not  able  to  get 
any  farther  than  the  steps  of  one  of  the  openings 
into  the  room,  and  I  could  not  see  the  speakers  or 
even  the  platform.       The  speaker  addressing  the 
meeting   at    the    time    of  my   arrival    spoke    with 
what  appeared  to  me  to  be  one  of  the  finest  and 
most  powerful  voices  I  had  ever  heard.     It  never 
occurred  to  me  for  the  moment  that  the  owner  of 
this   superb   voice    was    no    other    than    Wendell 
Phillips   himself.       Such,    however,    proved    to   be 
the    fact,   and  it  was   my  first   experience   of  the 
difference  in  voice  between   Wendell  Phillips  the 
lecturer   and   Wendell   Phillips   the   orator.       Not 
often  do  we  find  in  public  life  a  man  who  can  win 
success  both  as  a  lecturer  and  as  a  political  orator, 
but  Wendell  Phillips  was  equally  a  power  on  one 
platform  and  the  other.      I  have  never  known  a 
man  more  thoroughly  unselfish  and  more  absolutely 
devoted  to  a  great  cause.     He  never  sought  any 
personal  advantage  or  distinction.     He  refused  to 
enter  into  what  we  call  the  game  of  politics,  and 
never  put  himself  in  the  way  of  obtaining  any  of 
the  administrative   offices  which   are   the  prize  of 
the  politician  in  America,  in  England,  and  in  most 
other  countries.      He  was  a   man   of  considerable 
private    fortune,    and    made   much    money   by    his 
lectures,    but    he    devoted    the   best    part   of    his 
worldly   possessions  with  lavish  hand   to  the   pro- 
motion of  the  great  philanthropic  cause  he  had  at 
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heart.  It  was  a  high  privilege  to  know  such  a 
man,  and  I  must  ever  remember  with  pride  that 
he  treated  me  as  a  friend. 

William  Lloyd  Garrison,  another  famous  leader 
of  the  movement  for  the  abolition  of  slavery,  also 
became  known  to  me  for  the  first  time  in  New 
York.  Garrison  had  not  anything  like  the 
eloquence  of  Wendell  Phillips  or  his  literary 
culture,  but  he  brought  to  the  cause  he  advocated 
an  indomitable  resolve  and  a  powerful  capacity 
for  commanding  attention.  He  had  risked  his 
life  again  and  again  at  a  time  and  in  places  when 
the  denunciation  of  the  slavery  system  surrounded 
him  with  reckless  and  pitiless  enemies.  He  had 
been  prosecuted  and  imprisoned  for  writings  and 
speeches  assailing  the  party  which  was  then  most 
powerful  in  the  United  States.  He  had  been 
threatened  with  assassination,  and  even  in  Boston 
he  had  been  subjected  to  personal  violence,  but  no 
threats  and  no  dangers  could  ever  turn  him  from 
his  self-appointed  task.  He  visited  Great  Britain 
several  times,  and  won  hosts  of  admirers  and  sup- 
porters there.  During  his  last  stay  in  London  he 
was  entertained  at  a  great  public  banquet,  where 
many  of  the  most  eminent  Englishmen  of  the  time 
were  present.  I  am  now,  however,  only  thinking 
of  him  as  I  knew  him  in  the  United  States,  when 
the  work  which  he  had  helped  so  materially  had 
accomplished  its  full  success,  and  the  one  great 
purpose  of  his  life  had  become  by  its  accomplishment 
his  highest  and  most  treasured  reward. 
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Among  the  distinguished  men  whom  I  met 
during  my  first  visit  to  New  York  was  George 
William  Curtis,  the  author,  journalist,  and  lecturer, 
one  of  the  most  charming  writers  and  fascinating 
speakers  then  in  the  United  States,  Curtis  ranked 
among  the  most  successful  literary  lecturers  of  that 
time,  and  I  never  missed  an  opportunity  of  hearing 
him  whenever  I  had  the  chance.  I  shall  never 
forget  the  manner  in  which,  during  one  of  his 
lectures,  he  quoted  that  touching  and  noble  lyric 
by  Arthur  Hugh  Clough  :  "  Green  Fields  of  Eng- 
land." I  thought  at  the  time  that  any  Englishman, 
however  proud  and  fond  of  his  country's  associa- 
tions and  scenery,  must  have  found  a  new  thrill  of 
patriotic  feeling  pass  through  him,  and  a  new 
inspiration  given  to  him,  by  listening  to  those  lines 
as  they  came  with  such  exquisite  music  and 
modulation  from  the  lips  of  an  American.  I  had 
many  opportunities  of  meeting  and  conversing  with 
Curtis  during  my  first  stay  in  New  York  and  after- 
wards, and  I  never  met  him  without  feeling  all  the 
better  and  the  brighter  for  his  thoughts  and  his 
expressions.  Another  American  friend  was  Bayard 
Taylor,  the  poet,  novelist,  and  traveller.  Bayard 
Taylor  was  among  the  first  of  the  distinguished 
travellers  who  devoted  themselves  to  the  task  not 
of  mere  exploration,  but  of  the  literary  and  poetic 
illumination  of  far-off  foreign  scenes.  He  had  a 
passion  for  travel,  and  was  able  to  indulge  himself 
in  his  favourite  pastime  by  the  descriptive  sketches 
which  he  sent  home  to  American  newspapers  and 
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magazines.  He  paid  his  way  after  this  fashion,  and  it 
may  fairly  be  said  of  him  that  the  traveller  touched 
no  subject  which  he  did  not  adorn.  He  wandered 
over  many  regions  in  Asia  and  Africa,  some  of  which 
have  been  made  more  familiar  to  the  world  since 
his  time  by  other  travellers,  but  which  were  almost 
unknown  to  Europe  and  America  until  Bayard 
Taylor  had  found  his  way  into  them  and  described 
what  he  had  seen.  Bayard  Taylor  wrote  many  vol- 
umes of  poetry  as  well  as  novels  and  books  of  travel, 
and  he  made  what  I  believe  to  be  the  first  com- 
plete translation  into  English  of  Goethe's  "  Faust." 
Up  to  the  publication  of  that  volume  the  English 
reader,  if  unacquainted  with  German,  had  to  be 
content  with  that  first  part  of  the  poem  which  ends 
in  the  fate  of  Gretchen.  Bayard  Taylor,  like  every 
true  lover  of  Goethe,  regarded  such  a  way  of  deal- 
ing with  "Faust"  as  absolutely  misleading  and 
even  intolerable,  spoiling  the  whole  narrative  and 
purpose  of  the  immortal  drama.  He  was  greatly 
devoted  to  German  literature,  and  I  remember 
having  had  many  lively  disputes  with  him  as  to 
the  merits  of  some  of  the  modern  German  poets. 
There  were  poems  of  Freiligrath,  for  instance, 
which  he  greatly  disparaged,  and  which  I  warmly 
admired,  and  over  these  we  had  occasionally  keen 
interchange  of  argument.  But  we  were  thoroughly 
agreed  in  our  estimate  of  the  great  classic  German 
poets,  and  in  the  conviction  that  "  Faust "  can  no 
more  be  appreciated  by  reading  what  is  called  the 
first  part,  than  "  Macbeth  "  could  be  appreciated  if 
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we  were  to  read  no  more  of  it  after   Duncan  had 
been  done  to  death. 

Let  it  be  remembered  that  with  all  his  work  as 
a  world-traveller,  a  writer  of  poems,  a  writer  of 
novels,  and  a  translator,  Bayard  Taylor  kept  up 
his  regular  and  continuous  labour  as  a  journalist. 
I  have  seldom  met  with  any  one  who  compressed 
so  much  variety  of  work,  and  most  of  it  brilliant 
work,  into  the  compass  of  a  life  which  yet  found 
ample  time  for  healthful  exercise  and  for  amuse- 
ment. Such  English  books  as  I  had  read  at  home 
about  life  in  American  cities  did  not  prepare  me 
for  a  man  like  Bayard  Taylor.  Nor  did  the 
descriptions  I  had  found  of  American  journalists 
in  one  at  least  of  Charles  Dickens's  novels,  and  in 
other  novels  by  English  writers  who  tried  to  catch 
the  spirit  of  Dickens,  lead  me  to  expect  that  I 
should  find  among  professional  writers  for  the  press 
in  New  York  such  a  man  as  Whitelaw  Beid,  who 
was  one  of  my  earliest  acquaintances  in  the  United 
States. 

When  I  first  came  to  New  York  Whitelaw  Beid 
had  but  lately  settled  in  the  city,  and  was  attached 
to  the  literary  staff  of  Horace  Greeley's  Tribune. 
Whitelaw  Beid  had  come  to  New  York  from 
Cincinnati,  if  I  remember  rightly,  and  had  ob- 
tained an  engagement  from  Horace  Greeley,  who 
was  quick  to  appreciate  the  varied  talents  of  the 
young  man.  Whitelaw  Beid  was  then  but  a  young 
man,  and  was  just  opening  his  brilliant  career  in 
journalism.     He   was  a  singularly  handsome  man, 
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charming  in  his  manners  and  in  his  conversation. 
He  soon  proved  himself  master  of  a  literary  style 
which  won  for  him  a  high  reputation  all  over 
the  United  States.  I  had  met  him  very  often 
during  my  first  visit  to  America,  and  at  each  of  my 
later  visits  I  felt  an  increasing  personal  pleasure 
in  hearing  of  the  success  he  had  steadily  won 
and  had  well  deserved.  His  name  has  since  become 
known  all  over  the  civilised  world.  After  the 
death  of  Horace  Greeley  he  succeeded  to  the  posi- 
tion of  chief  editor  of  the  Tribune,  and,  as  often 
happens  in  the  United  States,  his  splendid  services 
as  a  journalist  won  for  him  an  opportunity  for 
which  he  had  never  sought — the  opportunity  of 
holding  one  of  the  highest  positions  in  diplomacy. 
Whitelaw  Reid  represented  for  a  long  time  the 
United  States  Government  in  the  capital  of  the 
French  Republic.  Since  that  time  he  has  twice 
been  special  envoy  to  the  British  Court  on  im- 
portant occasions,  and  in  both  instances  he  won 
the  confidence  and  the  admiration  of  all  who  had 
the  opportunity  of  observing  the  manner  in  which 
he  discharged  his  duties.  If  an  English  comic 
writer  who  had  drawn  his  ideas  of  American  life 
from  "  Martin  Chuzzlewit,"  for  instance,  were  to 
evolve  from  his  moral  consciousness  the  idea  of  a  suc- 
cessful American  journalist,  he  would  have  pictured 
a  man  as  strikingly  unlike  Whitelaw  Reid  in  every 
quality  and  feature  as  it  is  possible  to  imagine. 
Whitelaw  Reid  is  a  man  of  high  culture  and  varied 
ability,  of  refined  and  polished  manners,  a  political 
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writer  of  great  power  and  penetration,  a  man  to  be 
welcomed  by  scholars  and  diplomatists.  I  was  in- 
debted to  him  for  many  kindnesses  while  I  was  in 
New  York,  and  I  cannot  perhaps  express  more 
emphatically  the  high  opinion  which  I  had  formed 
of  him  from  the  first,  than  when  I  say  that  his  later 
success  in  journalism  and  in  diplomacy  brought  no 
feeling  of  surprise  to  me. 


CHAPTER  X 

MY     LIFE     IN     AMERICA 

Meanwhile  I  was  settling  down  into  something- 
like  regular  work  in  literature  and  journalism.  I 
had  been  welcomed  to  a  place  in  the  editorial  room 
of  the  New  York  Independent,  and  I  attended 
there  for  several  days  in  each  week,  wrote  articles 
on  the  political  affairs  of  England,  and  gave 
my  advice  and  suggestions  on  various  subjects  of 
European  interest.  I  shall  always  have  the  most 
pleasing  recollections  of  my  association  with  The 
Independent,  and  even  at  the  present  time  I  am 
a  contributor  to  its  pages.  Charles  Sumner  was  a 
frequent  visitor  to  the  editorial  rooms,  because  the 
paper  represented  on  all,  or  almost  all,  important 
questions  the  opinions  he  had  ever  advocated.  I 
contributed  several  leading  articles  to  the  New 
York  Tribune,  and  I  came  into  friendly  relations 
with  the  leading  members  of  the  firm  of  Harper  and 
Brothers,  a  firm  which  then,  as  now,  were  the  pub- 
lishers of  several  magazines  and  weekly  periodicals. 
I  had  sent  on  chance  a  short  story  to  one  of  the 
Harper  magazines.  The  story  made  its  appearance 
in  due  course,  and  procured  for  me  a  friendly  invi- 
tation to  present  myself  at  the  office  of  the  magazine. 
I  have  already  said  that  one  of  my  novels  came  out 
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as  a  serial  in  Harper  s  Monthly.  I  had  a  very 
pleasant  talk  with  the  leading  member  of  the  firm, 
and  he  suggested  that  I  should  enter  into  an  agree- 
ment with  him  to  write  a  number  of  short  stories, 
to  be  printed  in  some  of  his  many  publications.  The 
invitation  was  very  acceptable  to  me,  as  I  had 
already  been  paid  well  for  the  one  short  story  I  had 
sent  in,  and  I  asked  how  many  stories  of  the  same 
kind  he  wished  me  to  write.  I  was  somewhat 
astonished,  and  still  more  gratified,  when  he  told 
me  that  he  should  like  me  to  send  him  at  all 
events  a  hundred  stories  of  the  same  order.  I 
hope  I  retained  a  perfect  composure  when  I  re- 
ceived this  astonishing  invitation,  and  conducted 
myself  as  if  it  were  but  an  ordinary  event  in  the 
course  of  my  literary  life.  So  we  agreed  that  one 
hundred  short  stories  were  to  be  expected  from  me, 
and  that  I  might  work  them  off  according  as  it 
suited  my  convenience.  This  offer  was  particularly 
welcome  to  me  just  then,  because  I  had  made  up 
my  mind  to  travel  through  the  United  States  as 
much  as  possible,  and  I  saw  the  great  advantage  of 
being  able  to  pay  a  good  part  of  my  travelling 
expenses  by  my  casual  contributions  to  the  Harper 
periodicals. 

In  course  of  time  I  completed  my  contract,  and 
sent  in  stories  to  the  Harpers  from  resting-places  in 
the  United  States  as  widely  distant  from  each  other 
as  New  York  and  San  Francisco,  Minneapolis  and 
New  Orleans.  Whenever,  during  my  journeyings,  I 
stayed  for  a  few  days  in  any  place  I  found  time  to 
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get  through  a  short  story  and  send  it  to  the  pub- 
lishers in  New  York.  Many  of  my  tales  and 
sketches  were  done  in  England  after  my  return 
there  from  my  first  and  second  visit  to  the  United 
States,  but  I  may  say  that  I  completed  my  ap- 
pointed task  in  due  time,  and  I  have  ever  since 
been  in  the  most  friendly  relations  with  the  firm  of 
Harper  &  Brothers,  who  have  given  to  the  American 
public  many  of  my  novels  and  historical  works. 

I  was  anxious  to  become  during  my  stay  in 
America  as  well  acquainted  as  possible  with  the  life 
and  the  ways  of  the  United  States,  and  I  made  my 
appearance  on  many  political  and  literary  platforms 
when  some  question  was  under  discussion  on  which 
a  visitor  from  England  might  be  entitled  to  form 
and  express  an  opinion.  In  one  instance  I  went  so 
far  as  to  deliver  a  lecture  in  the  Cooper  Institute, 
New  York,  on  the  manner  in  which  public  opinion 
throughout  England  had  manifested  itself  during 
the  American  Civil  War.  There  was  at  that  time 
much  bitterness  still  prevailing  in  the  Northern 
States  because  of  the  manner  in  which  England  was 
believed  to  have  acted  during  that  struggle.  The 
people  of  the  Northern  States  had  been  compelled 
to  see  that  the  English  Government  had  not  shown 
itself  very  friendly  to  the  cause  of  the  Union  ;  that 
for  a  considerable  time  cruisers  had  been  built  in 
English  ports  for  the  Confederates,  and  allowed  to 
go  to  sea  for  the  purpose  of  preying  on  the  merchant 
shipping  of  the  North,  and  that  most  of  the  London 
newspapers  were  active  champions  of  the  Southern 
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rebels.  The  impression,  therefore,  went  abroad 
throughout  the  Northern  States  that  the  English 
people  as  a  whole  were  hostile  to  the  maintenance 
of  the  Union,  and  this  was  exactly  the  impression 
I  wished  if  possible  to  remove.  I  delivered  my 
lecture  to  a  crowded  audience,  at  which  many  of  the 
leading  citizens  of  New  York  were  present ;  and  I 
made  it  my  purpose  to  show  that  audience,  as  I 
had  tried  to  show  Charles  Sumner,  that  the  great 
majority  of  the  English  people  were  from  first  to 
last  in  full  sympathy  with  the  cause  of  the  Union 
and  with  the  anti-slavery  movement ;  that  the 
working  classes  everywhere  held  the  same  views  ; 
that  the  most  intellectual  and  highly  educated 
Englishmen,  such  as  John  Stuart  Mill  and  Herbert 
Spencer,  were  earnest  and  consistent  supporters 
of  the  Northern  cause ;  that  some  of  the  most 
popular  and  influential  orators  and  statesmen  in 
England,  Cobden  and  Bright,  for  instance,  were 
on  the  same  side,  and  that  English  public  opinion 
could  not  be  regarded  as  fairly  represented  in  any 
sense  by  the  men  in  political  office  and  by  the 
classes  who  form  "  society."  I  explained  to  my 
audience  that  the  very  same  leaders  of  adminis- 
tration and  of  political  and  social  cliques  who  were 
hostile  to  the  cause  of  the  North,  were  equally 
hostile  to  every  measure  for  the  political  emancipa- 
tion of  the  working  classes  in  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland.  The  cause  for  which  I  was  pleading  was 
that  of  the  great  majority  of  Englishmen,  Irishmen, 
and  Scotchmen,  who  up  to  that  time  were  allowed 
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no   constitutional  means    of  giving   force   to  their 
opinions  on  questions  of  public  interest. 

I  felt  a  reasonable  hope  that  my  endeavour  to 
render  justice  to  the  great  majority  of  the  English 
people  would  come  with  all  the  more  effect  from 
me,  because  it  was  well  known  to  my  American 
audience  that  I  was  a  devoted  Nationalist  in  the 
cause  of  Ireland,  and  could  not  be  suspected  of 
having  any  extravagant  admiration  for  England  as 
the  ruling  power  of  my  country.  I  have  reason 
to  believe  that  the  lecture  accomplished,  to  some 
extent  at  least,  the  purpose  I  had  in  view,  and 
induced  many  among  my  audience  to  understand 
that  the  action  of  an  English  administration  could 
not  at  that  time  always  be  regarded  as  representing 
the  general  opinions  of  the  English  people.  One 
result  of  this,  my  first  discourse  from  a  public 
platform  in  America,  was  that  it  produced  for  me 
a  number  of  invitations  to  deliver  lectures  on  other 
subjects  in  other  cities,  and  during  my  second 
winter  in  the  United  States  I  delivered  a  large 
number  of  lectures  on  various  topics  in  different 
cities  and  towns.  At  a  later  period  I  delivered 
lectures  during  the  whole  of  two  other  seasons 
in  many  parts  of  the  United  States,  and  thus 
obtained  very  instructive  and  gratifying  oppor- 
tunities of  making  myself  better  acquainted  with 
America,  its  scenery  and  its  audiences.  In  the 
meantime  I  was  working  at  a  novel,  chiefly  de- 
scriptive of  American  life  in  the  Atlantic  States 
and  in  San  Francisco,  which  appeared  as  a  serial 


170  THE    STORY    OF    AN    IRISHMAN 

in  The  Galaxy.  Although  the  novel  appeared  in 
an  English  edition,  I  afterwards  withdrew  it  from 
circulation,  for  the  reason  that  it  seemed  to  me 
neither  quite  a  story  nor  quite  a  book  of  travel, 
but  only  an  unsatisfactory  attempt  at  a  combina- 
tion of  the  two. 

During  this  first  visit  of  mine  to  the  United 
States  I  did  a  good  deal  of  travelling,  and  enjoyed 
it  much.  I  may  mention  that  one  of  my  expedi- 
tions took  me  to  Salt  Lake  City,  where  Brigham 
Young  then  presided  as  prophet  and  ruler  over 
the  Mormon  community.  At  that  time  there  was 
no  branch  line  connecting  the  Mormon  city  with  the 
great  Pacific  Railway,  then  not  long  opened,  and 
I  had  to  make  a  considerable  journey  by  stage- 
coach from  the  nearest  station  on  the  line  to 
my  resting-place  by  the  shore  of  the  great  Salt 
Lake.  I  interrupted  my  journeys,  whether  by 
rail  or  road,  at  every  available  halting-place,  partly 
to  avoid  the  fatigue  of  a  long  continuous  journey, 
and  partly  because  I  thus  secured  all  the  better 
chance  of  making  myself  acquainted  with  the 
regions  through  which  I  was  passing.  I  made 
a  considerable  stay  in  Salt  Lake  City,  where  I 
formed  the  acquaintance  of  Brigham  Young ;  but 
as  I  have  said  a  good  deal  about  my  experiences 
of  the  place  and  the  people  in  other  books  of  mine, 
I  shall  not  repeat  my  descriptions  here.  Up  to 
this  time  I  had  not  entered  upon  engagements  as 
a  public  lecturer,  and  therefore  my  goings  and 
comings  were   regulated   solely   by  my   own   ideas 
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as  to  the  places  I  ought  to  visit.  I  kept  up 
all  the  time  my  work  as  a  writer  of  short  stories 
for  the  Harpers,  and  as  a  contributor  to  The 
Independent  and  The  Galaxy. 

In  1870  I  made  a  flying  visit  to  England,  and 
arrived  there  just  in  time  to  become  absorbed  in 
the  interest  created  in  the  outbreak  of  the  great 
war  between  France  and  Prussia,  which  ended 
in  the  fall  of  the  French  Empire  and  of  Louis 
Napoleon.  During  my  comparatively  short  stay 
in  London  at  this  exciting  time  I  began  my 
connection  with  TJie  Daily  News  as  a  writer  of 
leading  articles,  a  connection  which  lasted  with 
little  interruption  for  more  than  a  quarter  of  a 
century.  The  editor  of  The  Daily  News  at  the 
time  when  I  joined  the  literary  staff  was  Mr. 
Frank  Harrison  Hill,  whom  I  then  met  for  the 
first  time,  and  who  is  among  my  dearest  friends 
at  the  present  day.  Frank  Harrison  Hill  is  one 
of  the  most  brilliant  political  writers  of  his  time. 
His  volume,  entitled  "  Political  Portraits,"  and  his 
masterly  satire,  "  The  Political  Adventures  of  Lord 
Beaconsfield,"  would  of  themselves  entitle  him  to 
a  place  in  the  front  rank  of  high -cultured,  keen, 
and  animated  essayists.  Hill  had  only  just  become 
editor-in-chief  of  The  Daily  News  at  that  time,  and 
I  suppose,  like  most  editors,  he  was  anxious  to 
bring  some  new  contributors  to  the  work  of  the 
journal,  and  therefore  invited  me  to  become  a  writer 
of  leading  articles.  I  accepted  the  invitation  very 
gladly,  with  the  understanding  that  it  was  not  to 
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interfere  with  my  coming  visit  to  the  United 
States.  I  found  my  old  friend  and  former  news- 
paper colleague,  William  Black,  a  member  of  The 
Daily  News  editorial  staff,  and  before  very  long 
another  of  my  former  colleagues,  Richard  Whiteing, 
was  one  of  my  fellow-workers. 

The  business  manager  of  The  Daily  News  was 
the  late  John  R.  Robinson,  who  was  more  recently 
known  as  Sir  John  R.  Robinson,  but  who  had  not 
obtained  any  recognition  of  his  valuable  public 
services  at  the  time  when  I  first  came  to  know 
him.  John  R.  Robinson  always  seemed  to  me  the 
very  ideal  of  a  successful  newspaper  manager.  He 
had  a  marvellous  eye  for  the  discovery  of  new 
regions  in  which  the  special  correspondent  could 
arouse  the  attention  of  the  world,  and  he  had  a 
wonderful  faculty  for  discerning  in  men  the  qualities 
which  make  successful  war  correspondents.  He 
gave  Archibald  Forbes,  one  of  the  most  renowned 
among  the  masters  of  that  craft,  the  first  oppor- 
tunity of  proving  his  marvellous  capacity.  One  of 
the  contributors  to  The  Daily  News  at  that  time 
was  Mr.  Edward  F.  S.  Pigott,  who  afterwards  held 
the  official  position  of  Examiner  of  Plays,  and  who 
was  one  of  the  most  accomplished  and  well-read 
men  and  one  of  the  brightest  talkers  I  have  ever 
known.  My  friendship  with  Pigott  lasted  until 
his  too  early  death.  A  distinguished  Frenchman 
once  told  me  that  the  late  Lord  Granville  and 
Edward  Pigott  were  the  only  two  Englishmen  he 
knew  who  could  talk  French  so  well  as  to  be  taken 
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in  Paris  for  Frenchmen.  Edward  Pigott  was  a 
great  friend  of  George  Eliot  and  of  her  first 
husband,  George  Henry  Lewes,  and  it  was  through 
him  that  I  came  to  know  that  gifted  pair  and  to 
be  a  frequent  visitor  at  George  Eliot's  Sunday 
afternoon  receptions  in  their  home,  The  Priory, 
Regent's  Park. 

I  wrote  many  leading  articles  for  The  Daily 
News  during  my  short  visit  to  London,  chiefly  on 
the  subject  of  the  war  then  going  on  between 
France  and  Prussia.  The  Daily  News  did  not 
pledge  itself  to  any  actual  partizanship  in  the 
great  struggle  between  these  rival  Powers — rival 
Powers  of  whom  Prevost-Paradol,  the  distinguished 
French  diplomatist,  had  already  said  with  such 
apt  expression,  that  they  were  like  two  express 
trains  started  at  the  same  moment  from  either  end 
of  the  same  railway  line,  and  destined  therefore  to 
come  into  collision.  The  more  general  impression 
in  England  at  first  was  that  France  would  be  the 
conqueror  ;  but  The  Daily  Neivs  judged  differently, 
and  maintained  from  the  beginning  that  the 
superior  military  strength  and  preparation  and 
the  greater  political  force  were  on  the  side  of 
Prussia.  The  war  was  still  going  on,  and  was 
not,  indeed,  very  far  on  its  way,  when  my  time 
had  arrived  for  returning  to  the  United  States. 
I  left  England  in  October  1870,  and  returned  to 
my  old  quarters  in  New  York. 

During  both  my  visits  to  America  I  naturally 
went  to  Boston.      I   made  the  acquaintance  there 
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of  that  group  of  distinguished  men  whose  writings 
shed  such  a  lustre  upon  the  Massachusetts  capital. 
Emerson  was  the  first  man  who  showed  me  over 
all  the  places  of  historic  interest  in  Boston,  and  I 
was  invited  to  stay  with  Longfellow  and  with 
Lowell  at  their  homes  in  Cambridge,  Massachusetts, 
and  I  had  repeated  opportunities  of  enjoying  the 
delightful  companionship  of  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 
I  have  written  so  much,  however,  about  those  happy 
Boston  days  in  another  book  of  mine,  that  I  must 
not  allow  myself  to  be  tempted  into  any  further 
discourse  about  the  men  and  the  women  with 
whom  I  was  then  brought  into  association,  and 
who  must  always  live  in  my  memory. 

While  I  was  in  the  States  I  spent  most 
of  my  spare  time  at  the  home  of  my  brother 
Frank.  He  and  his  wife  and  children  lived  then 
in  a  quaint,  old-fashioned,  stone-built  house  in 
New  Jersey,  near  to  the  railway  station,  at 
Bayonne,  a  few  miles  from  New  York  City.  It 
was  a  lonely  and  out-of-the-way  place  then,  but 
it  has  probably  become  a  very  crowded  region  in 
later  days.  My  brother  loved  it  because  it  was 
so  much  out-of-the-way,  and  so  lonely,  or  com- 
paratively lonely,  for  a  place  within  easy  reach 
of  New  York,  and  because  it  was  near  New  York 
Bay  and  had  some  picturesque  woods  still  flourish- 
ing around  it.  He  was  cultivating  as  closely  as 
his  other  work  allowed  him  his  taste  for  painting, 
and  there  seemed  then  every  reason  to  believe  that 
he  was  destined  to  come  to  a  genuine  success  in  his 
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paintings  of  American  scenery.  His  wife  was,  and 
is,  a  gifted  and  a  charming  woman,  with  a  turn  for 
literary  work,  and  she  had  then  her  family  of 
children  around  her.  I  have  often  thought  that 
the  days  which  I  passed  at  their  home  were  among 
the  very  happiest  days  of  my  life.  After  so  many 
years  of  parting  from  Frank  it  was  such  an  ex- 
quisite delight  for  me  to  be  with  him  again,  to 
see  him  and  his  wife  and  family  and  my  wife  and 
mine  all  domiciled  in  the  same  home — and  a  very 
picturesque  home  it  was.  Our  evenings  spent 
together  in  his  house,  and  our  walks  together  in 
the  woods  and  beside  the  sea,  often  seemed  to  me 
like  the  realisation  of  some  dreamland  happiness. 
My  brother  did  not  live  long  enough  to  accomplish 
that  success  in  his  art  for  which  we  all  believed 
that  we  had  good  reason  to  hope.  He  had,  as 
I  said,  to  give  up  most  of  his  time  to  the  ever- 
present  and  unavoidable  work  of  maintaining 
his  family  by  his  business  occupation.  I  never 
saw  him  after  the  close  of  my  second  visit  to 
America,  but  my  sister-in-law  and  I  had  many 
loving  meetings  later  on,  although  not  in  the 
same  old  home,  and  we  interchange  frequent 
letters  up  to  the  present  day.  The  mere  thought 
of  her  brings  back  with  a  rush  the  memory  of 
those  early  times  near  dear  old  Bayonne. 

During  my  first  and  second  visit  to  the  New 
World  I  travelled  a  good  deal  through  Canada. 
With  my  second  visit  began  my  regular  work  as 
a   lecturer.      I  generally   found   a   subject   for    my 
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lectures  in  some  event  just  going  on  in  Europe  ; 
the  publication,  perhaps,  of  some  remarkable  new- 
book,  the  uprising  of  some  political  or  artistic 
controversy,  or  the  character  and  genius  of  some 
illustrious  public  man.  The  work,  of  course,  was 
very  fatiguing  when  the  travel  was  incessant,  but 
it  had  its  distinct  advantages.  It  brought  me  in 
some  money,  and  thus  enabled  me,  when  the 
lecturing  season  was  over,  to  take  a  full  rest  or 
to  travel  when  and  whither  I  felt  inclined.  Then 
again  the  mere  work  of  lecturing  was  all  the  more 
easy  for  me  because,  as  I  have  already  said,  I  never 
could  prepare  a  discourse,  and  as  I  only  spoke  on 
subjects  with  which  I  was  tolerably  well  acquainted, 
I  had  only  to  mount  the  platform  and  express  my 
opinions  as  well  as  I  could.  The  time  thus  spent 
was,  for  all  its  fatigues,  full  of  interest  and  enjoy- 
ment to  me,  because  it  enabled  me  to  become,  in 
a  certain  sense,  for  the  hour  something  better 
than  a  mere  stranger  and  an  outside  observer  in 
each  place  which  I  visited.  I  had  always  felt 
myself  strongly  drawn  towards  the  United  States 
and  its  people,  partly  because  of  America's  splendid 
irruption  into  history,  and  partly  because  it  had 
been  for  so  long  a  time  the  chosen  home  of  every 
Irishman  suffering  from  unjust  laws  and  dishearten- 
ing conditions  in  his  native  land ;  and  partly,  too, 
because  there  was  much  in  American  literature 
of  the  higher  order,  in  the  writings  of  men  like 
Emerson  and  Hawthorne,  Longfellow  and  Wendell 
Holmes,  and  that  man  of  strange,  eccentric  genius, 
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Edgar  Allan  Poe,  which  had  from  my  very  boy- 
hood appealed  to  my  mind  and  heart.  In  the 
south  of  Ireland  we  took  to  these  American  writers 
with  intense  interest,  and  in  the  social  groups  with 
which  I  was  familiar,  while  still  living  in  Cork  city, 
the  writings  of  Emerson,  the  poems  of  Longfellow, 
and  the  "Raven"  of  Edgar  Poe  were  as  familiar 
as  the  works  of  Scott,  or  Byron,  or  Moore.  Then 
again  there  was  the  fact  that  my  brother  had 
settled  in  America,  and  that  when  I  crossed  the 
Atlantic  he  and  I  were  the  sole  survivors  of  the 
family  which  had  had  its  home  in  Cork. 

I  never  felt,  therefore,  in  America  anything 
like  the  sense  of  strangeness  which  one  naturally 
feels  in  a  foreign  country.  It  did  not  seem  foreign 
to  me.  Everywhere  I  went  I  met  some  Irish  men 
and  women  whom  I  had  known  in  the  old  country, 
and  who  did  not  regard  themselves  as  foreigners 
in  America,  but  were  heart  and  soul  in  sympathy 
with  its  institutions,  its  people,  and  its  progress. 
For  a  time  I  even  regarded  it  as  an  open  question 
whether  I  should  or  should  not  follow  the  example 
of  my  brother  and  make  my  home  in  the  United 
States,  and  this  consideration  in  itself  made  me 
feel  a  quicker  and  a  deeper  interest  in  every 
illustration  of  American  life  and  growth.  It 
appeared  to  me  just  then  as  if  a  Nationalist 
Irishman  might  really  render  better  service  to 
his  country  in  the  United  States  than  it  would 
be  possible  for  him  to  do  in  Ireland.     About  this 

time  things  were  looking  singularly  unhopeful  for 
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the  Irishman  whose  heart  and  mind  were  devoted 
to  the  cause  of  his  country's  legislative  indepen- 
dence. The  rebellion  of  1848  and  its  failure  had 
been  followed  by  a  long  period  of  deep  depression 
throughout  the  island,  and  by  an  immense  flood 
of  emigration  to  the  United  States  and  Canada. 
The  Irish  Nationalist  members  of  the  House  of 
Commons,  among  whom  were  many  able  and 
sincere  men,  like  Sir  Charles  Gavan  Duffy  and 
John  Francis  Maguire,  had  devoted  themselves 
mainly  to  a  patient  endeavour  at  a  reform  in 
the  system  of  Irish  land  tenure,  but  the  agitation 
for  Home  Rule  had  not  yet  taken  shape.  Then 
came  the  abortive  rising,  which  sprang  from  the 
Fenian  movement  in  1867,  and  again  for  a  while 
a  season  of  inaction  and  depression  set  in. 

In  1871,  however,  a  distinct  Home  Rule 
organisation  began  to  form  itself  through  Ireland, 
and  to  send  its  representatives  to  the  House  of 
Commons.  The  recognised  parliamentary  leader 
of  this  movement  was  Isaac  Butt,  the  brilliant 
advocate  who  had  taken  part  in  the  defence  of 
Smith  O'Brien  and  Meagher  at  the  special  com- 
mission in  Clonmel  after  the  failure  of  the  1848 
movement.  Butt  had  been  for  a  great  part  of 
his  life  a  Conservative  in  politics,  but  he  had 
gradually  come  round  to  see  that  nothing  short 
of  domestic  self-  government  could  satisfy  the 
national  aspirations  of  the  Irish  people,  or  could 
secure  anything  like  permanent  peace  and  growing 
prosperity  to  the  island   of  his   birth.      Butt  was 
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a  man  of  great  political  capacity  and  a  brilliant 
debater,  although  he  did  not  show  himself  quite 
strong  enough  for  the  important  position  he  had 
come  to  occupy.  Still  it  was  evident  that  a  new 
chapter  of  history  was  about  to  open  for  Ireland, 
and  that  a  political  agitation  had  begun  which 
had  set  before  itself  a  clearly  defined  and  practic- 
able end.  A  new  ray  of  hope  seemed  to  me  to 
shine  before  my  country.  What  I  had  seen  of 
the  Young  Ireland  rising,  what  I  had  read  and 
heard  about  the  Fenian  rising,  had  convinced  me 
that  the  forces  of  the  ruling  power  were  far  too 
strong  to  allow  even  the  faintest  chance  of  success 
to  any  attempt  at  an  armed  rebellion  in  Ireland. 
I  believed  also  that  if  the  whole  of  my  countrymen 
could  unite  in  maintaining  a  patient  and  persistent 
parliamentary  movement  for  the  restoration  to 
Ireland  of  her  native  Parliament  the  heart  and 
reason  of  thoughtful  and  fair-minded  Englishmen 
might  be  won  over  to  recognise  the  justice  of  the 
national  demand.  I  then  felt  assured,  as  I  still 
feel  assured,  that  if  Ireland's  National  Parliament 
were  restored  to  her  there  would  be  no  reason 
why  she  should  not  remain  a  contented  and 
prospering  partner  in  the  British  Imperial  system. 
At  the  time  it  seemed  to  me  that  Butt  was  a  man 
well  qualified  to  lead  such  a  movement,  and  that 
a  new  and  bright  era  was  setting  in  for  the  Irish 
National  cause. 

I  began  now  to  think  that  a  period  was  coming 
when  an  Irishman  devoted  to  the  maintenance  of 
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Ireland's  national  claims  could  probably  serve  his 
country  better  in  London  than  in  New  York.  The 
restoration  of  Ireland's  domestic  Parliament  would 
have  to  be  accomplished  in  the  British  Legislature, 
and  although  I  had  not  then  any  idea  of  endeavour- 
ing to  find  a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons,  I  was 
coming  to  the  conclusion  that  I  might  render  better 
service  to  the  cause  as  a  writer  and  a  speaker  in 
England  than  I  could  possibly  do  in  the  United 
States.  I  received  many  kindly  and  pressing 
invitations  to  remain  in  America,  and  to  continue 
my  connection  with  literature  and  journalism  there, 
and  the  invitations  had  much  to  recommend  them, 
and  seemed  to  promise  a  satisfactory  career.  I 
remember  that  one  warm-hearted  American  friend 
offered  to  present  me  with  a  new  house  and  a 
large  piece  of  ground  in  the  near  neighbourhood 
of  New  York  as  a  gift  to  me  and  my  heirs  for 
ever  if  I  would  settle  down  there  and  become  a 
naturalised  citizen  of  the  United  States.  My  mind, 
however,  soon  became  made  up,  and  my  decision 
had  the  full  sympathy  and  approval  of  those  most 
closely  interested  in  my  future.  So  I  gave  up  the 
idea  of  becoming  an  American  citizen  and  returned 
to  London  in  1871. 


CHAPTER  XI 

BACK     TO     LONDON 

When  I  settled  down  again  in  London  the  war 
between  France  and  Prussia  had  come  to  an  end, 
the  Empire  had  fallen,  and  Louis  Napoleon  was 
once  more  an  exile  in  England.  A  new  Republic 
had  arisen,  and  its  representative  Chambers  were 
established  at  Versailles.  The  outbreak  of  the 
Commune  insurrection  had  blazed  over  Paris,  and 
had  at  last  been  suppressed  after  much  slaughter, 
and  Thiers  was  President  of  the  new  Republic.  I 
was  naturally  very  anxious  to  see  what  Paris 
looked  like  after  the  tempestuous  events  which 
had  come  to  pass  since  my  latest  visit  to  the 
dearly  loved  French  capital.  I  made  arrangements 
to  go  and  have  a  look  at  the  old  familiar  places, 
and  to  listen  to  some  of  the  debates  in  Versailles. 
I  was  all  the  more  impelled  to  visit  Paris  by  my 
knowledge  of  the  fact  that  my  dear  old  friend 
Louis  Blanc  had  returned  to  his  native  land, 
and  had  been  elected  a  member  of  the  National 
Assembly.  I  felt  sure  that  I  should  have  in  him 
a  most  valuable  guide  to  a  just  appreciation  of  the 
new  state  of  affairs.  I  went  over  to  Paris,  and 
spent  there  an  intensely  interesting  time.  Every- 
thing   had   changed    in    the    comparatively    short 
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period  since  I  had  last  looked  on  the  familiar 
streets  of  the  beautiful  city.  The  Tuileries  was  a 
heap  of  ruins,  and  so  were  most  of  the  Courts  of 
Justice.  The  signs  of  the  wreck  and  ruin  created 
by  the  Commune  were  everywhere  visible  around 
Paris ;  everywhere  were  the  concrete  evidences  of 
the  recent  military  operations,  and  the  whole  place 
had  just  the  aspect  one  might  naturally  expect 
to  see  in  a  city  lately  taken  by  storm.  The  Hotel 
du  Louvre,  where  I  had  been  in  the  habit  of  stay- 
ing during  my  former  visits  to  Paris,  was  turned 
for  the  time  into  a  sort  of  State  hospital,  and  I 
had  to  find  out  other  quarters. 

I  was  delighted  to  meet  my  old  friend  Louis 
Blanc  again,  and  to  find  him  full  of  good  spirits 
after  all  that  he  had  gone  through  during  the 
siege  of  Paris  and  the  time  of  the  Commune.  He 
told  me  that  while  the  siege  was  going  on  the 
one  privation  most  keenly  felt  by  him  was  the 
want  of  light  every  evening  after  the  sun  had 
set.  He  said  that  he  could  manage  fairly  well 
to  put  up  with  the  scanty  fare,  and  the  food  or 
scraps  of  food,  to  which  he  could  not  venture  to 
give  a  name  ;  but  to  be  absolutely  without  light 
when  the  later  evening  set  in  was  rather  too  much 
for  his  endurance.  Under  the  conditions  it  was 
quite  impossible  that  the  material  of  candles  could 
be  kept  for  mere  illuminating  purposes,  and  to  a 
student  of  literature  and  a  professional  author  the 
night  hours  were  terrible,  as  they  could  not  be 
brightened  by  the  reading  of  a  book  or  the  writing 
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of  a  chapter;  He  told  me,  too,  that  he  had  no 
complaint  to  make  with  regard  to  the  preservation 
of  order  under  the  rule  of  the  Commune,  and  that 
on  the  whole  the  streets  were  better  kept  and  the 
security  of  people  in  the  streets  better  maintained 
than  had  been  done  during  the  time  of  the  siege. 
Louis  Blanc's  wife  was  a  German  by  birth,  and 
spoke  French  with  a  marked  German  accent ;  but 
he  assured  me  that  under  the  Commune  she  was 
able  to  go  about  the  city  absolutely  unattended, 
and  to  transact  her  household  business  without 
ever  being  subjected  to  molestation  or  insult  on 
account  of  her  nationality.  I  accompanied  Louis 
Blanc  to  Versailles  several  times,  and  he  always 
obtained  admission  for  me  to  a  good  place  in  what 
I  may  call  the  Strangers'  Gallery  of  the  National 
Assembly.  I  heard  Thiers  speak,  and  Gambetta, 
and  many  other  men  of  distinction,  and  it  was  an 
event  of  deepest  interest  in  my  life  to  be  present 
during  the  debates  of  an  assembly  which  had  for 
its  object  the  restoration  of  peace,  prosperity,  and 
order  in  France,  and  the  creation  of  a  new 
Republic. 

The  change  in  the  fortunes  of  the  country  was 
somewhat  curiously  brought  home  to  me  one  day 
when  Louis  Blanc  and  I  happened  to  be  passing 
the  ruins  of  the  Tuileries.  We  stopped  and  looked 
at  them  for  a  moment,  and  then  it  suddenly  came 
back  to  my  recollection  that  the  very  last  time  I 
had  ever  seen  Louis  Napoleon  was  one  day  when 
he  and  the  Empress  Eugenie  were  driving  in  their 
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carriage  out  of  the  Palace  gates,  and  a  crowd  of 
passers-by  had  collected  to  do  them  honour.  That 
was  before  there  had  come  up  any  expectation  of 
a  war  between  France  and  Prussia,  and  even  so 
lately  as  that  time  there  was  still  a  large  pro- 
portion of  the  French  people  who  firmly  believed 
that  Louis  Napoleon  was  founding  a  strong  and 
a  stable  Empire.  It  seemed  to  me  but  the  other 
day  that  I  had  thus  seen  the  Emperor  and  the 
Empress ;  and  now  the  Empire  had  gone  down,  and 
Louis  Napoleon  and  Eugenie  were  exiles  in  London. 
During  my  stay  in  Paris  I  spent  many  pleasant 
hours  in  the  home  of  Mr.  Crawford,  then  the  Paris 
correspondent  of  The  Daily  News,  and  his  wife, 
Emily  Crawford.  Mrs.  Crawford  was  bright  and 
charming  in  conversation,  was  a  keen  observer, 
full  of  ideas,  and  had  thoroughly  studied  the  social 
and  political  life  of  Paris.  After  her  husband's 
death  she  succeeded  him  as  correspondent  of  The 
Daily  News,  and  I  never  afterwards  visited  the 
French  capital  without  going  to  see  her  and 
enjoying  her  genial  hospitality.  My  stay  in  Paris 
at  this  time  was  not  very  long,  and  I  returned  to 
my  occupations  in  London  with  my  thoughts  still 
much  occupied  by  the  fallen  Empire  and  the  rising 
Republic. 

I  worked  on  The  Daily  News  as  a  writer  of 
"  leaders "  and  occasional  literary  articles  very 
regularly.  I  used  to  go  down  to  the  offices  of  The 
Daily  News  in  Bouverie  Street,  Fleet  Street,  for 
five  nights  in  each  week,  the  Sunday  night  being 
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generally  one  of  them,  and  write  on  some  topic  or 
other  which  had  just  come  up  to  interest  the  public. 
At  the  same  time  I  kept  assiduously  to  my  work 
as  a  novelist  and  as  a  writer  of  short  stories.  I 
greatly  enjoyed  my  work,  and  some  of  my  novels 
were  so  favourably  noticed  by  the  Press,  and  so 
well  received  by  the  public,  that  I  began  to  ask 
myself  now  and  then,  and  to  be  asked  by  others, 
whether  it  would  not  be  better  for  me  to  give  up 
the  daily  work  of  journalism  altogether,  and  de- 
vote myself  to  the  writing  of  books.  Life  would 
most  certainly  be  easier  and  much  more  under  my 
own  control  if  I  were  able  to  make  a  living  by 
settling  down  to  my  own  desk  in  my  own  study, 
and  were  freed  from  the  nightly  attendance  at  a 
newspaper  office  and  the  mental  distraction  of 
having  to  write  leading  articles  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment  on  all  manner  of  subjects.  But  if  I  had 
any  occasional  yearnings  for  the  quiet  and  self- 
directed  life  of  a  literary  man  I  did  not  allow  them 
to  sway  me,  and  I  held  on  steadfastly  to  my 
newspaper  work. 

My  readers  will  probably  have  seen  long  before 
this  that  I  had  a  very  decided  taste  for  politics 
and  political  subjects.  I  liked  to  feel  that  I  was 
engaged,  to  some  extent  at  least,  in  the  thrilling 
movements  of  political  life.  It  was  often  part  of 
my  duty,  indeed  during  each  session  of  Parliament 
the  main  part  of  my  duty,  to  write  articles  on  the 
debates  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  I  had 
always  a  seat  provided  for  me  in  the  Press  Gallery 
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of  the  House,  where  I  could  listen  to  the  debate 
and  write  my  comments  on  it  as  it  went  on.  There 
was  a  great  charm  to  me  about  this  study  of  the 
House  of  Commons.  The  arrangements  of  the 
Press  Gallery,  though  not  nearly  so  good  as  they 
have  been  made  in  later  times,  were  very  well 
suited  to  the  work  of  a  leader-writer.  There  were 
convenient  writing-rooms,  and  one  could  dine  on 
the  premises,  if  I  may  use  that  somewhat  familiar 
expression  when  speaking  of  so  august  an  insti- 
tution as  Westminster  Palace.  I  had  cultured 
and  brilliant  writers  of  leading  articles  for  my 
companions  in  the  Press  Gallery,  and  among  the 
reporters  who  had  front  seats  in  the  same  gallery 
during  their  "turns"  of  note-taking  there  were 
young  men  who  have  since  won  high  literary 
distinction.  Even  while  the  debate  was  actually 
going  on  there  were  sure  to  be  many  speakers  on 
whose  words  the  public  could  not  be  supposed  to 
hang  with  passionate  interest,  and  the  writer  of 
leading  articles  could  feel  quite  free  while  these 
orators  were  in  possession  of  the  House  to  pay  a 
visit  to  the  smoking-room,  and  relieve  his  mind  for 
the  while  from  the  pains  of  literary  composition. 

There  was  one  difficulty  in  the  way  of  the 
leader-writer  during  the  early  'seventies  which  has 
been,  to  a  great  extent,  removed  by  the  better 
mechanical  facilities  given  in  more  recent  times 
to  the  production  of  the  morning  newspaper. 
When  I  was  writing  in  the  Press  Gallery  for  The 
Daily  News  the    paper  had   to  go  to   press  at   a 
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very  early  hour  in  the  morning,  and  as  a  matter 
of  necessity  the  leader-writer's  article  had  to  be 
finished  and  despatched  to  the  office  of  the  journal 
long  before  there  was  any  chance  of  the  sitting 
coining  to  a  close.  After  his  article,  completed 
so  far  as  he  could  complete  it,  had  reached  the 
editorial  office,  there  might  still  be  some  little 
time  during  which  the  editor  could  add  a  few 
lines  in  further  explanation  of  the  course  which 
the  debate  was  taking.  But  it  happened  not  in- 
frequently that  the  debate  went  on,  and  that  the 
division  was  taken  long  after  the  time  when  any 
addition  or  alteration  could  be  made  in  the  leading 
article.  Therefore  the  leader-writer  in  the  Press 
Gallery  had  always  to  bear  in  mind  that  he  must 
not  construct  his  article  on  the  basis  of  a  too 
confident  expectation  as  to  what  might  happen 
before  the  close  of  the  sitting.  He  must  do  his 
best  to  see  that  the  coming  events,  which  might 
not  have  quite  cast  their  shadow  before,  were  not 
found  to  be  in  absolute  contradiction  with  a  fore- 
cast indulged  in  too  confidently  by  the  writer. 
The  inevitable  result  of  this  condition  of  things 
was  that  the  article  had  often  to  be  a  kind  of 
rhetorical  essay  in  the  air — an  essay  on  the  whole 
general  subject,  not  committing  the  paper  to  any 
final  opinion  on  the  effect  of  the  evening's  debate. 
To  one  behind  the  scenes,  who  thoroughly  under- 
stood the  working  of  the  system,  there  was  occa- 
sionally something  rather  comical  about  the  final 
form  which  the  article  took  in  the  morning's  issue 
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of  the  journal.  Let  me  assume,  in  order  to  make 
my  meaning  clear,  a  case  not  merely  possible,  but 
which  in  many  instances  actually  occurred.  The 
subject  of  debate,  we  will  suppose,  was  a  resolution 
brought  forward  by  some  leading  orator  of  the 
Opposition  condemning  the  Government  for  a 
course  he  believed  it  meant  to  take  with  regard 
to  a  great  crisis  in  foreign  affairs.  The  debate  was 
thought  likely  to  last  for  two  or  three  sittings,  and 
the  leader-writer  had  this  belief  fully  in  his  mind 
when  he  began  to  write  his  article.  If  he  were  an 
experienced  hand,  he  took  care  not  to  rely  too 
much  on  this  belief,  and  tried  to  secure  himself 
against  possibilities  by  making  his  article  a  sort 
of  general  attack  on  the  Government  and  its  policy 
— I  am  now  assuming  that  his  journal  was  on  the 
side  of  the  Opposition — and  giving  the  fullest  sup- 
port to  the  resolution  and  the  speaker  who  cham- 
pioned it.  He  kept  on  with  his  work  until  the 
time  came  when  the  "copy"  had  to  be  sent  to 
the  newspaper,  and  then  he  had  nothing  more  to 
do  but  to  listen  to  the  debate  without  any  hope 
of  being  able  to  add  to  his  commentary.  But  then 
comes  in  that  terrible  and  unmanageable  "  un- 
expected." The  leader  of  the  Government  rises 
at  a  late  hour  and  delivers  a  speech,  declaring  that 
his  colleagues  and  he  had  no  intention  whatever 
of  acting  upon  any  such  policy  as  that  ascribed  to 
them  by  the  right  honourable  gentleman  who  had 
proposed  the  resolution.  He  explains  with  a  cer- 
tain jocose  humour  that  he  had  not  intervened  at 


BACK    TO    LONDON  189 

an  earlier  period  of  the  debate  because  he  wished 
to  give  the  right  honourable  and  honourable  gentle- 
men on  the  other  side  of  the  House  a  full  oppor- 
tunity of  expressing  the  views  which  they  evidently 
believed  to  be  of  great  importance  to  the  public 
interest.  Then,  having  made  it  clear  that  the 
course  taken  by  the  Opposition  was  a  complete 
mistake,  he  put  it  to  the  House  whether  there 
would  be  any  advantage  in  the  prolongation  of 
the  debate.  The  result  is  that  the  resolution  of 
censure  has  to  be  withdrawn,  and  the  whole  debate 
comes  practically  to  nothing.  This  settlement  of 
the  question  becomes  known  to  the  editor  of  our 
imaginary  journal  just  in  time  for  him  to  prefix 
a  few  lines  to  the  article  describing  the  fate  of 
the  resolution.  It  is  too  late  for  any  alteration 
of  the  article  itself,  and  too  late,  under  the  mecha- 
nical arrangements  of  the  paper,  for  its  complete 
withdrawal.  Therefore  the  article  comes  out  the 
next  morning  with  its  few  opening  lines  announc- 
ing the  fate  of  the  resolution,  and  its  whole  sub- 
stance a  vigorous  essay  maintaining  the  purport 
of  the  resolution,  and  denouncing  the  Government 
for  a  policy  it  never  intended  to  pursue.  I  have 
often  wondered  what  the  ordinary  reader,  who 
knew  nothing  of  the  mechanical  arrangements  and 
restrictions  under  which  the  editor  had  to  work, 
must  have  thought  of  an  article  which  opened  with 
a  definite  and  final  announcement,  and  then  went 
on  through  its  whole  length  as  if  no  such  announce- 
ment had  ever  been  made. 
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I  have  taken  a  peculiar  instance,  but  I  can 
assure  my  readers  that  I  have  known  many  in- 
stances in  which  something  equally  inconsistent 
has  shown  itself  in  the  leading  columns  of  a  morn- 
ing newspaper.  Of  late  years  there  has  been  so 
great  an  improvement  in  all  the  working  arrange- 
ments— I  mean  the  mechanical  arrangements — of 
journalism,  and  in  the  efficiency  of  the  telegraphic 
system,  that  during  my  later  time  of  leader  writing 
we  were  seldom  driven  to  such  embarrassing  and 
unsatisfactory  compromises.  But  for  some  time 
after  my  earliest  connection  with  The  Daily  News 
such  things  were  still  possible,  and  could  only  be 
avoided  with  certainty  by  attempting  no  leading 
article  on  any  great  question  in  the  House  of 
Commons  which  was  not  sure  to  last  over  that 
particular  sitting,  or  else  only  to  write  over  the 
head  and  round  about  the  subject  of  debate,  with- 
out committing  the  paper  to  any  definite  expression 
of  opinion  as  to  the  result  of  the  coming  division. 

I  had  now  settled  down  in  London,  and  came 
into  close  association  with  some  artistic,  literary, 
and  political  circles.  At  that  time  the  artistic 
school  known  as  that  of  the  pre-Raphaelites  was 
spreading  widely  its  influence,  and  there  were 
many  rising  poets  of  this  new  school  which  recog- 
nised Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti,  Algernon  Charles 
Swinburne,  and  William  Morris  as  its  leaders  and 
its  lights.  There  was  a  brilliant  circle  existing 
then  in  London,  whose  social  life  I  have  described 
in  another  book  of  mine  as  the  Bohemia  of  Fitzroy 
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Square.  I  gave  it  that  name  because  its  central 
point  might  be  said  to  be  the  house  and  studio 
of  Ford  Madox  Brown,  the  founder  of  the  pre- 
Raphaelite  school  of  painters,  and  afterwards  closely 
connected  with  the  Kossetti  family.  Madox  Brown 
was  a  painter  of  really  original  genius,  of  splendid 
executive  power,  and  of  the  highest  culture  in  his 
art.  The  squares  and  streets  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Fitzroy  Square  were  then  much  occupied 
by  literary  men,  by  painters,  and  by  rising  poli- 
ticians. I  hear  that  this  region,  which  for  a  while 
fell  into  a  sort  of  obscurity  when  some  of  its  leading 
intellectual  lights  had  gone  out,  is  once  again  be- 
coming a  centre  of  literature  and  art.  In  the  days 
of  Ford  Madox  Brown  this  was  its  special  charac- 
teristic. Madox  Brown  himself  was  not  only  a  great 
painter,  but  a  deep  thinker  on  most  subjects ;  and, 
unlike  many  artists,  he  took  an  intense  interest  in 
political  reforms  of  every  kind,  in  all  movements, 
Parliamentary  or  other,  which  tended  to  the  ad- 
vancement of  education  and  of  progress  towards 
political  freedom  and  the  abolition  of  disqualifying 
restrictions.  I  found  myself  deeply  interested  in 
the  society  around  me,  and  I  never  look  back  upon 
those  times  without  feeling  that  I  was  especially 
fortunate  in  my  association  with  such  a  set  of 
workers.  We  used  to  have  frequent  gatherings 
in  each  other's  houses  for  the  purpose  of  discus- 
sing every  new  development  in  art  and  letters  and 
political  life,  and  the  interest  created  by  our  genial 
meetings  began  to  bring  leaders  of  public  opinion 
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from  the  circles  of  the  West  End  to  share  in  our 
conversations. 

We  were  near  to  the  British  Museum  and  to 
the  London  University  College  buildings,  and  the 
student  might  well  have  found  himself  at  home 
and  happy  in  such  a  region.  My  son  was  a  pupil 
in  the  school  and  college  attached  to  the  London 
University,  and  my  daughter  studied  art  in  the 
Slade  School  for  many  years.  I  do  not  believe 
that  her  education  has  suffered  in  any  sense  from 
the  fact  that  she  never  attended  any  school  of 
general  instruction.  It  was  in  itself  a  liberal  edu- 
cation for  her  to  have  been  brought  up  in  constant 
association  with  that  which  I  have  called  the 
Bohemia  of  Fitzroy  Square.  I  may  mention  in 
describing  this  part  of  my  life  that  we  indulged 
ourselves  every  year  in  a  holiday  of  foreign  travel. 
We  spent  our  holidays  in  France,  Holland,  and 
Belgium,  and  in  Italy,  making  ourselves  especially 
well  acquainted  with  Borne,  Florence,  Venice, 
Naples,  and  the  Italian  lakes.  It  seemed  to  me 
at  the  time,  and  it  seems  to  me  still,  that  this  was 
about  as  good  a  system  of  education  as  my  son  and 
daughter  could  have  obtained. 

Meanwhile  I  kept  on  working  at  the  production 
of  novels,  and  some  of  these  were  successful  enough 
to  justify  me  in  keeping  to  that  line  of  produc- 
tiveness. But  I  also  began  to  take  closer  and  deeper 
interest  in  politics,  and  I  got  into  the  way  of  speak- 
ing at  political  meetings  and  taking  part  in  associa- 
tions having  for  their  object  the  promotion  of  the 
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Irish  National  cause.  I  had  never  for  a  moment 
lost  my  sympathy  with  that  cause,  or  thrown  away 
any  opportunity  of  helping  towards  its  advance- 
ment. One  of  my  near  neighbours  at  that  time 
was  a  young  man  whose  name  afterwards  became 
famous  throughout  the  civilised  world,  the  late 
Charles  Stewart  Parnell.  I  first  came  to  know 
him  because  we  were  both  members  of  an  associa- 
tion of  London  Irishmen  banded  together  for  the 
spread  of  the  Irish  National  cause.  My  home  was 
then  in  Gower  Street,  and  Parnell  lived  in  one  of 
the  streets  leading  out  of  it.  He  used  to  come  to 
my  house  very  often,  and  we  had  long  talks  over 
political  affairs.  One  of  Parnell's  sisters  was  greatly 
devoted  to  painting,  and  Parnell,  though  not  much 
of  an  artist  in  the  ordinary  sense,  took  a  kindly 
interest  in  my  daughter's  early  studies  at  the  Slade 
School.  He  was  a  very  young  man  then,  and  indeed 
his  whole  life  did  not  last  beyond  middle  age.  He 
was  very  tall,  very  handsome,  with  finely-moulded, 
delicate  features.  His  eyes  were  especially  remark- 
able. I  have  not  seen  others  like  them.  Their  light 
was  peculiar,  penetrating,  and,  to  use  aptly  a  some- 
what hackneyed  term,  magnetic.  His  manners  in 
private  life  were  singularly  sweet  and  winning,  and 
in  the  company  of  his  friends  he  was  both  humorous 
and  witty.  His  influence  over  me  and  his  advice 
began  to  give,  more  and  more,  a  distinctly  political 
turn  to  my  career.  He  had  already  begun  to  make 
himself  a  most  conspicuous  figure  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  but  as  yet  there  were  very  few  who  could 
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foresee  the  high  and  unique  position  which  he  was 
destined  to  hold  as  a  political  leader. 

I   had  for  a  long  time  been  contemplating  an 
attempt  at  a  historical  work,  and  my  first  idea  was 
to  write  a  history  of  the  English  Radical  party.   My 
intentions  were  well  known  to  my  friend  Sir  John 
Robinson,   the   manager  of   The  Daily  News,  and 
through  him  came  the  chance  which  first  led  to 
my  undertaking  a  political  work  of  a  considerably 
wider  order.     A  great  and  popular  publishing  firm 
in   London  was   contemplating   the   production  of 
a  history  of  Queen  Victoria's  reign,  and  a  leading 
member  of  the  firm  happened  to  have  some  con- 
versation on  the  subject  with  Sir  John  Robinson, 
who  suggested  my  name  as  that  of  a  likely  man 
to  undertake  such  a  work.     The  immediate  result 
of  this  suggestion  was  that  I  received  an  offer  from 
the  publishing  firm  on  what  appeared  to  me  fair 
and  even  liberal  terms,  which  I  promptly  accepted, 
and  an  engagement  was  entered  into  that  I  should 
write  the  history.     I  went  to  work  at  once,  and 
gave  all  my  spare  time  to  the  earlier  chapters  of 
the  book.  This  was  a  task  entirely  congenial  with  my 
literary  inclinations.     The  reign  of  Queen  Victoria 
had  begun  when  I  was  yet  but  a  little  child,  and 
had  thus  "  folded  in  the  orb  of  my  existence."     I 
had  always  been    from  my  very   boyhood    deeply 
interested  in  passing  events,  and  I  therefore  thought 
that  in  attempting  the   history   of  the   Victorian 
reign   I  was  not  dealing  with  an  altogether   un- 
familiar subject.     I  could  appreciate,  to  begin  with, 
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the  proportions  of  all  the  great  events  occurring 
during  that  time,  which  was  in  fact  my  own  life- 
time, and  I  felt  that  I  was  not  entering  into  an 
unknown  field  when  I  took  upon  myself  to  tell  the 
story  of  the  reign. 

I  was  working  steadily  on  my  opening  chapters 
when  my  historical  labours  were   suddenly  inter- 
rupted.    Some  paragraphs  had  just  then  appeared 
in  several  London  newspapers  announcing  the  fact 
that  I  had  been  requested  by  an  Irish  constituency 
to  become  its  representative  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons as  a  member  of  the  Irish   National   party. 
The  publishers  who  had  entered  into  the  engage- 
ment with  me  became  alarmed  at  the  idea  of  pre- 
senting to  the  reading  world  a  history  of  the  reign 
having  for  its  author  a  member  of  the  Home  Eule 
party  in  Parliament.     At  that  time,  as  indeed  at 
many  times  before  and  since,  the  average  British 
reader  was  not  likely  to  regard  with  much  favour 
anything  done  or  attempted  by  one  who  avowed 
his  association  with  such  a  political  group.     I  be- 
lieve also  that  the  paragraphs  in  the  newspapers 
gave  it  to  be  understood  that  if  elected  to  Parlia- 
ment I  might  be  expected  to  take  my  place  among 
the   most   advanced    of   the    Irish    Nationalists  — 
among  those  who  were  beginning  to  acknowledge 
the  influence  of  Parnell.      Under  these  conditions 
the  publishers  regarded  the  book  as  one  foredoomed 
to  failure  in  England,  and  they  wrote  to  me  ex- 
pressing  their   views,    and   offering   me   a   certain 
pecuniary  compensation  for  giving  up  the  engage- 
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merit,  on  my  part  to  write,  and  on  their  part  to 
publish  the  history.  I  need  not  go  further  into 
the  details  of  the  arrangements  which  followed, 
arrangements  which  were  submitted  to  the  judg- 
ment of  a  small  committee  of  arbitration  represent- 
ing each  side  of  the  dispute,  and  presided  over  by 
Sir  John  Robinson.  I  was  quite  resolved  that 
under  the  circumstances  my  work  must  not  be 
pressed  upon  the  publishers,  and  so  we  came  to 
a  sort  of  friendly  settlement  as  to  the  increase  of 
the  terms  of  compensation. 

I  had  before  this  time  had  some  dealings  with 
the  firm  of  Chatto  &  Windus,  and  when  the 
negotiations  with  the  other  publishers  had  come 
to  an  end  I  showed  the  chapters  I  had  written 
to  Mr.  Andrew  Chatto,  who  looked  over  them, 
and,  after  one  short  interview,  decided  to  publish 
the  history.  I  worked  hard  at  the  first  and  second 
volumes,  and  these  made  their  appearance  without 
undue  delay,  under  the  title  of  "  A  History  of  Our 
Own  Times."  The  opening  volumes  met  with  a 
success  which,  I  may  say  without  any  affectation 
of  modesty,  was  totally  unexpected  by  me,  and  a 
success,  too,  which  proved  that  the  British  public 
would  not  positively  refuse  to  read  a  book,  even 
a  book  on  living  history,  because  it  was  written 
by  an  Irishman  who  had  avowed  himself  a  sup- 
porter of  the  Irish  National  cause.  I  may  say  in 
passing  that  my  career  as  journalist,  novelist,  and 
historian,  depending  for  success  upon  the  English 
public,  might  well  have  been  regarded  as  hampered 
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from  the  beginning  by  the  fact  that  I  was  an  Irish- 
man, a  Roman  Catholic,  and  an  advocate  of  the 
cause  of  Home  Rule.  But  I  never  found  these 
facts  interfere  in  the  slightest  degree  with  the  fair 
receptions  of  my  books  by  English  critics  or  English 
readers.  Of  course  there  were  times  soon  to  come 
when  the  policy  pursued  by  the  Irish  National 
party  in  the  House  of  Commons  aroused  the 
wildest  storms  of  indignation  against  us  through- 
out England,  and  I  do  not  say  that  if  my  first 
and  second  volumes  had  been  published  during 
one  of  these  periods  its  success  might  not  have 
been  delayed  in  England  by  the  temper  of  the 
times.  But  everybody  must  make  allowance  for 
such  periods  of  political  animosity,  and  we  cannot 
expect  that  all  readers  should  have  minds  quite 
free  from  the  prejudices  of  the  hour.  What  I 
desire  to  comment  on  with  some  emphasis  is  that 
I  have  not  had  to  contend  during  my  career  with 
any  unfair  treatment  on  the  part  of  publishers  or 
public  because  of  my  nationality,  my  religion,  or 
my  political  opinions.  I  may  say  in  passing  from 
this  subject  that  the  publication  of  the  first  and 
second  volume  of  "  A  History  of  Our  Own  Times  " 
made  a  distinct  epoch  in  my  literary  career,  and 
that  my  close  friendship  with  the  publishing  firm 
of  Chatto  &  Windus,  which  began  with  the  publi- 
cation of  that  history,  is  likely  to  last  during  the 
remainder  of  my  life. 

The  newspapers  which   announced    that  I  had 
been  invited  to  stand  as  a  candidate  for  the  repre- 
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sentation  of  an  Irish  constituency  were  correct  in 
their  announcement.  I  began  to  feel  little  doubt 
that  whenever  a  vacancy  occurred  in  one  or  other 
of  certain  Irish  constituencies  I  should  be  invited 
to  offer  myself  as  a  candidate  for  the  vacant  seat. 
Up  to  this  time  I  had  not  committed  myself  to 
any  definite  support  of  either  of  the  two  sections 
into  which  the  Irish  parliamentary  party  was  then 
divided.  Let  it  be  understood  that  there  was  no 
difference  of  principle  in  that  party  so  far  as  Home 
Kule  and  the  great  land  question  were  concerned. 
On  these  and  most  other  of  the  questions  affecting 
the  national  interests  of  Ireland  the  whole  party 
was  of  one  mind.  But  there  was  a  great  and 
growing  division  of  opinion  as  to  the  best  method 
of  conducting  the  campaign  in  Parliament  for  the 
settlement  of  these  questions.  No  actual  and 
formal  disruption  of  the  party  had  yet  taken 
place,  and  Isaac  Butt  was  still  accepted  on  both 
sides  as  the  leader  of  the  Irish  Nationalist  mem- 
bers. The  differences  already  making  themselves 
apparent,  which  ended  in  something  like  a  revolt 
in  the  party,  were  entirely  concerned  with  the 
method  in  which  the  struggle  ought  to  be  con- 
ducted in  the  House  of  Commons.  Isaac  Butt, 
the  nominal  leader,  was  a  politician  of  the  old 
school,  filled  with  a  spirit  of  deference  for  all  the 
systems  and  the  forms  of  the  House  of  Commons, 
and  anxious  that  the  party  should  show  itself 
thoroughly  amenable  to  the  authorities  and  the 
usages  of  the  House.     On  the  other  hand,  Parnell 
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had  already  made  his  mark  by  endeavouring  to 
introduce  an  entirely  different  system  of  policy 
and  of  tactics.  Parnell's  firm  belief  was  that 
the  one  only  course  for  the  Irish  parliamentary 
party  was  to  compel  the  attention  of  the  whole 
country  to  the  national  claims  of  Ireland.  His 
desire  was  to  make  it  clear  to  the  House  of 
Commons  and  to  the  country  that  if  the  House 
would  not  give  its  due  consideration  to  the  claims 
urged  by  the  Irish  members,  then  the  Irish  mem- 
bers must  make  it  clear  that  they  would  allow  no 
other  work  to  be  done. 

Parnell's  policy  was,  in  fact,  that  system  of 
obstruction  which  afterwards  created  so  great  a 
commotion  all  through  the  country,  and  became 
talked  of  throughout  the  whole  civilised  world. 
The  rules  of  the  House  of  Commons  then  gave 
almost  infinite  opportunities  for  the  working  of 
the  policy  of  obstruction.  That  policy  was  no 
invention  of  Parnell's,  and  had  indeed  been  a 
recognised  method  of  parliamentary  warfare  ever 
since  the  constitutional  system  in  its  more  modern 
form  came  to  be  established  in  England.  But  in 
the  days  before  Parnell  had  come  to  the  front  the 
policy  of  obstruction  was  only  put  into  practice  at 
rare  intervals,  and  when  some  exceptional  occasion 
arose  which  one  or  other  political  party  might 
regard  as  a  justification  for  resisting,  by  every 
constitutional  means,  the  action  of  the  Govern- 
ment. Our  history  is  full  of  instances  in  which 
illustrious  leaders  of  the  Opposition  had  felt  them- 
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selves  warranted  in  opposing  the  passage  of  some 
particular  measure  by  means  of  unmitigated, 
although  strictly  constitutional,  obstruction.  But 
the  novelty  in  the  Irish  case  was  that  Parnell 
for  the  first  time  adopted  the  idea  of  resisting 
systematically  every  measure  brought  in  by  the 
Administration  unless  or  until  the  whole  claims 
of  Ireland  should  obtain  a  fair  hearing.  Parnell 
proposed  to  use  on  behalf  of  all  the  claims  of 
Ireland  the  policy  which  English  leaders  had 
only  applied  on  rare  occasions  to  exceptional 
measures. 

Parnell,  it  should  be  borne  in  mind,  was  always 
and  above  all  things  a  constitutional  and  parlia- 
mentary politician.  He  had  measured  the  whole 
situation  with  calm  and  keen  scrutiny  ;  he 
thoroughly  recognised  the  immense  power  which 
England  could  bring  to  bear  for  crushing  a  re- 
bellious movement,  and  he  therefore  never  gave 
the  slightest  encouragement  to  any  policy  which 
could  bring  about  such  a  result.  But  he  felt 
convinced  that,  even  while  keeping  strictly  within 
the  lines  of  the  constitution,  the  Irish  members 
could  so  completely  delay  and  disarrange  the  whole 
business  of  the  House  of  Commons  as  to  make  it 
worth  the  while  of  any  Ministry  to  come  to  terms 
with  them  on  the  subject  of  the  national  claims. 
Furthermore,  Parnell  had  a  strong  conviction  that 
if  by  such  a  policy  the  attention  of  the  whole 
English  people  could  be  aroused  or  even  startled 
into   a   knowledge   of  the  fact   that    Ireland   had 
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some  claims  to  press,  which  she  would  not  abandon, 
the  effect  would  be,  in  the  end,  to  obtain  a  hearing 
for  the  Irish  cause  from  all  reasonable  Englishmen, 
and  thus  to  secure  before  long  a  recognition  of  the 
justice  of  Ireland's  demands.  The  idea  that  Parnell 
ever  sought  to  carry  out  his  policy  for  the  mere 
purpose  of  tormenting  and  distracting  the  hostile 
majority  in  the  House  of  Commons,  an  idea  com- 
monly entertained  in  England  at  one  time,  was 
utterly  absurd.  Parnell  believed  that  he  had 
found  the  only  practicable  and  available  method 
under  all  the  conditions  of  securing  a  full  con- 
sideration for  the  Irish  cause,  and  to  secure  a  full 
consideration  for  it  was,  in  his  belief,  to  secure  its 
ultimate  peaceful  triumph.  He  was  first  elected 
to  the  House  of  Commons  in  April  1875,  and  he 
very  soon  began  his  policy  of  obstruction.  His 
policy  was  entirely  in  antagonism  to  that  of  Isaac 
Butt  and  to  most  of  the  elder  members  of  the 
Irish  National  party.  But  many  of  the  younger 
men  took  to  it  cordially,  and  Parnell  soon  began 
to  find  that  he  had  to  support  him  an  increasing 
number  of  followers.  It  gradually  became  evident 
that  the  party  would  have  to  choose,  once  for 
all,  between  the  policy  of  Butt  and  the  policy  of 
Parnell. 

In  the  early  days  of  1879  a  vacancy  occurred 
in  the  representation  of  Longford  county  in  Ire- 
land, because  of  the  death  of  one  of  its  two 
members.  I  received,  quite  unexpectedly,  from 
some    leading    Nationalists    in    the    county   an    in- 
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vitation  to  stand  as  a  candidate  for  the  vacant 
seat.  I  made  up  my  mind  at  once  to  accept  the 
invitation,  and  started  that  same  evening,  with 
my  son,  in  the  train  for  Holyhead  on  my  way  to 
Longford. 


CHAPTER   XII 

MEMBER    FOR    LONGFORD 

My  electioneering  campaign  in  Longford  does  not 
afford   me   much   opportunity  for   any  description 
of  the  characteristic  humours  supposed  to  belong 
to  a  parliamentary  contest  in  an  Irish  constituency. 
There  was  not,  from  beginning  to  end,  the  slightest 
chance  of  serious  and  practical  opposition  to  the  popu- 
lar candidate.      The  Conservative  or  Tory  party  in 
the  county  was  represented  only  by  the  resident  land- 
lords and  their  dependents,  while  an  overwhelming 
majority  of  the  voters  were  thoroughly  Nationalistic 
in  political  principles.     There   was,   to  be   sure,  a 
certain  difference  of  opinion  among  these  voters  as 
to  the  length  they  were  prepared  to  go  in  sup- 
porting the  old  Nationalist  policy  or  the  new ;  in 
other  words,  in  supporting  Butt  or  Parnell.     But 
it  might  safely  be  taken  for  granted  that  no  differ- 
ence of  opinion  among  the  majority  of  the  voters  on 
this  question  could  possibly  be  regarded  as  holding 
out  any  promise  of  success  to  a  Tory  candidate. 
I  believe  I  had  been  invited  to  stand  by  some  of 
the  leaders  of  the  local  Nationalist  party  on  the 
ground  that  I  was  not  likely  to  go  into  extremes 
on  the   one  side  or  the   other.     They  felt  that  I 
would  neither  refuse  to  leave  Butt  an  opportunity 
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of  mending  his  ways  and  adopting  a  stronger  policy, 
nor  deny  any  recognition  of  the  rising  claims  of 
Parnell.  Among  the  Longford  constituents  these 
Parnellite  claims  were  certainly  growing  in  strength, 
and  it  was  probably  well  known  that  I  was  a 
personal  friend  of  Parnell,  although  not  yet  actually 
pledged  to  his  parliamentary  policy.  I  had  therefore 
a  very  easy  and  pleasant  time  of  it  in  this  my  first 
appearance  as  a  candidate  for  election  to  the  House 
of  Commons. 

One  of  the  leading  Nationalists  of  the  county, 
from  whom,  indeed,  and  through  whose  influence 
I  had  received  my  invitation  to  become  a  candidate, 
was  Mr.  Harry  M'Cann,  whose  close  friendship  I 
obtained — a  friendship  which  lasted  until  his  death 
not  many  years  ago.  Harry  M'Cann  was  a  very 
remarkable  and  interesting  figure  in  the  local  life 
of  his  county.  He  was  by  occupation  what  used 
to  be  called  a  gentleman-farmer,  and  he  carried  on 
a  large  business  with  the  products  of  his  farm.  He 
had  a  fine  figure,  an  expressive  face,  an  immense 
shaggy  beard,  and  energetic  movements,  and  looked 
as  if  he  might  have  stepped  on  to  Longford  soil 
from  one  of  Bret  Harte's  mining  camps.  He  was 
a  splendid  horseman,  and  devoted  to  hunting  and 
steeplechasing.  But  he  had  a  great  deal  more  in 
him  than  an  ordinary  observer  would  have  assumed 
after  a  casual  meeting.  M'Cann  was  really  a  man 
of  remarkable  natural  ability  ;  he  had  had  a  very 
good  education  to  begin  with,  and  he  had  read  and 
studied   much   for   himself.     He   had    travelled   on 
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the  European  Continent  and  in  the  United  States 
and  Canada,  and  he  always  carried  away  with  him 
vivid  impressions  of  everything  he  had  seen.     He 
was  a   thinking  man   in   his  way,   and   his   ideas, 
whether   right  or  wrong,   were  all    his  own.     He 
was  always  anxious  to  learn  something  new,  and 
if  anybody  with  whom  he  came  into  conversation 
could  tell  anything  worth  knowing,  Harry  M'Cann 
was  sure  to  get  it  out  of  him.     Few  men  whom  I 
ever  met  have  seemed  to  me  more  interesting  in 
conversation     than    my    dear    old     friend     Harry 
M'Cann,   and  I  have   always    thought  that  if  he 
had   been   a  man    of  independent   means,   or  had 
possessed  any  personal  ambition,   he    might   have 
played  a  conspicuous  and  honourable  part  in  public 
life.     But  he  had  a  wife  and  children  to  support, 
and    he    was    strongly    and    almost    sentimentally 
attached  to  that   part   of  Ireland  familiar  to  him 
from   his   boyhood.      No    persuasion    could    induce 
him  to  accept  a  seat   in   the   House   of  Commons 
as  one  of  the  representatives  of  his  county,  because 
it  would  have  taken  him  away  so  much  from  his 
beloved  home.     It  was,  I  am  sure,  because  he  was 
a  close  reader  of  books,  new  as  well  as  old,  that  he 
had  come  to  take  an  interest  in  my  writings,  and 
had  been  led  to  believe  that  I  might  be  a  suitable 
representative  of  Longford.     All  the  time  he  had 
to    spare    from    his   business    concerns    and    from 
hunting  appointments  he  devoted  to  local  affairs, 
and  at  the  time  when  I  first  knew  him  was  chair- 
man of  the  Longford  Board  of  Guardians.     He  was 
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a  most  hospitable  man,  was  fond  of  entertaining 
his  friends,  and  gave  them  excellent  wines.  He 
was  generous  to  all  who  had  need  of  his  help,  and 
the  poor  of  Longford  found  in  him  a  sympathetic 
and  benevolent  friend.  He  had  come  to  hold  great 
influence  in  his  part  of  the  county,  for  every  one 
knew  that  he  had  a  clear  head  and  a  sound  judg- 
ment, and  that  he  sought  no  personal  or  selfish 
advantages  in  any  of  his  public  acts.  He  was  a 
most  delightful  host,  imbued  with  all  the  spirit 
of  a  high-class  and  much  travelled  country  gentle- 
man of  an  order  which  I  think  is  not  quite  common 
in  secluded  parts  of  the  country,  whether  England 
or  Ireland,  in  our  present  time.  Harry  M'Cann 
would  have  kept  the  dullest  company  alive  by 
his  genuine  gift  of  humour,  his  quickness  of  re- 
partee, his  skill  as  a  story-teller,  and  the  variety 
of  illustration  which  he  was  able  to  give  to  every 
subject  from  his  own  mind,  his  reading,  and  his 
experiences.  He  also  possessed  that  rare  and 
happy  quality  of  sympathy  which  enabled  him  to 
see  the  best  that  was  in  every  man,  and  thus 
to  bring  it  forth  in  conversation.  I  enjoyed  many 
dinner-parties  at  his  house,  and  he  did  not  confine 
his  invitations  merely  to  men  of  his  own  political 
views,  but  had  made  for  himself  close  friends  among 
Conservative  landlords  as  well  as  among  Irish 
Nationalists.  One  entertainment  given  at  his 
house  I  have  ever  since  borne  in  mind,  and  it 
always  seems  to  me  as  if  it  had  come  into  life 
from  the  pages  of  one  of  Scott's  novels.     First  we 
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had  a  dinner  at  which  only  men  were  present, 
and  the  viands  and  the  wines  would  have  done 
credit  to  a  lordly  "  pleasure-house,"  while  the  talk 
that  went  round  the  table  was  as  sparkling  as 
the  finest  champagne  could  desire  to  have  for  its 
accompaniment.  Then  there  came  an  evening 
party,  at  which  of  course  a  crowd  of  ladies  was 
present,  and  later  still  there  was  a  dance,  which 
we  kept  up  until  the  stars  had  faded  from  the  sky 
and  the  flush  of  dawn  came  to  tell  of  the  inquisitive 
day.  Nothing  could  in  its  way  have  been,  as  I 
thought,  more  picturesque  than  the  scene  which 
I  looked  upon  outside  the  hall-door  of  the  house 
as  the  guests  were  taking  their  departure.  The 
ladies  went  off  in  carriages,  many  of  the  male 
guests  mounted  their  horses ;  the  whole  drive  was 
covered  with  the  departing  guests  on  horse,  in 
carriage,  or  on  foot ;  there  was  loud  interchange 
of  friendly  farewells  and  cheery  congratulations 
on  the  success  of  the  evening's  entertainment ; 
some  of  the  mounted  guests  carolled  snatches  of 
songs,  the  ladies  in  the  carriages  waved  their 
handkerchiefs  to  the  host  and  hostess  at  the  door- 
way, and  the  dispersing  crowd  began  to  stream 
its  different  ways  along  the  road  and  over  the 
range  of  low-lying  hills.  It  must  have  been 
something  in  this  movement  of  horses  and 
carriages,  and  this  waving  of  farewells  under 
the  skies  of  the  rising  morn,  that  gave  to  my 
fancy  an  entirely  old-time  aspect  of  the  scene, 
and   set    me    thinking   of  Walter    Scott    when    I 
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might    perhaps    have    been    reminded    of   Charles 
Lever. 

One  of  Harry  M'Cann's  close  friends,  however, 
whom  I  often  met  in  his  house,  did  certainly 
remind  me  of  some  types  of  Irish  character  to  be 
found  in  Lever's  novels.  This  was  a  local  lawyer, 
an  attorney  as  the  phrase  then  put  it,  Mr. 
Christopher  Reynolds,  or  Kit  Reynolds  as  he 
was  almost  invariably  described  by  those  who 
knew  him,  and  even  by  many  who  did  not  know 
him  but  had  only  heard  of  him.  Kit  Reynolds 
had  a  very  considerable  practice  in  the  law 
courts  of  Longford  and  of  Dublin ;  but  unless 
you  happened  to  be  a  client  of  his  or  engaged  in 
some  law-suit  wherein  he  represented  the  other 
side,  you  might  have  met  him  incessantly  without 
discovering  that  he  had  anything  to  do  with  the 
instructing  of  counsel  or  the  preparation  of  briefs. 
His  whole  sense  and  soul  appeared  to  be  given  up 
to  sport  of  some  kind  or  other.  He  was  devoted 
to  hunting  and  to  horse-racing,  and  he  seemed 
never  to  talk  voluntarily  on  any  other  subject ;  he 
was  full  of  a  rich  jovial  humour,  and  used  to  rattle 
off  good  things  as  easily  as  another  man  could  give 
out  commonplaces.  He  was  a  good  shot,  had  an 
intense  interest  in  all  open-air  sports,  and  was  at 
the  same  time  a  capital  hand  with  a  pack  of 
cards.  No  one  could  help  liking  him,  and  I  do 
not  remember  having  ever  heard  any  censorious 
criticism  passed  upon  him.  The  whole  figure  was 
an    absolute    novelty   to    me.       I    had    known    in 
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my  native  city  many  barristers  and  attorneys 
who  loved  hunting  and  racing,  and  were  good 
at  field-sports  of  all  kinds,  but  with  them  the 
hunting  and  the  racing  and  the  other  field-sports 
seemed  only  to  be  the  holiday  pastimes  which 
relieved  the  close  and  heavy  work  of  their  pro- 
fessional business.  Kit  Eeynolds,  on  the  other 
hand,  seemed  to  the  ordinary  observer  as  if  he 
had  been  created  for  nothing  but  riding  and  sport. 
I  suppose  he  must  have  attended  to  his  professional 
work  somehow  or  other,  and  indeed  I  had  myself 
some  dealings  with  him  in  his  professional  capacity, 
but  except  for  this  accidental  fact,  and  for  what 
his  friends  told  me  about  him,  I  might  never  have 
known  that  Kit  Reynolds  was  under  the  necessity 
of  making  a  living  by  his  work  as  a  lawyer. 

The  last  time  of  my  meeting  with  Harry 
M'Cann  saw  an  event  which  may  be  described 
as  a  sort  of  milestone,  metaphorically  that  is  to 
say,  in  the  story  of  my  life.  There  had  been 
during  the  day  a  distribution  of  prizes  for  athletic 
sports,  and  in  the  evening  we  had  a  dinner  at 
Harry  M'Cann's  and  a  final  dance.  That  was  for 
me  a  final  dance  in  the  most  literal  sense.  I 
accomplished,  not  altogether  too  awkwardly  let  me 
hope,  a  waltz  or  a  polka  with  a  Longford  lady,  and 
that  was  the  last  time  I  ever  took  any  part 
but  that  of  a  spectator  in  the  festivities  of  the 
ball-room.  Thereupon  I  accepted  my  place  as 
one  of  the  order  of  elderly  gentlemen  who  are 
supposed  to  look  down  with  a  sort  of  benevolent 
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pity  on  the  vain  and  frivolous  amusements  of  the 
dance. 

I  was  most  agreeably  surprised  and  impressed 
when  I  found  on  my  first  visit  to  Longford  that  I 
had  to  deal  with  so  instructive  a  guide  and  so 
companionable  and  interesting  a  host.  Under  his 
conduct  I  attended  several  meetings,  private  as 
well  as  public,  brought  together  to  consider  and 
pronounce  upon  my  qualifications  as  a  National 
representative.  I  had  very  little  real  difficulty 
to  contend  with  ;  and  even  if  there  had  been  much 
more  trouble  to  encounter,  it  would  have  been  made 
to  seem  light  under  the  genial  influence  of  Harry 
M'Cann's  amusing  stories  and  unfailing  encourage- 
ment. We  had  alarming  reports  every  now  and 
then  about  some  new  candidate  who  was  to  be 
started  at  any  risk  by  the  Conservative  landlords ; 
and  although  it  was  quite  certain  that  no  such 
candidate  would  have  the  least  chance  of  obtaining 
the  seat,  yet  the  trouble,  the  excitement,  the  dis- 
turbance and  commotion,  as  well  as  the  expense  of 
a  contested  election,  seemed  to  us  only  all  the  more 
undesirable  because  absolutely  futile  and  merely 
vexatious.  Nothing  came  of  these  rumours,  how- 
ever, and  when  the  day  fixed  for  the  nomination 
arrived  no  other  candidate  offered  himself  to  the 
constituency.  Then  followed  what  was  to  me  at 
the  time  the  most  nervously  exciting  part  of  the 
whole  business.  After  the  nomination  the  presid- 
ing officer  had  to  allow  an  hour  for  the  possible 
appearance    of    a    second    candidate.       This    short 
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interval  we  passed  in  the  office  of  the  local 
magistrates.  Harry  M'Cann  and  two  or  three 
other  friends  were  with  me ;  the  authorities  were 
properly  represented,  and  it  might  have  seemed 
not  disagreeable  to  spend  an  hour  in  social  con- 
versation while  the  minutes  were  speeding  on 
towards  the  completion  of  the  fateful  hour.  But 
my  trouble  was .  that  the  minutes  did  not  seem  to 
me  to  be  speeding  on  by  any  means,  but  rather 
to  be  crawling  along  with  unutterable  tediousness. 
It  was  always  one  of  my  weaknesses  to  become  very 
nervous  when  a  fixed  time  had  to  be  spent  in  mere 
waiting  and  doing  nothing.  My  weakness  in  this 
way  was  soon  discovered  by  my  friend  Harry 
M'Cann.  After  what  had  seemed  to  me  an  intoler- 
able stretch  of  time,  a  lapse  in  fact  of  some  fifteen 
minutes,  I  rose  from  my  seat  unthinkingly  and 
began  to  walk  up  and  down  the  room.  Then 
M'Cann  declared  to  me  with  a  bright  smile  that 
he  had  never  until  that  moment  suspected  me  of 
being  a  nervous  man ;  but  when  he  saw  me  get 
up  and  begin  to  pace  the  room  he  felt  perfectly 
assured  that  he  had  plucked  out  the  heart  of  my 
mystery.  The  poet  Cowper  it  is,  I  think,  who  tells 
us  to  "  beware  of  desperate  steps,"  for  the  good 
reason  that  "  the  longest  day,  live  till  to-morrow  will 
have  passed  away."  I  might,  from  my  own  experi- 
ence, modify  the  advice  for  the  benefit  of  future 
parliamentary  candidates  placed  under  conditions 
like  to  mine,  and  recommend  them  not  to  bemn 
walking  impatiently  up  and  down  the  room,  but  to 
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remember  that  the  longest  hour  will  pass  away 
within  sixty  minutes.  This  was  certainly  what 
happened  in  my  own  case,  and  the  presiding  officer 
presently  announced  that  the  appointed  time  had 
passed,  that  no  second  candidate  had  been  pro- 
posed, and  that  I  was  therefore  elected  as  one  of 
the  members  for  the  county  of  Longford. 

I  was  much  interested  in  my  observation  of  the 
life,  the  movement,  and  the  ways  of  Longford 
during  my  earlier  visits  to  my  constituents.  And 
I  was  deeply  interested  in  them  also  during  my 
later  visits,  but  at  first  they  had  the  charm  for  me 
of  novelty  and  of  old  recollections  as  well.  I  had 
been  for  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  century  a  resi- 
dent in  England  before  I  was  invited  to  stand 
for  Longford,  and  therefore  I  found  the  charm 
of  novelty  in  being  once  again  an  Irishman  on  his 
own  soil  and  among  his  own  people.  But  of  course 
all  my  old  memories  of  Ireland  came  to  lend  the 
other  charm  of  recollection  and  association  to 
everything  I  saw  around  me  when  I  visited  my 
Longford  constituency.  Longford  is  a  central  part 
of  Ireland,  far  away  from  the  sea  and  from  the  great 
seaport  cities,  is  or  was  then  very  seldom  visited 
by  strangers,  and  it  had  kept  up  all  its  old  ways 
undiluted  by  the  ways  of  London,  or  Liverpool,  or 
Manchester.  It  seemed  to  me  that  I  had  gone 
back  to  the  days  of  my  youth,  and  was  seeing 
Ireland  as  I  had  known  her  in  the  far-off  time 
before  I  ever  set  foot  on  English  soil.  There 
was   hardly   anything  to  be   noticed  among  those 
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whom  I  met  in  Longford  which  suggested  an 
ambition  to  imitate  English  manners  and  fashions, 
or  to  be  thought  genteel  and  polite,  according  to 
what  was  assumed  to  be  the  English  mode,  an 
ambition  which  has  a  somewhat  unattractive  and 
ungraceful  effect  on  certain  classes  in  other  parts  of 
Ireland,  who  fancy  that  they  are  improving  their 
social  condition  by  striving  to  become  less  Irish  and 
more  English.  I  could  easily  think  of  some  Irish 
communities  where  a  man  who  had  such  influence 
and  such  a  position  as  my  friend  Harry  M'Cann  had 
in  Longford  might  have  made  it  part  of  his  social 
ambition  to  assimilate  himself  as  far  as  possible  to 
the  social  usages  and  manners  of  Belgravia. 

The  mention  of  that  fashionable  region  of 
London  recalls  to  my  mind  an  amusing  experience 
of  my  own  during  my  first  canvassing  expeditions 
among  the  Longford  electors.  I  was  brought  one 
day  by  some  of  my  friends  to  call  upon  a  shop- 
keeper of  Ballymahon — Goldsmith's  village — who, 
although  in  but  a  small  way  of  trade,  had  some 
influence  among  his  people,  and  was  looked  up  to 
as  a  judicious  guide  in  political  affairs.  He  received 
me  very  kindly,  told  me  he  had  heard  very  good 
opinions  as  to  my  qualifications  for  the  representa- 
tion of  the  place,  and  was  quite  prepared  to  support 
me  in  my  candidature.  But  he  said  that  he  had 
great  fears  about  Irishmen  who  enter  the  House 
of  Commons  being  led  away  from  their  National 
principles  by  the  temptation  of  high  life  in  London, 
and  he  therefore  urged  me  with  friendly  impressive- 
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ness  never  to  allow  myself  to  be  misled  by  the 
aristocratic  society  of  Belgravia  and  Soho.  My 
poor  friend's  knowledge  of  London  social  life  was 
evidently  not  drawn  from  any  close  study  even 
of  English  newspapers,  and  the  most  feeble-minded 
Nationalist  candidate  might  have  pledged  himself 
in  full  sincerity  then  and  there  never  to  become  a 
victim  to  the  aristocratic  society  of  Soho !  I  did 
not,  however,  take  refuge  in  this  mean  evasion,  but 
accepting  my  friend's  advice  in  the  spirit  in  which 
it  was  offered,  I  gave  him  my  earnest  assurance 
that  neither  Belgravia  nor  Soho  should  win  me 
away  from  my  adhesion  to  the  National  cause.  I 
think  I  may  fairly  say  for  myself  that  not  all  the 
promises  made  by  parliamentary  candidates  before 
an  election  have  been  kept  so  faithfully  as  this 
pledge  of  mine,  and  I  have  remained  ever  since  as 
resolute  a  Nationalist,  even  though  I  have  actually 
lived  on  the  confines  of  Belgravia  and  occasionally 
made  excursions  into  Soho. 

At  one  period  of  my  candidature  a  rumour  had 
gone  abroad  through  the  town  that  the  son  of  a 
local  Conservative  landlord  was  about  to  offer  him- 
self as  a  rival  claimant  for  the  votes  of  the  con- 
stituency. It  so  happened  that  this  rumour  seemed 
to  have  acquired  special  force  on  a  day  when  a 
great  fair  and  market  was  held  in  the  town  ;  and  I 
was  informed  that  evening  that  in  the  middle  of 
the  market  square  a  resident  of  the  place  who  had 
come  to  the  fair  to  sell  a  pig,  had  in  some  wild  out- 
burst of  anti-patriotic  sentiment  called  upon  those 
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around  him  to  join  in  three  cheers  for  the  Conserva- 
tive candidate.  What  happened  then  ?  Let  me 
tell  it  in  the  words  of  the  honest  man  who  told  me 
the  whole  story.  "  Then,  sir,"  said  he,  "  the  first 
person  who  knocked  him  down  was  his  own 
wife ! "  This,  my  narrator  evidently  seemed  to 
think,  was  one  of  the  noblest  and  at  the  same 
time  one  of  the  most  effective  proofs  of  patriotic 
virtue  that  could  have  been  given  even  by  an 
Irish  woman. 

I  feel  bound  to  say  that  during  my  time  in 
Longford  there  was  nothing  like  serious  dis- 
turbance even  for  a  moment,  that  I  never  saw 
any  evidences  of  excessive  drinking,  and  that 
political  differences  never  seemed  to  obliterate 
general  goodwill  and  private  friendship  among 
my  constituents.  I  have  in  my  mind  the  most 
agreeable  recollection  of  my  visits  to  Longford, 
and  of  the  friendships  which  I  made  there.  The 
only  melancholy  tone  about  them,  echoing  from 
the  fact  that  some  of  those  whom  I  best  knew 
and  most  liked  in  Longford,  have  already  passed 
out  of  life.  There  were  many  men  in  Longford, 
shopkeepers  and  others,  who  would  be  ranked 
socially  as  of  the  lower  middle  class,  who  had 
intelligence  and  education  enough  to  do  credit  to 
any  order ;  men  who  had  read  books  as  well  as 
newspapers ;  who  could  talk  even  on  literary  and 
artistic  subjects  with  a  freshness  and  keenness  of 
appreciation  which  would  have  done  no  discredit 
even  to  Belgravia,  if  we  say  nothing  of  Soho.     My 
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introduction  to  parliamentary  life  was  accom- 
plished for  me  by  the  people  of  Longford  in  a 
manner  which  left  no  memory  behind  it  but  that 
of  grateful  acknowledgment  and  unalloyed  kind- 
ness. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

MY   WORK   IN    THE    HOUSE 

The  day  when  one  first  enters  the  House  of  Com- 
mons as  a  member  marks  assuredly  an  eventful 
epoch  in  his  life.  I  had  been  familiar  for  many 
years  with  the  representative  chamber  as  an  ob- 
server from  the  Press  Gallery  or  one  of  the  public 
galleries,  but  I  felt  none  the  less  a  sensation  of 
nervous  strangeness  when  I  crossed  the  bar  for  the 
first  time,  was  introduced  by  two  brother  members, 
signed  my  name  in  the  book  on  the  table,  shook 
hands  with  Mr.  Speaker,  and  then  found  a  seat  on 
one  of  the  benches  usually  occupied  by  the  Irish 
National  Party.  The  only  other  event  of  anything 
like  equal  importance  in  the  career  of  a  new  mem- 
ber is  the  making  of  his  first  speech.  I  had  not 
been  long  in  the  House  before  the  opportunity  was 
afforded  me,  and  pressed  upon  me,  of  venturing  on 
my  first  attempt  at  Parliamentary  speech-making. 
The  subject  under  discussion  was  a  motion  made 
by  Mr.  Shaw-Lefevre,  an  English  Liberal  member, 
calling  for  some  reform  in  the  oppressive  system  of 
land  tenure  which  then  prevailed  in  Ireland.  I 
may  say  at  once  that  my  occupations  in  life  had 
not  put  me  much  in  the  way  of  a  practical  and 
minute  knowledge  of  the  Irish  land  tenure  system. 
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I  had  contemplated  its  general  outlines  with  in- 
terest, had  read  much  that  John  Stuart  Mill  and 
other  English  authorities  had  written  on  the  sub- 
ject, and  much  that  had  been  written  by  leading 
Irishmen,  and  I  therefore  knew  enough  to  con- 
struct a  speech  about  it,  but  I  certainly  did  not 
imagine  that  I  could  add  anything  either  practical 
or  original  to  the  arguments  of  the  debate.  Indeed 
I  should  not  have  ventured  to  speak  on  so  import- 
ant a  question  just  then,  but  that  many  of  my 
colleagues  in  the  Irish  party  thought  it  would  be 
a  suitable  occasion  for  a  new  Irish  representative 
to  make  his  first  claim  on  the  attention  of  the 
House.  I  need  hardly  say  that  I  felt  miserably 
and  abjectly  nervous  while  waiting  for  my  oppor- 
tunity to  rise  and  endeavour  to  catch  the  Speaker's 
eye.  I  had  of  course  no  doubt  as  to  the  likelihood 
of  my  being  able  to  attract  that  authoritative  orb, 
because  it  is  one  of  the  courteous  usages  of  the 
House  that  a  member  rising  to  speak  for  the  first 
time  never  finds  his  claim  disputed,  and  is  always 
called  upon  by  Mr.  Speaker.  But  although  thus 
sure  of  a  hearing  I  was  nervous  none  the  less,  and 
my  nervousness  increased  rather  than  diminished 
when  I  had  obtained  my  hearing  and  found  myself 
engaged  for  the  first  time  in  addressing  the  House 
of  Commons.  I  was  received  very  courteously  by 
the  House,  was  listened  to  with  benignant  patience, 
and  I  had  enough  of  my  wits  still  under  my  control 
to  enable  me  not  to  protract  my  speech  to  any 
unreasonable  length.      It  is  not  too  much  to  say 
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that  I  positively  did  not  know  what  I  was  saying, 
and  derived  my  main  courage  from  my  knowledge 
that  I  could  somehow  manage  to  make  an  extem- 
poraneous speech  of  moderate  length  without  com- 
mitting myself  to  any  utter  absurdity.  Many  of 
my  friends  and  some  kindly  critics  in  the  news- 
papers said  that  I  had  not  shown  any  outward 
signs  or  symptoms  of  nervousness,  but  I  knew  then, 
and  I  know  now,  that  my  nerves  were  inflicting 
punishment  on  me  all  the  time.  I  do  not  hesitate 
to  declare  that  when  the  speech  was  finished,  and 
I  resumed  my  seat,  I  had  no  feeling  whatever  but  a 
sense  of  the  utmost  relief  that  the  ordeal  was  over 
at  last.  I  could  not  spare  any  thought  to  the 
mental  question  whether  the  speech  had  been  a 
qualified  success  or  an  utter  failure.  All  such 
considerations  might  come  at  a  later  period  of  the 
sitting,  or  the  next  day  perhaps,  but  for  the  time 
I  could  only  congratulate  myself  on  the  fact  that 
the  speech  was  over  and  done  with,  and  that  I 
should  not  have  to  address  the  House  of  Commons 
again  that  night. 

The  House  of  Commons  is  a  very  considerate 
and  indulgent  audience  to  any  new  member  who 
does  not  show  an  inordinate  amount  of  self- 
conceit,  and  does  not  convey  in  his  manner  the 
idea  that  he  believes  himself  endowed  with  a 
special  mission  to  teach  the  members  something 
they  never  knew  before,  and  to  dazzle  them  with 
an  eloquence  to  which  the  assembly  has  been 
hitherto   a   stranger.      I   can   answer    for    it  that 
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my  speech  did  not  suggest  that  I  was  possessed 
with  any  such  ideas,  and  so  I  take  it  for  granted 
that  my  first  effort  at  parliamentary  argument 
passed  off  on  the  whole  as  well  as  might  be 
expected.  One  great  ambition  of  my  life  had 
now  been  accomplished — I  was  actually  a  member 
of  the  House  of  Commons.  I  felt  already  a  sense 
of  ownership  as  I  passed  through  the  lobbies  and 
dining-rooms  and  libraries  of  the  House,  and  I 
began  to  wonder  within  myself  how  I  had  ever 
contrived  to  live  so  long  without  seeking  for  such 
a  position  before.  I  always  loved  the  life  of  the 
House  of  Commons.  I  went  through  years  and 
years  of  the  most  exacting  and  the  most  exhaust- 
ing parliamentary  struggles.  I  took  a  part  in  all 
the  obstructive  movements  which  spread  through 
so  many  sessions ;  I  had  often  during  the  session 
to  turn  night  into  day  and  day  into  night ;  to 
go  home  after  the  sun  had  risen  over  that  West- 
minster scene  which  Wordsworth  has  depicted  :  I 
can  remember  once  having  had  to  spend  three  days 
in  the  House  without  ever  leaving  its  precincts — 
and  yet  I  can  honestly  say  that  I  found  enjoy- 
ment in  the  life  of  the  House  of  Commons.  More- 
over, while  I  was  thus  striving  to  discharge  my 
parliamentary  duties,  I  had  all  the  time  to  work 
for  a  living  by  the  writing  of  books  and  newspaper 
articles. 

Even  to  a  man  of  private  fortune  the  work 
of  the  House  is  often  weary  and  exhausting  if 
that  member  be  really  resolved   to   pay  a  proper 
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attention   to  his  parliamentary  duties.     But  when 
in  addition  to  minding  the  business  of  the  House 
he  has  also    to  mind   his   own   business   in   order 
to  maintain  his  family   and    himself,  then   it  will 
easily  be  understood  that  he  must  sometimes  feel 
disposed  to  grumble  at  a  rapid  succession  of  divi- 
sions  coming  in   to  interrupt  his  literary  occupa- 
tion.    A  division  in  the  House  of  Commons  takes 
up  about  twenty  minutes,  and  if  a  large  number 
of  these  should  be   brought  about  in    the   course 
of    one    sitting    it   will    easily    be    seen    that  the 
hapless  member  who  has  to  make  a  living  by  his 
pen  becomes  in   no   merely  metaphorical   sense   a 
victim  to  his  parliamentary  duty.    Let  us  remember 
also  that  the  loss  of  time  caused  by  the  mechanical 
tramping  through  the  division  lobbies  is  not  the 
only  trouble,  or  even  the   chief  trouble,  of  which 
our  literary  M.P.   has  to    complain.     Suppose,  for 
instance,  that  he  is   a  writer   of  novels — I   have 
heard  of  such  persons  having  seats  in  the  House 
— and  that  he  has  taken  the  opportunity  of  what 
seems  likely  to  be  an  uneventful  debate  to  go  into 
the  library  or  into  one  of  the  lobbies  upstairs  and 
get  on  with  the  work  he  has  at  heart.      I  need 
hardly  say  that  there  is  no  part  of  the  House  in 
which  he  can  hope    for   absolute    seclusion.      The 
rooms    in    the    library,    when   a    thrilling    debate 
is    not    going    on,    are    usually   well    filled    with 
members    turning    over    the    pages   of    books    or 
writing   letters.       The   lobbies   upstairs   are   much 
used  by  members  for   the   work  of  casual   corre- 
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spondence.  No  sane  man  could  hope  for  quiet 
and  complete  isolation  in  one  of  the  smoking- 
rooms.  Let  us  suppose,  then,  that  our  novel- 
writing  member  betakes  himself  to  one  of  the 
lobbies  upstairs  and  sets  to  work  at  one  of  his 
chapters.  He  is  deeply  engrossed  in  the  endeavour 
half  to  conceal  and  half  to  disclose  the  love-secret  of 
his  heroine,  a  secret  which  is  not  to  be  kept  wholly 
outside  any  guess  on  the  part  of  the  reader,  and 
yet  is  to  be  kept  tantalizingly  from  full  revela- 
tion until  the  right  moment  comes.  A  happy  idea 
has  arisen,  but  only  faintly,  in  the  mind  of  our 
author,  like  a  gleam  of  light  through  a  cloudy  sky, 
which  he  hopes  will  soon  resolve  itself  into  the 
radiance  of  a  guiding  star.  Suddenly  the  pene- 
trating thrill  of  the  division  bell  is  heard  all  over 
the  House,  and  the  voices  of  the  officials  shouting 
"  Division,"  "  Division,"  carry  their  superfluous  in- 
timation to  the  ears  of  our  novel- writing  member. 
He  jumps  from  his  seat,  leaving  his  manuscript 
behind  him ;  hurriedly  he  makes  inquiries  on  his 
way  as  to  what  the  division  is  all  about,  or  joins 
without  inquiry  a  rush  of  his  political  colleagues, 
whose  movements  he  feels  quite  sure  will  tell  him 
the  way  he  ought  to  go.  Then  when  the  division 
has  been  duly  gone  through  he  returns  to  his  seat 
in  the  lobby  upstairs,  but  where  now  is  the  idea 
which  had  just  begun  to  shine  upon  him  when 
the  division  bell  rang?  He  sits  down,  resolutely 
declining  to  enter  into  conversation  with  any  one, 
and  endeavours  to  collect  his  thought:;.     But  while 
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he  is  still  engaged  in  this  effort  the  sound  of 
the  division  bell  is  hard  anew,  and  he  knows 
that  some  other  question  has  been  raised  in  the 
House,  and  that  he  is  bound,  in  pursuance  of  his 
representative  duty,  to  take  part  in  the  division, 
even  though  he  does  not  yet  know  what  it  is 
all  about.  Every  member  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons has  known  of  occasions  when  this  practice 
of  dividing  and  dividing  has  gone  on  with  only 
the  briefest  intervals  of  debate  through  the  whole 
of  a  sitting.  Our  novel-writing  member  has  per- 
haps to  go  home  to  his  bed  without  having 
advanced  the  story  of  his  heroine  by  a  single 
coherent  sentence  from  the  time  when  the  first 
sound  of  the  division  bell  terrified  that  sensitive 
creature  out  of  every  revelation  of  her  heart's 
emotion. 

But  even  if  our  friend  is  hopefully  at  work  on 
a  night  when  there  are  few  or  no  divisions,  it  does 
not  by  any  means  follow  that  his  imagination  is 
allowed  any  the  more  to  play  its  part  undisturbed. 
Members  are  continually  coming  up  and  talking  to 
him,  asking  questions  of  him,  or  making  suggestions 
to  him — for  the  ordinary  member  familiar  with  the 
ways  of  the  place  never  thinks  of  refraining  from 
putting  a  question  to  a  brother  member  merely 
because  he  happens  to  be  engaged  in  writing. 
Probably  he  takes  it  for  granted  that  the  member 
with  a  pen  in  his  hand  and  a  sheet  of  paper  spread 
out  before  him  is  only  answering  one  of  the  count- 
less letters  of  inquiring  constituents  into  which  no 
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one  is  supposed  to  throw  his  whole  soul.  Our 
novelist  tries  to  talk  and  at  the  same  time  to 
keep  in  his  mind  what  he  has  been  writing  about, 
and  where  he  left  off.  Then  some  other  member, 
seeing  the  two  engaged  in  conversation,  comes  up 
and  joins  in  the  talk,  and  the  invisible  heroine 
is  once  again  thrust  into  the  background  for  the 
time.  Or  it  may  be  some  more  decided  and  dis- 
tracting interruption  occurs.  The  leading  Whip 
of  the  party  to  which  our  romancist  belongs  comes, 
rapid  and  eager,  up  to  him,  and,  with  a  voice  and 
looks  proclaiming  some  purpose  of  immediate  im- 
portance, tells  him  that  the  leader  of  the  party 
wants  our  poor  friend  to  go  back  to  his  place  in  the 
House  and  prepare  to  take,  at  the  earliest  possible 
moment,  a  part  in  the  debate.  "  You  see,"  the 
Whip  declares,  "  that  fellow  Haggles  is  making  a 
savage  attack  upon  us,  and  has  been  firing  away 
especially  at  you  for  something  you  said  in  your 
speech  last  week,  and  the  chief  says  that  you  must 
get  up  and  reply  to  him  the  moment  he  sits  down 
if  you  get  the  chance."  I  have  already  said  that 
our  novel-writing  friend  is  devoted  to  his  parlia- 
mentary duties,  and  is  always  anxious  to  obey 
the  orders  of  his  parliamentary  leader.  There 
is  nothing  for  it  but  to  go  back  to  his  place  in 
the  House,  and  leave  the  heart  troubles  of  his 
distracted  heroine  to  evaporate  for  the  present 
as  best  they  can.  Our  poor  friend  has  to  seize 
his  first  chance  of  replying  to  the  attack  made 
upon    his    party   and    himself,    and    perhaps    the 
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chance  does  not  come  for  an  hour  or  two  after 
he  has  settled  down  in  his  place  to  wait  for  it. 
Then,  when  he  has  fired  off  his  own  speech  after 
the  best  fashion  he  could,  he  feels  bound  to  re- 
main and  listen  to  what  can  be  said  on  the  other 
side.  So  at  last  the  sitting  comes  to  an  end,  and 
the  story  of  his  heroine,  like  that  of  "  Cambuscan 
bold,"  is  left  half  told. 

The  literary  man  or  journalist  of  any  school  or 
order  who  endeavours  to  carry  on  his  work  while 
he  occupies  a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons  is 
always  liable  to  such  interruptions  and  distractions. 
But  I  think  the  novel-writer  has  especial  claims 
upon  our  sympathy.  Suppose  the  member  is  writ- 
ing a  leading  article  for  a  morning  newspaper.  To 
him,  of  course,  the  interruptions  are  perplexing  and 
vexatious,  but  he  knows  what  he  wants  to  say ; 
he  has  a  case  to  make  out  with  which  he  may 
be  presumed  to  be  thoroughly  acquainted.  After 
each  interruption  he  can  still  go  back  to  his  South 
African  question  or  his  preferential  tariffs,  and  re- 
sume his  work  where  he  left  it  off  without  finding 
that  his  mind  has  lost  all  grasp  of  the  subject.  In 
the  same  way,  if  he  is  engaged  on  some  historical 
work,  let  us  say  the  history  of  the  Free  Trade 
movement,  he  may  well  feel  displeased  and  put 
out  by  frequent  interruptions,  the  more  especially 
if  the  time  for  the  completion  of  his  work  is  draw- 
ing near.  But,  at  least,  he  has  not  to  trust  to  his 
imagination  or  his  invention  for  any  of  the  narra- 
tive ;  and  when  he  returns  to  some  interrupted  page 
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of  his  manuscript  he  is  not  likely  to  find  that  during 
the  interval  he  has  lost  any  knowledge  of  what  Peel 
or  Cobden  was  doing  or  preparing  to  do  at  that 
particular  time.  But  our  novel-writer  carries  all 
his  materials  within  his  own  mind,  and  if  his  mind 
be  disturbed  by  frequent  interruptions  the  materials 
are  apt  to  get  scattered,  and,  being  but  light  and 
vaporous,  are  likely  to  get  blown  away  into  "  the 
infinite  azure  of  the  past."  I  am  entitled  to  con- 
sider this  question  with  a  certain  impartiality  and 
with  some  personal  experience,  for  I  have  tried 
to  be  journalist,  novelist,  and  historical  writer 
while  an  actively  engaged  member  of  the  House 
of  Commons. 

During  all  the  earlier  years  of  my  parliamen- 
tary career  I  had  to  go  through  an  exceptionally 
troublesome  time.  Shortly  after  my  election  for 
the  county  of  Longford  the  life  of  Isaac  Butt 
came  to  an  end,  and  at  this  time  it  was  quite 
evident  that  Parnell  was  certain  to  obtain  com- 
plete control  over  the  Irish  Nationalist  party. 
There  was,  however,  an  interval  during  which  a 
man  who  represented  those  whom  I  may  call  the 
old-fashioned  Bepealers,  the  late  William  Shaw, 
was  chosen  as  successor  to  Butt.  This  was  a 
sort  of  concession  on  the  part  of  the  majority  of 
the  Nationalist  members,  and  was  done  with  the 
hope  that  the  followers  of  the  dead  Butt  and  of 
the  living  Parnell  might  thereby  be  brought  into 
cohesion  and  unity.  Parnell  himself  was  not 
anxious  to  take  the  position  of  leader,   and  was 
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quite  willing  to  see  his  movement  develop  of  its 
own  accord.  William  Shaw  was  really  a  man  of 
considerable  ability,  and  might  have  made  a  very 
satisfactory  leader  at  a  period  of  less  pressure  and 
strain  ;  but  he  was  not  equal  to  the  demands  of 
the  period,  and  when,  after  a  short  interval,  a 
general  election  took  place,  and  the  re-elected  Irish 
party  met  in  Dublin  to  reconstruct  their  ranks, 
Parnell  was  proposed  as  leader  in  opposition  to 
Shaw,  and  was  made  the  victor  by  a  large  majo- 
rity. The  leader  of  the  party  bore  the  official 
title  of  chairman,  and  it  was  now  thought  that 
there  should  also  be  a  vice-chairman,  in  order  that 
in  the  possible  absence  of  the  leader  there  might 
be  some  one  invested  with  authority  to  carry  on 
the  work  in  his  name.  I  was,  to  my  own  great  sur- 
prise, and  I  believe  at  Parnell's  suggestion,  elected 
to  the  office  of  vice-chairman,  and  thus  invested 
with  a  responsibility  which  required  of  me  a  close 
and  constant  attendance  during  the  sittings  of  the 
House. 

Then  came  on  those  succeeding  sessions  of  con- 
tinuous  obstruction,  which  I  have  already  briefly 
described  —  sessions  during  which  Irish  business 
occupied  the  greater  part  of  the  sittings  of  the 
House.  But  it  was  not  only  that  the  House  was 
compelled  to  occupy  itself  thus  often  with  our  Irish 
business — there  was  also  the  fact  that  our  policy 
compelled  us  frequently  to  take  part  in  the  discus- 
sion of  measures  concerning  only  the  interests  of 
England,  or  Scotland,  or  Wales.     Parnell's  policy 
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was  to  force  on  the  House  of  Commons  the  absolute 
conviction  that  until  some  set  of  statesmen  should 
make  up  their  minds  to  consider  seriously  and 
thoroughly  the  Irish  National  demands  with  a 
view  to  conceding  them  at  as  early  a  period  as 
might  be,  it  would  be  impossible  for  the  House 
of  Commons  to  maintain  any  control  over  the 
discharge  of  its  ordinary  business.  Therefore  we, 
the  Irish  National  members,  were  kept  constantly 
on  the  watch  for  any  opportunity  of  making  our 
presence  felt  by  the  House ;  and  as  I  now  held 
an  official  position  in  the  party,  I  felt  more  than 
ever  bound  to  remain  in  the  House  during  the 
whole  course  of  every  session.  I  had  therefore 
the  most  frequent  and  ample  opportunity  of  satis- 
fying myself  as  to  the  difficulties  imposed  upon  a 
man  who  has  to  write  leading  articles,  novels,  and 
histories  in  order  to  make  a  living,  and  is  at  the 
same  time  compelled  by  conscience,  by  devotion 
to  a  political  cause,  and  by  the  responsibility  of 
an  official  position,  to  make  the  House  of  Commons 
his  literary  workshop  as  well  as  his  political  so- 
journ. I  have  no  doubt  that  some  of  my  literary 
work  must  have  been  seriously  damaged  by  the 
conditions  under  which  it  was  carried  on,  but  I 
could  only  make  the  best  of  my  difficult  position. 
I  could  not  think  of  withdrawing  from  parlia- 
mentary life  so  long  as  I  could  be  of  the  slightest 
service  to  the  National  cause,  or  could  even  take 
the  humblest  share  in  striving  for  its  success.  I 
can  only  say  that  if  all  were  to  do  again  I  should 
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follow  the  same  course,  and  accept  the  service  of 
Ireland's  cause  as  the  main  business  of  my  career. 

Yet  despite  all  these  difficulties  and  troubles,  I 
still  derived  a  certain  personal  enjoyment  from  the 
life  and  movement  of  the  House  of  Commons.  The 
members  of  that  House  very  seldom  carry  their 
political  animosities  into  their  private  and  personal 
dealings.  The  extreme  Tory  is  on  the  friendliest 
terms  with  the  advanced  Radical  when  they  meet 
in  one  of  the  dining-rooms  or  smoking-rooms,  or 
on  the  Terrace.  Even  while  we  were  carrying 
on  our  most  determined,  and  I  have  no  doubt  most 
disagreeable,  obstruction  I  was  fortunate  enough  to 
make  many  warm  friendships  among  men  opposed 
to  Home  Rule  as  well  as  to  obstruction.  Then,  of 
course,  in  the  House  of  Commons  one  had  the  op- 
portunity of  coming  into  friendly  intercourse  with 
men  whom  it  was  a  privilege  to  know.  I  shall 
have  something  to  say  about  many  of  these  men  as 
I  go  on  with  my  story,  but  in  the  meantime  I  only 
desire  to  record  my  frank  confession,  that  despite 
the  incessant  divisions  and  the  all-night  sittings, 
despite  the  exhausting  efforts  to  make  literature 
and  politics  work  together,  despite  the  interruptions 
to  my  novel  and  the  cloud  often  cast  over  the 
fortunes  of  my  heroine,  I  was  still  able  to  find  ele- 
ments of  enjoyment  in  the  atmosphere  of  the  House 
of  Commons. 

On  a  memorable  day  in  the  April  of  1881  my 
son  and  I  were  driving  through  one  of  the  West 
End  London  streets  in  order  to  be  present  at  a 
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marriage  festival,  when  our  eyes  were  attracted  by 
a  startling  announcement  on  a  placard  outside  the 
window  of  a  newspaper-vendor's  shop.  The  placard 
j)roclaimed  that  the  later  and  special  editions  of  the 
morning  papers  contained  the  news  of  Lord  Beacons- 
field's  death.  My  readers  will  readily  understand 
that  the  announcement  of  that  death  did  not  allow 
us  to  keep  our  spirits  quite  in  tone  with  the  festivity 
in  which  we  were  about  to  take  part.  No  matter 
how  one  may  have  been  estranged  by  political 
opinions  or  out  of  sympathy  with  Benjamin  Dis- 
raeli's later  career,  it  was  quite  impossible  to  learn 
that  such  a  man  had  been  removed  from  this  living 
world,  in  which  he  had  played  so  brilliant  and  so 
many-sided  a  part,  without  a  profound  shock  and 
an  abiding  sense  of  gloom. 

With  Lord  Beaconsfield  I  never  had  the  good 
fortune  to  come  into  any  personal  association.  He 
had  been  removed  to  the  House  of  Lords  before  I 
obtained  a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  I 
never  once  met  him  in  private  life.  I  had  indeed 
an  opportunity,  which  would  otherwise  have  been 
most  welcome,  of  being  introduced  to  him  under 
very  gratifying  conditions,  but  I  was  compelled 
most  reluctantly  to  forego  the  chance.  A  lady 
of  my  acquaintance,  who  had  long  enjoyed  Lord 
Beaconsfield's  friendship,  told  me  that  he  had 
spoken  very  kindly  of  something  written  by  me, 
and  had  expressed  a  wish  to  meet  me.  The  lady 
was  willing  to  make  an  arrangement  for  that  pur- 
pose, and  Lord  Beaconsfield  accepted  an  invitation 
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from  her  to  make  one  at  a  luncheon  party  to  which 
I  was  to  be  invited.  A  number  of  other  eminent 
persons  were  also  to  be  guests,  and  one  of  them 
was  to  be  a  member  of  the  Royal  Family. 

But  I  was  not  destined  to  have  the  honour  of 
meeting  any  one  Royal  in  rank  or  in  letters  at  that 
gathering.  Just  before  the  day  appointed  for  the 
luncheon  a  number  of  my  political  colleagues  in 
the  Irish  National  party  were  arrested  in  Ireland 
under  the  operation  of  the  exceptional  laws  which 
then  prevailed  there,  and  were  committed  to  prison 
for  some  opposed  offence,  in  spoken  words,  against 
the  British  Constitution.  I  felt  but  little  inclined 
for  festivity  under  such  circumstances,  and  I  knew 
that  at  the  luncheon  I  should  be  sure  to  meet  some 
members  of  the  Administration,  and  I  could  not 
endure  the  idea  of  settling  myself  down  to  social 
enjoyment  of  such  a  kind  at  such  a  time,  even  if 
by  some  strange  chance  no  paragraph  about  the 
luncheon  party  were  to  find  its  way  into  the 
columns  of  The  Morning  Post.  So  I  made  my 
excuses  to  my  hostess,  and  privately  gave  her  my 
reasons.  I  renounced  that  chance  of  meeting  Lord 
Beaconsfield,  and  he  died  not  very  long  after. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

A   WANDERING   HOLIDAY 

In  the  early  autumn  of  1881  I  made  up  my  mind 
to  take  a  somewhat  long  holiday.  During  the 
first  year  of  my  work  as  a  member  of  Parliament 
a  great  change  had  come  over  my  life,  on  which 
I  shall  not  allow  myself  to  dwell  at  any  length 
here.  My  wife,  who  had  long  been  suffering  from 
severe  ill-health,  came  to  the  end  of  her  mortal 
troubles.  Death  removed  her  from  this  world  on 
her  birthday  in  August,  and  on  her  tombstone 
are  carved,  among  its  other  inscriptions,  the  lines 
from  Shakespeare : 

"  This  day  I  breathed  first ;   time  is  come  round, 
And  where  I  did  begin,  there  shall  I  end  ; 
My  life  is  run  his  compass." 

My  son  and  daughter  and  I  sought  rest  after  this 
calamity  for  a  few  weeks  in  Germany,  chiefly  in 
Heidelberg  and  Weimar,  and  then  came  back  to 
English  life  again  to  do  the  best  we  could  under  the 
changed  conditions.  But  after  another  year,  given 
up  by  me  almost  entirely  to  the  incessant  work  of 
the  House  of  Commons,  I  thought  that  I  might 
fairly  be  allowed  to  devote  the  whole  of  the 
parliamentary    recess    to    prolonged    and    reviving 
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travel,  much  needed  for  all  three  of  us.      We  re- 
visited some  familiar  places,  dear  old  Dutch  cities 
among  the  rest,  and  Berlin  and  Dresden.      Then 
we  went  to  Prague,  made  some  stay  in  that  which 
Thackeray  has  declared  allusively  to  be  the  most 
picturesque  city  in  the  world.     We  went  to  Vienna 
and    Buda-Pesth,    wandered    about    Hungary,    de- 
scended through  the  Austrian  Tyrol  to  Trieste,  and 
from  Trieste  steamed  to  Corfu,  and  thence  to  Athens. 
None  of  us  three  had  seen  the  shores  of  Greece  be- 
fore, and  Athens  had  been  to  us  for  a  long  time,  to 
me  indeed  from  my  very  boyhood,  a  city  of  dreams 
and  longings  and  unspeakable  interest.     I  can  only 
say  of  it,   that  for  all  its  modern  ways,  and   its 
modernised  buildings,  the  existing  Athens  realised 
the  dream-city  of  my  youth.     I  cannot  help  feel- 
ing glad  that  at  the  hour  when  we  landed  there 
was  not  a  tram  running  from  Piraeus  to  Athens, 
and  therefore  we  went  from  the  port  to  the  capital 
by  means  of  horses  and  wheels,  just  as  might  have 
been  done  in  the  days  of  Pericles,  and  no  scream 
of  a  railway  engine  forced  us  back  into  the  present. 
I  shall  never  forget  the  scene  which  opened  before 
us  on  the  first  morning  after  our  arrival,  when  we 
stood  on  the  steps  of  the  Parthenon  and   looked 
upon  Samos  and  the  sea.     But  I  do  not  intend  to 
indulge  here  in  descriptions  of  the   Parthenon  or 
the   Acropolis,   or   the   plain   of  Marathon,   or  any 
other  of  the  sights  or  scenes  which  we  looked  upon 
with  what  may  well  be  called  a  feeling  of  reverence. 
We  spent  a  month  in  Athens,  and  after  my  return 
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to  England  I  wrote  a  novel,  the  whole  scene  of 
which  was  laid  in  Greece,  and  for  the  most  part 
in  the  city  of  the  Violet  Crown. 

From  Greece  we  went  to  Constantinople,  thence 
to  Egypt,  where  we  read  Eastern  stories  while 
floating  along  the  Nile,  and  then  to  the  Holy  Land 
and  Jerusalem.  To  look  upon  Jerusalem,  to  wan- 
der through  Jerusalem,  gave  me  the  only  expe- 
rience of  travel  to  be  found  in  this  world  which 
could  call  up  yet  deeper  emotions  than  even  Athens 
could  in  my  mind  and  heart.  When  we  left  Jeru- 
salem on  our  homeward  way  we  had  to  spend  four 
dreary  days  in  Jaffa  waiting  for  a  steamer  to  take 
us  on  board.  The  weather  was  stormy,  and  the 
harbour  of  Jaffa,  if  it  can  indeed  be  called  a  har- 
bour, was  barricaded  with  rocks,  which  in  such 
weather  rendered  it  dangerous  for  any  steamer  to 
approach  within  reasonable  distance  of  the  shore. 
During  these  four  days  the  rain  streamed  down 
very  much  as  it  might  have  done  on  the  Cornish 
or  the  Irish  coast,  and  we  were  compelled  to  stay 
for  the  most  part  in  the  shelter  of  a  very  dismal 
and  unpicturesque  German  hotel,  which  a  Teutonic 
proprietor,  bearing  the  unalluring  name  of  Hard- 
egg,  had  established  in  that  region.  The  Germans 
were,  even  at  that  time,  doing  their  best  to  obtain 
a  monopoly  of  hotel-keeping  and  coach-driving  in 
the  Holy  Land.  We  did  all  we  could  during  the 
intervals  of  rain  to  study  every  place  of  interest  in 
and  around  Jaffa,  and  we  gathered  much  fruit,  not 
unpaid  for,  in  the  orange  gardens.    Whatever  might 
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have    been   our   complainings   as  to  the   weather, 
it    was   still   something   to    find    ourselves    enjoy- 
ing  even   an    enforced   leisure   in    a    region    made 
sacred  by  so  many  associations.     I  may  mention 
one  incident  of  our  stay  in  Jaffa  which  had  some- 
thing  bordering   on  the  comic  in  it,  although  at 
the  time  its  humorous  effect  was  unknown  to  us. 
The  day  appointed  for  the  opening  of  the  parlia- 
mentary   session    was    approaching,    and     I    was 
anxious  to  make  it  known  to  my  colleagues  that 
I  hoped  to  be  in  London  before  the  debate  on  the 
Address  in  reply  to  the   Eoyal   speech   from  the 
throne  could  have  come  to  its  conclusion.     I  there- 
fore sent  by  submarine  telegram  a  message  to  one 
of  the  Whips    of  the    party,   telling   him    that   I 
was  unexpectedly  detained   in   Jaffa,   but   that   I 
should  start  on  my  way   homeward   by   the  first 
available  steamer.     Through  some  mysterious  pro- 
cess of  transformation  on  its  way  the  message  was 
delivered  to  my  parliamentary  colleague  as  dated 
from  Java,  and  I  afterwards  heard  that  it  created 
for  the  time  some  bewilderment  as  to  why  I  should 
have  gone  so  far  outside  the  range  of  travel  which 
I  was  understood  to  have  undertaken. 

After  several  days  the  violence  of  the  storm 
lessened  somewhat ;  a  steamer  bound  for  Port 
Said  came  in  sight,  was  promptly  hailed,  and 
was  able  to  lie  off  at  a  considerable  distance  from 
the  shore.  We  had  to  reach  the  steamer  in  an 
open  boat,  rowed  by  native  seamen ;  the  waves 
were  still  running  very   high,   and   on    that  dan- 
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gerous  coast  the  enterprise  was  sufficiently  peri- 
lous to  make  us  all  frankly  eager  for  its  safe 
conclusion.  Yet  at  one  moment  our  perilous  pas- 
sage was  threatened  with  a  whimsical  repetition. 
After  we  had  cleared  the  rocks  and  were  rising 
and  falling  in  the  furious  waves,  our  dragoman 
suddenly  startled  us  with  shrill  cries  of  alarm. 
He  had  bought  some  oranges  on  the  quay  just 
before  embarking,  and  now  discovered  to  his  dis- 
may that  he  was  a  few  copper  coins  short  of  the 
change  due  to  him.  He  began  shrieking  wild 
directions  to  the  rowers  to  put  the  boat  about 
and  return  to  Jaffa  with  all  speed  in  order  to 
collect  the  missing  treasure.  As,  however,  the 
prospect  of  a  king's  ransom  would  scarcely  have 
tempted  us  to  renew  the  perils  we  had  yet  scarcely 
escaped,  we  sternly  forbade  this  retrogression,  and 
our  dragoman,  with  despair  on  his  face,  resigned 
himself  to  the  inevitable  loss.  We  pursued  our 
stormy  course,  and  after  what  seemed  an  age- 
long time  were  safely  hauled  on  board  the  steamer, 
and  were  on  our  way  to  Port  Said.  From  Port 
Said  we  returned  to  Cairo,  where  we  stopped  for 
a  short  while,  and  then  sailed  by  a  P.  &  O.  steamer 
from  Alexandria  to  Brindisi. 

At  the  Brindisi  custom-house  we  met  with  an 
incident  which  seemed  to  belong  to  the  regions 
of  the  burlesque.  I  was  provided,  of  course,  with 
all  the  necessary  passports,  and  I  made  it  known 
of  my  own  accord  that  I  had  in  my  possession  a 
few  cigars,   on    which    I    was  willing    to    pay   the 
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needed  duty.  There  seemed  to  be  much  com- 
motion at  the  custom-house,  and  my  declarations 
that  these  were  all  the  cigars  I  had  did  not  appear 
to  satisfy  the  authorities.  These  authorities  were 
evidently  not  much  impressed  by  the  presence  of 
a  British  deputy  of  Parliament,  and  they  insisted 
on  having  the  luggage  of  the  whole  party  thor- 
oughly ransacked  for  vast  quantities  of  foreign 
tobacco.  During  this  period  of  delay  I  heard 
from  some  friendly  officials  that  the  authorities 
had  been  on  the  look-out  for  the  arrival  of  a  mys- 
terious consignment  of  cigars  to  be  smuggled 
through  without  paying  duty,  and  that  this  con- 
signment was  to  come  in  a  Russian  steamer,  and 
they  therefore  set  me  down  as  a  likely  man  to 
carry  out  such  a  fell  design.  At  last,  however, 
we  got  through,  and  were  allowed  to  take  the 
next  train  for  Rome.  During  my  journey  to  Rome 
I  accidentally  heard  that  the  wicked  invader  who 
had  planned  the  smuggling  of  the  mass  of  cigars 
had  disguised  himself  in  the  costume  of  a  British 
merchant  seaman,  and  while  the  authorities  were 
searching  my  harmless  luggage  had  actually  con- 
trived to  get  the  rough  bundle  in  which  his  cigars 
were  quietly  stowed  away  safely  through  the 
custom-house  without  let  or  hindrance  from  the 
authorities. 

From  Rome  I  sent  a  wire  to  a  colleague  in 
London,  and  found  that  it  was  not  necessary  for 
me  to  make  my  return  quite  so  precipitate  as  I 
had  intended.     We  gave  ourselves,  therefore,  the 
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pleasure  of  a  few  days'  rest  in  Borne,  and  saw- 
once  again  scenes  and  sights,  churches  and  art 
galleries,  which  we  had  seen  many  times  before. 
The  remainder  of  our  journey  was,  except  for  a 
short  stay  in  Paris,  merely  a  direct  and  rapid 
return  home.  The  travelling  of  that  autumn  and 
winter  was  the  longest  travel  I  have  ever  yet  had — 
I  mean  for  the  mere  sake  of  rest  to  the  mind,  and 
enjoyment  in  the  seeing  of  strange  countries.  I 
have  had  longer  bouts  of  travel  during  my  visits 
to  America,  but  then  in  America  my  longest 
journeyings  took  the  form  of  lecture  tours,  and 
had  practical  and  business-like  objects  in  view. 
But  the  autumn  and  winter  which  I  devoted  to 
travel  in  1881  and  1882  was  spent  with  no  purpose 
but  that  of  seeing  famous  places,  and  giving  a  new 
turn  to  the  thoughts  and  a  new  colour  to  the  lives 
of  my  son  and  daughter  and  myself.  I  formed 
during  our  wanderings  the  idea  of  writing  three 
novels,  the  first  of  which  was  to  have  its  scene 
laid  in  Athens,  the  second  in  Constantinople,  and 
the  third  in  Jerusalem.  In  each  case  my  inten- 
tion was  to  shape  the  story  so  that  it  might 
describe  the  experiences  of  travellers  from  Eng- 
land or  Ireland  in  these  cities,  and  not  to  attempt 
an  experiment  which  I  knew  was  beyond  my  reach 
— the  experiment  to  describe  the  lives  and  the 
feelings  of  persons  born  and  brought  up  in  Athens, 
or  Constantinople,  or  Jerusalem.  I  have  already 
mentioned  the  fact  that  after  my  return  to  Eng- 
land I  accomplished  the  first  of  my  three  projected 
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stories,  and  I  published  "Maid  of  Athens"  as  a 
serial  in  a  monthly  magazine,  and  afterwards  in 
the  three  volumes  which  then  still  made  the 
regulation  form  of  a  novel.  But  the  story  about 
Constantinople  and  the  story  about  Jerusalem 
have  never  been  told,  and  have  never  been  even 
attempted  thus  far  by  me.  The  increasing  pres- 
sure of  parliamentary  work  compelled  me,  time 
after  time,  to  put  off  to  some  indefinite  future 
any  literary  enterprise  which  could  bear  post- 
ponement. I  should  have  liked  to  accomplish 
the  three  stories,  but  I  fear  that  if  even  by 
some  strange  chance  I  were  yet  to  have  leisure 
for  the  work,  I  should  have  to  renew  my  impres- 
sions of  the  life  of  Constantinople  and  Jerusalem 
before  I  could  venture  to  complete  my  enterprise 
with  any  hope  of  accomplishing  good  work.  I 
have,  however,  one  consolation  to  sustain  me  in 
the  frustration  of  my  enterprise — I  can  always 
tell  myself  that  the  Constantinople  story  and 
the  Jerusalem  story  would  have  been,  if  only  I 
could  have  found  time  to  write  them,  much  more 
meritorious  productions  than  the  one  which  I 
actually  presented  to  the  world. 

We  returned  from  our  wanderings  not  very  long 
after  the  opening  of  Parliament.  A  keen  struggle, 
destined  to  be  prolonged  for  a  considerable  time, 
had  already  set  in  between  the  Liberal  Govern- 
ment and  the  members  of  the  Irish  National 
party.  The  condition  of  Ireland  was  of  course  the 
occasion  for  this  long  struggle.     We,  the  Nation- 
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alists,  had  expected  great  things  from  the  new 
Liberal  administration  under  Mr.  Gladstone,  which 
had  been  in  power  for  some  time  before  the  date 
at  which  I  have  now  arrived,  and  those  expecta- 
tions had  thus  far  not  been  fulfilled.  They  had, 
in  fact,  been  utterly  disappointed.  The  land 
tenure  system  of  Ireland  had  been  making  life 
almost  unendurable  to  the  cottier  tenantry,  and 
among  the  immediate  results  of  these  conditions 
were  the  alarming  increase  of  emigration  and  the 
disturbed  state  of  the  country.  No  one  could 
doubt  that  Mr.  Gladstone's  Government  was 
anxious  to  introduce  great  reforms  in  the  land 
tenure  system,  but  in  the  meantime  the  energy 
of  the  authorities  in  Dublin  Castle  had  been 
directed  almost  exclusively  to  the  maintenance 
of  what  was  officially  described  as  order,  instead 
of  to  the  carrying  out  of  the  reforms  which  alone 
could  have  made  order  possible. 

The  Chief  Secretary  to  the  Lord-Lieutenant — 
in  other  words,  the  Secretary  of  State  for  Ireland 
— was  Mr.  William  Edward  Forster,  whom  the  Irish 
members  had  always  hitherto  regarded  as  a  sincere 
and  enlightened  friend  of  their  country.  Mr. 
Forster  had  won  for  himself  a  high  reputation  as 
a  genuine  Liberal  of  the  most  enlightened  class, 
a  friend  of  peace,  progress,  and  reform,  and  a 
sympathiser  with  Ireland's  just  claims  for  relief 
from  the  laws  and  systems  by  which  she  had 
been  so  long  oppressed.  In  his  earlier  days  Mr. 
Forster   and    his   father    had    personally   rendered 
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much  service  to  the  famine-stricken  population 
of  Ireland  during  those  seasons  of  gloom  and 
terror  when  the  failure  of  the  potato  crop  spread 
desolation  throughout  the  island.  I  had  known 
Mr.  Forster  during  the  days  of  my  connection 
with  The  Morning  Star,  and  had  always  regarded 
him  as  an  earnest  advocate  of  the  general  policy 
of  Cobden  and  Bright.  Like  all  my  political  col- 
leagues, I  had  welcomed  the  news  of  his  appoint- 
ment to  the  Irish  office  as  the  opening  of  a  new 
chapter  in  the  history  of  Irish  administration. 
But  it  soon  turned  out  that  our  hopes  were 
destined  to  be  disappointed.  I  could  never 
explain  to  myself  the  reasons  why  Mr.  Forster's 
experiment  in  Irish  administration  turned  out  so 
complete  a  failure.  It  was  impossible  to  believe 
that  he  had  not  meant  well  for  Ireland,  that  he 
was  not  in  full  sympathy  with  her  just  claims, 
and  yet  his  administration  seemed  only  to  make 
things  worse  and  not  better  day  after  day.  The 
best  conclusion  at  which  I  could  or  can  arrive 
was  that  Mr.  Forster  must  have  become  dis- 
appointed with  Ireland  even  before  Ireland  had 
become  disappointed  with  him.  My  theory  was 
and  is  that  when  he  accepted  the  Irish  office  he 
took  it  for  granted  that  the  Irish  people  in  general 
would  appreciate  his  purposes,  and  would  feel  sure 
that  if  they  would  only  wait  patiently  and  let 
him  have  his  way  they  would  soon  find  the 
chapter  of  agrarian  reform  and  political  equality 
opening  for  them  under  his  inspiration.     I  assume 
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that  from  the  moment  when  he  settled  down  to 
his  work  in  Ireland  he  expected  to  find  the 
oppressed  Irish  tenants  proclaiming  a  truce  with 
their  oppressive  landlords,  and  waiting  in  absolute 
quietude  for  the  coming  of  the  good  time.  No 
such  truce,  however,  was  proclaimed,  or  was  likely 
under  the  conditions  to  be  proclaimed,  and  then, 
according  to  my  idea,  Mr.  Forster  became  dis- 
appointed with  the  Irish  people,  and  could  think 
of  no  better  policy  than  that  of  forcing  them  to 
keep  quiet  while  he  prepared  the  way  for  better 
legislation.  On  the  part  of  the  Irish  agricultural 
tenants,  it  has  to  be  said  that  the  measures  pro- 
posed by  Forster's  government  for  the  reform  of 
the  land  laws  did  not  seem  adequate  to  the 
occasion  and  to  the  objects  in  view,  and  indeed 
all  the  later  history  of  Ireland,  and  of  legislation 
for  Ireland,  has  only  proved  more  and  more  con- 
vincingly how  utterly  inadequate  those  earlier 
measures  were.  The  Irish  agricultural  tenants 
did  not  keep  quiet,  and  could  hardly  have  been 
expected  to  keep  quiet.  The  struggle  between 
the  tenant  and  the  landlord  was  one  for  life  or 
death,  so  far  as  the  tenant  was  concerned.  "  Live, 
horse,  and  you  will  get  grass,"  is  a  proverb  which 
illustrates  effectively  enough  the  spirit  of  the 
statesmanship  which  appealed  to  Ireland  to  desist 
from  agitation  and  wait  patiently  for  gradual 
reforms.  The  agitation  went  on  as  vehemently 
as  ever,  and  Forster  seems  to  have  made  up  his 
mind  to  repress  it  by  measures  more  peremptory 
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and  severe  than  had  ever  been  tried  before. 
Ireland  was  subjected  to  the  working  of  a  whole 
system  of  exceptional  legislation,  by  virtue  of 
which  Dublin  Castle  was  enabled  to  deal  in 
absolute  and  even  despotic  fashion  with  the 
liberties  and  the  lives  of  men. 

I  remember  well  that  while  I  was  travelling 
on  the  Continent  I  stayed  at  the  Kaiserhof  in 
Berlin,  and  heard  there  for  the  first  time  that 
Parnell,  John  Dillon,  Sexton,  and  O'Kelly  had 
been  arrested  in  Ireland  and  consigned  to  prison 
merely  on  the  grounds  that  they  were  "  suspects," 
in  other  words,  that  they  were  suspected  of  pro- 
moting disturbance  and  sedition.  This  was  one 
of  the  new  and  exceptional  acts  by  which  it  was 
thought  possible  to  reduce  Ireland  to  silence  and 
passiveness  while  the  Liberal  Government  was 
preparing  measures  to  make  things  work  more 
smoothly  in  the  future.  The  disturbances  in  most 
parts  of  Ireland  grew  worse  and  worse  through 
the  working  of  this  sort  of  legislation,  and  the 
feeling  of  the  people  turned  within  a  comparatively 
short  time  from  confident  hope  into  something 
like  despair.  Forster  seemed  to  have  become  for 
the  hour  a  mere  reactionist  in  political  principles, 
and,  reversing  the  policy  of  John  Bright  when 
he  proclaimed  that  for  the  ills  of  Ireland  force  is 
no  remedy,  was  acting  on  the  conviction  that 
force  is  the  only  remedy.  Of  course  the  news 
of  this  strange  display  of  Liberal  administration 
made  the  Irish   in   the   United  States  more  than 
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ever  energetic  in  their  appeals  to  their  country- 
men at  home  not  to  submit  tamely  to  the 
exceptional  laws  which  Forster  was  forcing  on 
them. 

When  I  returned  to  the  House  of  Commons  I 
found  this  new  struggle  between  the  Irish  party 
and  the  Government  in  full  operation.  It  was 
indeed  something  of  a  novelty  for  me  to  have 
to  associate  Forster  with  a  system  of  exceptional 
and  despotic  legislation,  of  free  speech  prohibited 
and  forcibly  suppressed,  of  imprisonment  without 
trial  and  without  limit  of  sentence.  I  took  part 
in  some  of  the  debates,  and  I  could  not  help 
expressing  in  strong  terms  my  surprise  and  dis- 
appointment at  the  course  which  such  a  man  as 
William  Edward  Forster,  the  Forster  of  the  past, 
had  suddenly  taken  it  on  him  to  pursue.  If  I 
may  be  allowed  to  say  something  in  my  own 
praise,  I  think  the  best  speech  I  ever  made  in 
the  House  of  Commons — I  do  not  say  that  it 
was  a  good  speech,  but  only  that  it  was  my  best 
— was  made  in  reply  to  one  of  Mr.  Forster's 
during  a  debate  in  that  memorable  session.  The 
close  of  my  speech  was  a  declaration  which  at 
the  time  I  felt  justified  in  making,  although  it 
grieved  me  to  have  to  make  it,  that  in  para- 
phrase of  some  famous  words  it  had  rarely  been 
given  to  any  human  being  to  do  so  much  good 
for  humanity  as  Mr.  Forster  had  prevented  in 
Ireland. 

The  rule  of  the  iron  hand  went  on  for  a  time 
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in  Ireland  as  before,  and  things  grew  rapidly- 
worse.  The  end  came,  however,  very  soon.  Glad- 
stone and  the  majority  of  his  Cabinet  deter- 
mined to  release  the  imprisoned  "suspects"  and 
to  abandon  the  policy  of  mere  despotism,  bene- 
volent or  otherwise,  in  Irish  affairs,  and  the 
immediate  result  was  that  Mr.  Forster  resigned 
office.  Lord  Cowper,  who  had  been  Viceroy  of 
Ireland,  also  resigned,  but  the  world  in  general 
took  less  notice  at  the  time  of  the  Lord-Lieu- 
tenant's resignation  than  it  did  of  Forster's 
withdrawal  from  his  nominally  subordinate  post. 
After  that  time  I  saw  but  little  of  Forster,  and 
hardly  ever  had  any  conversation  with  him.  I 
have  always  regarded  him  as,  according  to  the 
familiar  saying,  a  good  man  gone  wrong.  I  cannot 
but  believe  that  when  he  first  took  office  as  Irish 
Secretary  he  had  a  great  opportunity  before  him, 
and  that  he  missed  it  mainly  because  he  did  not 
at  a  crisis  of  great  difficulty,  calling  for  much 
patience  and  much  faith,  remain  true  to  the 
principles  he  had  learned  from  great  teachers, 
and  had  followed  out  manfully  through  the  whole 
of  his  earlier  career. 


CHAPTER  XV 

LIBERAL      COERCION 

My  family  and  I  occupied  for  a  short  time  a  fur- 
nished flat  in  Grosvenor  Mansions,  Victoria  Street, 
and  I  think  that  Victoria  Street  was  in  those 
days  almost  altogether  given  up  to  private  flats 
and  offices,  and  there  was  not,  I  think,  a  single 
shop  on  either  side  of  it.  A  glance  at  Victoria 
Street  lately  made  me  feel  deeply  impressed  by  its 
living  illustration  of  the  ravages  of  time  and  change. 
Then  we  tried  for  a  while  various  lodgings  in  the 
St.  James's  quarter,  and  settled  down  for  many 
years  in  a  house  in  Cheyne  Gardens,  Chelsea, 
not  far  from  the  house  in  which  Thomas  Carlyle 
had  lived.  I  was  brought  more  and  more  into  as- 
sociation with  many  men  who  bore  names  eminent 
in  politics,  science,  literature,  and  art. 

In  literary  life  I  knew  many  distinguished  men 
and  women,  including  Robert  Browning,  Thomas 
Hardy,  Bret  Harte,  Henry  James,  Anna  Cora 
Steele,  Miss  Braddon,  James  Anthony  Froude, 
Freeman,  Lecky.  Among  men  of  science  I  knew 
Thomas  Huxley  and  Herbert  Spencer.  I  have 
already  spoken  of  some  of  the  painters  whom  I 
knew,  and  my  friends  among  actors  and  actresses 
included   Henry  Irving,  Charles  Wyndham,  Ellen 
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Terry,  the  Bancrofts,  the  Kendals,  and  John 
Lawrence  Toole.  Of  all  these  distinguished  men 
and  women,  and  of  many  others  whom  I  have 
known,  I  have  already  written  a  good  deal  in  other 
books  of  mine,  and  I  am  not  inclined  to  indulge 
in  unnecessary  repetitions  at  the  expense  of  my 
readers.  I  mention  certain  names  here  only  in 
this  passing  fashion  as  they  serve  to  illustrate  the 
story  of  my  own  life,  and  to  tell  how  much  it  was 
brightened  by  the  good  fortune  which  brought  me 
into  association  with  such  men  and  women.  I  have 
always  felt,  and  still  feel,  that  the  events  of  my 
life — I  mean  of  my  private  and  personal  life — which 
must  ever  give  me  the  highest  gratification  are 
those  which  brought  me  into  companionship  with 
such  leaders  of  intellectual  thought,  of  political 
movement,  of  literature,  science,  and  art. 

Coming  back  to  my  occupations  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  I  may  say  that  Gladstone  was  already 
beginning  to  be  regarded  by  most  of  us  as  a  states- 
man destined  sooner  or  later  to  show  himself 
favourable  to  the  Irish  National  cause.  He  had 
already  brought  in  and  carried  a  measure  for  the  re- 
form of  the  Irish  Land  tenure  system,  which  although 
it  wanted  much  of  the  elements  of  complete  success 
was  yet  the  first  serious  and  statesmanlike  act  which 
had  ever  been  passed  for  the  abolition  of  an  odious 
system  of  agricultural  serfdom.  For  the  time,  how- 
ever, we,  the  Irish  National  members,  had  to  expect 
measures  of  coercion  from  a  Liberal  as  well  as  from 
a  Tory  administration,  and  we  were  brought  into 
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collision  with  Gladstone  and  his  colleagues  as  often 
as  with  the  leaders  of  the  Conservative  party. 
We  therefore  carried  on  our  system  of  obstruction 
as  unreservedly  and  as  aggressively  towards  the 
one  party  as  towards  the  other,  and  I  remember 
how  strange  indeed  it  appeared  to  me  when  on 
more  than  one  occasion  we  found  ourselves  in  politi- 
cal hostility  to  John  Bright,  who  had  been  the  true 
friend  of  Ireland  when  she  had  hardly  any  other 
friend  among  the  English  representatives  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  It  sometimes  went  very  much 
against  the  grain  with  me  to  have  to  join  in  such 
a  struggle,  but  I  thoroughly  recognised  the  fact 
that  the  policy  of  Parnell  was  our  only  available 
means  of  compelling  the  House  and  the  country  to 
give  at  last  a  full  attention  to  Ireland's  National 
claims. 

Unlike  many  of  my  colleagues,  I  had  always 
felt  a  profound  respect  for  the  constitution  and  the 
history  of  the  House  of  Commons.  To  some  of  my 
friends  in  the  Irish  party  the  House  of  Commons 
was  merely  one  of  the  weapons  of  tyrannical 
oppression  by  which  England  was  enabled  to  keep 
Ireland  in  servitude.  It  seemed  to  them  only  a 
part  of  the  enemy's  war  machinery,  and  every  course 
of  action  which  could  enfeeble  it  and  render  it 
helpless,  and  even  ridiculous,  was  to  them  always 
deserving  of  sympathy  and  applause.  I  could  not 
look  at  things  from  this  point  of  view.  I  had  always 
regarded  the  House  of  Commons,  whatever  might 
have  been  its  defects   and  its  shortcomings,  as  a 
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powerful  agency  in  the  development  of  constitutional 
and  religious  equality,  and  my  main  desire  in 
public  life  was  to  see  the  establishment  of  such 
an  institution  in  Ireland  for  the  government  of  the 
Irish  people  by  the  Irish  people.  The  possibility 
of  Ireland  becoming  a  thoroughly  independent  state, 
a  self-ruling  republic,  let  us  say,  lying  close  to  the 
shores  of  Great  Britain,  seemed  to  me  to  be  so  far 
outside  the  range  of  human  vision,  as  not  to  call 
for  serious  consideration  in  days  like  ours.  If  the 
world  ever  becomes  so  enlightened  and  civilised  that 
small  countries  like  Ireland  are  allowed  to  main- 
tain their  independence  without  let  or  hindrance 
from  great  and  powerful  neighbouring  states,  then 
indeed  I  admit  that  patriotic  Irishmen  might  well 
give  themselves  up  to  the  effort  for  Ireland's 
absolute  independence.  But  I  could  not  see  any 
prospect  of  such  a  condition  in  human  affairs,  and 
I  should  have  been  content  with  a  compromise 
which  should  give  to  Ireland  the  entire  management 
and  control  of  her  own  legislation  while  she  yet  re- 
mained a  member  of  the  British  Imperial  system. 

John  Bright,  in  one  of  his  great  speeches,  declared 
that  if  Ireland  could  be  loosed  from  her  moorings 
in  the  Atlantic  and  floated  over  to  the  American 
shore,  she  would  probably  become  prosperous  and 
thoroughly  contented  as  a  State  of  the  Union. 
But,  as  he  pointed  out,  the  essential  trouble  in 
the  condition  of  things  was  that  Ireland  had  been 
placed  in  such  close  proximity  to  Great  Britain, 
that  it  was  hardly  possible  to  hope  she   could  be 


250  THE    STORY    OF    AN    IRISHMAN 

allowed  to  become,  and  continue,  an  independent 
state.  Bright  always  affirmed  that  the  duty  of 
the  English  Parliament  was  to  give  to  Ireland 
such  systems  of  internal  government  as  Ireland 
would  have  given  to  herself  if  she  had  accomplished 
a  successful  revolution.  In  his  later  days  Bright 
refused  to  support  the  Home  Bule  movement,  but 
I  have  never  thought  that  in  that  refusal  he  was 
acting  inconsistently  with  his  former  opinions.  He 
was  opposed  to  the  idea  of  separate  Parliaments 
for  the  two  islands,  just  as  he  was  opposed  to  the 
idea  of  a  separate  Parliament  for  Scotland  ;  but 
he  held  to  the  principle  that  the  Irish  representa- 
tives in  the  Imperial  Parliament  should  be  allowed 
to  deal  with  Irish  measures,  as  the  Scottish  mem- 
bers are  now,  and  have  long  been,  allowed  to  deal 
with  Scottish  measures.  I  have  always  felt  that 
this  end  could  never  be  realised  in  the  Imperial 
Parliament,  where  the  Irish  members  constitute 
but  a  very  small  minority,  and  where  they  have 
not  the  influence  and  the  advantage  of  such  con- 
ditions of  union  as  those  which  Scotland  insisted 
on  obtaining  before  she  consented  to  give  up  her 
National  legislature  and  to  be  content  with 
representation  in  the  English  Parliament.  My 
views  for  Ireland  were,  and  still  are,  satisfied 
with  the  principle  of  separate  legislation  for  the 
Irish  people  in  a  Parliament  of  their  own,  and 
I  believe  that  if  Home  Rule  were  conceded  to 
Ireland  she  might  become  as  prosperous  and  as 
contented    a    partner   in    the    Imperial    system    as 
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Canada  or  Australia.  To  accomplish  that  end  I 
had  become  convinced  that  the  system  of  obstruc- 
tion, rough  and  ready  as  it  might  seem  to  be,  was 
absolutely  essential  under  all  the  conditions  to 
compel  the  English  people  to  give  serious  attention 
to  the  Irish  National  demands.  Therefore  I  took 
my  willing  part  in  the  carrying  out  of  Parnell's 
policy,  and  I  had  my  turn  of  being  occasionally 
"  suspended  from  the  service  of  the  House,"  in 
other  words,  turned  out  of  the  representative 
chamber,  and  of  being  occasionally  called  to  order 
and  bidden  by  the  voice  of  the  Speaker  to  resume 
my  seat.  It  was  not  always  very  pleasant  work 
for  me,  who  had  been  for  more  than  a  quarter  of  a 
century  a  resident  of  England,  and  had  formed 
many  close  friendships  and  some  relationships  there, 
and  had  been  doing  my  best  to  win  for  myself 
a  position  in  English  literature  and  journalism. 
During  these  troublous  times  of  obstruction  I  found 
that  the  intense  feeling  aroused  among  the  general 
English  public  against  the  Irish  obstructionists 
had  a  distinct  effect  on  the  sale  of  my  books ;  but 
I  felt  sure  that  this  feeling  would  not  last,  and 
in  any  case  it  could  not  have  weighed  for  a 
moment  with  me  when  compared  with  the  fulfil- 
ment of  my  duty  to  my  own  country  and  her 
National  cause.  I  was  convinced  that  if  Parnell's 
policy  had  a  fair  trial,  and  that  if  this  were  secured 
for  it  it  would  accomplish  its  object,  and  I  am 
certain  at  the  present  moment  that  no  other 
policy  could  have  brought   us  so  directly  on   the 
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road  to  a  recognition  of  our  National  claims. 
We  had  a  rightful  case  to  plead,  and  I  held  so 
high  an  opinion  of  the  just  feeling  of  Englishmen 
in  general  as  to  believe  that  if  we  could  only 
compel  them  to  study  that  case,  they  would  be 
brought  to  recognise  its  justice.  I  knew  that 
among  many  of  my  parliamentary  colleagues  there 
had  grown  up  through  the  influence  of  generations 
and  centuries  a  detestation  of  English  rule,  which 
made  them  feel  a  gratificatian  in  the  mere  ob- 
struction of  England's  parliamentary  work.  With 
me  obstruction  was  simply  a  means  to  an  end,  as 
I  feel  sure  it  also  was  with  Parnell.  I  believed 
that  the  time  must  come  when  English  public 
opinion  would  frankly  admit  that  obstruction  had 
done  good  service  for  England  as  well  as  for 
Ireland  by  compelling  the  attention  of  the  ruling 
majority  to  the  fact  that  the  Irish  minority 
represented  a  just  cause,  without  the  full  recog- 
nition and  satisfaction  of  which  there  never  could 
be  genuine  peace  and  contentment  among  the 
European  members  of  the  Imperial  system. 

When  the  policy  of  obstruction  was  first  put 
in  motion  it  had  only  a  very  small  number  of 
practical  adherents.  For  some  time  after  I  became 
a  member  of  the  House  only  some  seven  or  eight 
of  us  used  to  pass  into  the  division  lobbies  under 
the  leadership  of  Parnell.  Even  then  we  almost 
always  had  some  three  or  four  British  representa- 
tives to  go  into  the  lobby  with  us  every  time 
that  we  made  up  our  minds  to  divide  the  House. 
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Sir  Wilfrid  Lawson,  Joseph  Cowen,  and  Henry 
Labouchere  were  always  among  our  English  sup- 
porters, and  there  were  others  too  who  gave  us 
their  friendly  aid  without  heeding  the  denunciation 
and  misrepresentation  which  it  brought  upon  them 
from  many  even  of  their  own  constituents.  But 
the  Irish  National  party  soon  came  to  include 
the  great  majority  of  the  Irish  representatives,  and 
the  idea  began  to  be  borne  in  upon  the  minds  of 
English  statesmen,  and  an  intelligent  minority  of 
Englishmen,  that  Parnell  was  not  practising  his 
obstruction  policy  for  the  mere  purpose  of  dis- 
turbing the  British  House  of  Commons,  but  that 
he  had  a  genuine  cause  to  plead,  and  that  this 
was  the  only  practical  means  of  obtaining  a  hearing. 
All  sorts  of  new  rules  were  introduced,  and  were 
carried  by  majorities,  to  limit  the  freedom  of 
debate,  or  in  other  words,  to  reduce  the  Irish 
National  party  to  a  state  of  impotence.  In  some 
instances  the  alterations  of  the  rules  were  reason- 
able enough  in  themselves,  and  were  of  some 
advantage  to  the  general  conduct  of  the  business, 
but  it  was  pointed  out  again  and  again  with  much 
justice  that  so  long  as  there  was  a  hostile  minority 
in  the  House  of  Commons — I  mean  a  minority 
compelled  by  principle  to  take  the  part  of  united 
hostility  to  the  majority — it  would  be  utterly  im- 
possible to  prevent  obstruction.  Every  member  of 
Parliament  must  be  assumed  to  have  an  equal  right 
to  speak  on  any  question,  and  it  would  not  be 
endurable   that  the  Speaker  should  be  permitted 
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to  determine  beforehand  that  this  or  that  particular 
member  should  never  be  allowed  an  opportunity  of 
addressing  the  House.  If,  however,  Mr.  Speaker 
could  not  act  on  some  such  principle,  it  would  be 
impossible  to  prevent  any  member  from  rising  to 
prolong  a  debate  at  the  time  when  the  discussion 
seemed  exhausted  for  all  practical  purposes,  induce 
some  other  member  to  rise  in  his  turn  and  offer 
a  reply,  and  thus  occupy  hour  after  hour  in  purely 
obstructed  discussion.  The  members  of  the  ob- 
structive party  might  if  they  thought  fit  take 
up  different  sides  of  the  controversy,  and  so  give 
some  plausible  excuse  for  keeping  up  the  debate. 
One  member  of  the  obstructive  party  might  speak 
in  condemnation  of  some  particular  measure  or 
clause,  and  when  he  had  exhausted  his  argument 
on  the  subject  a  colleague  of  his  might  get  up 
and  express  his  great  surprise  at  the  views  just 
made  known  by  his  honourable  friend,  and  go  on 
to  confute  them  with  yet  greater  prolixity  than 
his  honourable  friend  had  employed  in  setting 
them  forth.  Then  a  third  obstructionist  might 
rise  and  express  views  of  his  own,  differing  from 
utter  condemnation  of  the  measure  on  one  hand 
and  unlimited  approval  of  it  on  the  other,  and  so 
on  until  the  whole  obstructive  party  had  spent 
their  forces  in  what  might  plausibly  be  represented 
as  fair,  independent,  business-like  discussion.  The 
Speaker  could  hardly  rise  and  interpose  to  prevent 
any  one  particular  member  from  continuing  the 
discussion  merely  because  he  belonged  to  a  party 
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which  had  often  obstructed,  and  thus  although 
each  member  spoke  for  but  a  comparatively  short 
time,  and  the  differing  views  of  the  orators  pro- 
claimed no  concerted  plan  of  action,  the  regular 
business  of  the  House  might  be  most  effectively 
delayed  and  thrown  out  of  gear. 

I  remember  one  remarkable  instance  in  which 
a  great  Prime  Minister  gave  an  entirely  new  and 
most  tempting  opportunity  to  the  obstructive  party 
to  exercise  their  policy.  An  Irish  National  member 
was  making  a  speech  which  gave  great  offence  by 
its  tone  and  its  evident  purpose  to  the  occupants 
of  the  Treasury  Bench,  and  Mr.  Gladstone  himself 
got  up  and  moved  that  the  honourable  member  be 
no  longer  heard.  Now,  it  appears  that  the  motion 
made  by  Mr.  Gladstone  was  absolutely  in  order, 
although  the  occasions  were  very  rare  when  such 
a  motion  had  been  formally  made.  It  was  not 
likely  that  Mr.  Gladstone  would  propose  any 
motion  not  within  the  limits  of  parliamentary 
order,  but  the  exercise  of  this  right  has  always 
been  limited  to  occasions  when  the  member  against 
whom  it  is  directed  is  making  allegations  or  utter- 
ing sentiments  which  are  believed  to  be  a  positive 
offence  against  parliamentary  usage.  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's motion  was  accepted  by  the  Speaker  as  in 
order,  and  a  debate  upon  it  took  place  at  once. 
During  that  debate  one  of  the  Irish  Nationalist 
members  invited  the  attention  of  the  House  to  the 
new  impulse  to  obstruction  and  the  new  oppor- 
tunities for  the  working  of  obstructive  policy  which 
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were  given  by  the  action  of  the  Prime  Minister. 
The  Irish  member  reminded  the  House  that  a  Prime 
Minister  has  no  especial  privilege  for  making  such 
a  motion,  and  that  a  similar  motion  could  be  made 
just  as  well  by  any  other  member  of  the  House. 
At  any  moment  an  Irish  National  member  would 
be  at  liberty,  following  the  precedent  set  by  Mr. 
Gladstone,  to  interrupt  the  orator  addressing  the 
House,  and  to  move  that  he  be  no  longer  heard,  and 
thereupon  would  set  in  an  extemporaneous  debate. 
When  that  question  had  been  disposed  of  and  the 
regular  business  of  the  sitting  was  again  going  on, 
another  Irish  member  might  rise  and  move  that  some 
speaker  then  addressing  the  House  be  no  longer 
heard,  and  thereupon  would  arise  another  debate  and 
another  division.  Where  was  the  rule  of  order  to 
prevent  or  to  limit  this  method  of  obstruction  ?  If 
the  motion  was  in  order  when  made  by  the  Prime 
Minister,  how  could  it  become,  obviously  or  con- 
structively, out  of  order  when  made  by  a  private 
member  1  I  do  not  now  remember  what  came 
of  the  whole  discussion,  but  I  know  that  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's action  was  hardly  ever  imitated  by  any 
other  member  of  an  administration,  and  that  the 
House  would  have  been  put  into  new  difficulties 
and  troubles  if  the  Irish  party  had  made  his  motion 
a  precedent  and  an  authority  for  an  entirely  new 
development  of  obstruction. 

The  lesson  taught  by  the  whole  incident  was 
that  Irish  obstruction  could  only  be  thoroughly 
got  rid  of  by  the  fair  consideration  and  the  states- 
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manlike  removal  of  Irish  National  grievances.  The 
Irish  obstructive  party  knew  full  well  that  they 
had  behind  them  the  entire  and  the  undeviatinff 
approval  and  support  of  the  vast  majority  of 
Irishmen  at  home  and  abroad.  With  this  force 
encouraging  them  and  cheering  them  on,  it  was 
not  likely  that  they  could  be  deterred  from  their 
efforts  by  any  number  of  temporary  exclusions 
from  the  precincts  of  the  House.  The  results 
speak  for  themselves.  With  the  recognition  by 
English  statesmen  that  Ireland  had  genuine  griev- 
ances of  which  to  complain,  and  with  the  resolve 
displayed  by  Conservatives  and  Liberals  alike  to 
consider  those  grievances  and  find  the  means  for 
their  removal,  the  obstructive  policy  of  the  Irish 
parliamentary  party  came  to  an  end.  It  had  done 
its  work,  and  these  words  form  its  epitaph  and  its 
vindication. 


R 


CHAPTER  XVI 

HOLIDAYS    IN    IRELAND 

My  political  occupations  gave  me  many  opportuni- 
ties of  revisiting  my  native  country.  It  became  my 
duty  to  attend  great  public  meetings  in  Ireland,  to 
support  the  National  candidates  at  bye-elections, 
and  to  assist  in  the  formation  of  new  branches  of 
the  National  League.  All  this  involved  a  frequent 
rush  of  travel  at  night  from  Euston  Square  Station 
to  Holyhead  and  thence  across  to  Ireland,  many  a 
railway  expedition  into  some  out-of-the-way  part 
of  the  country,  and  a  rapid  return  to  London  in 
order  to  vote  in  some  important  parliamentary 
division.  These  journeys  interfered  with  the  pro- 
gress of  my  literary  work,  but  I  felt  no  inclina- 
tion to  evade  my  political  duties,  and  it  was 
ever  a  pleasure  to  me  to  revisit  Ireland  amid 
whatever  hurry  and  excitement.  No  part  of  Ire- 
land was  strange  to  me ;  each  spot  that  I  visited 
brought  up  some  interesting  associations  in  my 
mind.  It  always  pleased  my  thoughts  to  make 
a  mental  comparison  between  Ireland  as  I  had 
seen  her  in  the  past  and  Ireland  as  I  looked  on  her 
in  the  present,  to  note  whatever  changes  had  taken 
place,  and  to  see  indications  wherever  they  were 
to  be  seen  of  political  and  social   improvement. 

253 
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I  had  been  possessed  from  my  earliest  days, 
and  am  still  possessed,  by  what  some  of  my  friends 
regard  as  a  mania  for  the  associations  of  the  past. 
At  any  time  I  should  be  prepared  to  go  far  out  of 
my  way  merely  for  the  sake  of  looking  at  some 
house  or  street,  or  road  or  river  which  I  had 
looked  upon  in  former  days.  My  own  belief  is 
that  I  should  have  made,  if  the  powers  above  had 
so  ordained  it,  a  champion  ghost,  because  of  the  in- 
extinguishable delight  I  should  always  have  found 
in  transporting  myself  hither  and  thither  among 
the  scenes  of  my  former  experiences.  When,  added 
to  this  sentimental  feeling,  I  had  a  sense  of  being 
engaged  in  active  work  for  Ireland's  cause  on  Ire- 
land's soil,  I  felt  as  if  I  were  growing  young  again 
in  the  congenial  atmosphere.  I  found  myself  more 
than  ever  an  Irishman  as  I  went  with  my  new 
mission  into  so  many  once  familiar  places.  I  took 
part  in  many  public  meetings  in  Dublin ;  I  ad- 
dressed audiences  in  my  own  native  city,  Cork ; 
I  presented  myself  at  great  popular  meetings  in 
Limerick,  in  Waterford,  in  Belfast,  and  in  Derry 
city.  Much  as  I  disliked  the  turmoil  and  the 
trouble  of  contested  elections,  it  was  something 
to  know  that  a  contest  could  only  take  place  at 
that  time  against  the  recognised  and  traditional 
opponents  of  the  Irish  National  cause,  the  Tories 
in  the  South  and  the  Orangemen  in  the  North, 
and  I  had  my  own  friends  around  me  wherever  I 
went.  Some  years  later  there  came  an  unhappy 
time  when  the   division   in   the    Irish   party  itself 
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set  friend  against  friend,  and  when  even  in  my 
native  city  I  found  myself  denounced  by  Irish 
Nationalists  as  sincerely  devoted  to  their  cause 
as  I  could  be,  who  for  the  time  had  taken  a  side 
different  from  mine  in  the  dispute  which  was  dis- 
tracting the  National  party.  Of  that  I  shall  have 
something  to  say  in  a  future  chapter ;  for  the 
present  I  am  dealing  especially  with  the  period 
before  any  such  dispute  had  arisen,  and  when  in 
every  contested  election  the  Irish  Nationalist  mem- 
bers fought  side  by  side.  Wherever  I  went,  if  the 
work  of  speech-making  and  organising  allowed  me 
a  chance,  I  always  found  delight  in  visiting  once 
again  some  spot  made  dear  to  me  by  old  associa- 
tions. I  had  some  amusing  experiences  during 
the  various  contested  elections,  but  on  the  whole 
there  was  far  less  of  disturbance  and  of  vindictive- 
ness  than  might  have  been  expected  under  the 
conditions.  The  furious  old  days  described  by 
such  writers  as  Charles  Lever  seemed  to  have 
passed  away  altogether,  and  there  was  much  more 
of  good  humour  in  these  Irish  contests  than  I  have 
seen  in  many  English  election  contests. 

During  this  part  of  my  life  I  enjoyed  a  regular 
holiday-tour  in  Ireland.  My  son  and  daughter 
and  I  made  up  our  minds  to  forego  for  that  year 
our  usual  visit  to  some  part  of  the  Continent,  and 
to  pass  our  time  in  Ireland.  We  were  accom- 
panied by  a  young  English  friend  of  my  daughter, 
Miss  Mabel  Robinson,  authoress  since  then  of 
"  Mr.  Butler's  Ward  "  and  other  successful  novels. 
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Miss  Robinson  had  never  been  in  Ireland  before, 
and  we  were  resolved  that  she  should  see  as  many 
as  possible  of  Ireland's  most  beautiful  historic 
scenes.  We  began  naturally  with  Dublin,  and  we 
arrived  there  at  a  time  of  unusual  interest.  A 
monument  to  Daniel  O'Connell  was  to  be  unveiled 
in  the  great  thoroughfare  which  had  long  borne 
the  name  of  Sackville  Street,  but  was  thence- 
forward to  be  called  O'Connell  Street.  I  do  not 
know  of  any  city  in  Europe  which  can  show  a 
street  more  splendidly  suited  to  set  off  a  great 
public  ceremonial.  We  were  staying  at  the 
Gresham  Hotel  in  O'Connell  Street,  and  had 
only  to  look  from  our  windows  in  order  to  have 
a  full  view  of  the  great  national  demonstration. 
I  had  never  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  O'Connell 
during  his  days  of  power  as  leader  and  orator.  I 
saw  him  but  once,  and  that  was  towards  the  closing: 
years  of  his  life,  at  a  time  when  his  health  had 
completely  broken  down,  and  his  voice  was  no 
longer  equal  to  the  task  of  making  itself  heard 
throughout  any  large  assembly.  Many  of  my 
readers  will  probably  remember  that  affecting  pas- 
sage in  Disraeli's  Life  of  Lord  George  Bentinck 
which  describes  O'Connell's  last  appearance  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  and  the  pathetic  feeling 
created  by  the  contrast  between  the  feeble  tones 
and  the  slow  articulation  of  the  speaker  and  the 
voice  of  magnificent  music  and  power  which  used 
at  one  time  to  thrill  the  House.  The  one  occa- 
sion  when    I    heard  O'Connell  speak  lives  always 
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in  my  memory.  The  great  Irish  Tribune  was 
delivering  an  address  to  a  number  of  youths  of 
the  Catholic  schools  of  Cork,  and  the  state  of  his 
health  rendered  it  impossible  for  him  to  stand  up 
during  the  few  sentences  which  he  uttered.  He 
remained  seated  all  the  time,  and  in  the  farther 
part  of  the  room  we  were  hardly  able  to  follow 
completely  a  single  sentence.  I  can  well  recall  to 
memory  the  kind  of  awe  which  came  over  us 
young  lads  when  we  thus  tried  to  hear  the  great 
O'Connell ;  and  I  felt  in  a  strange  sort  of  way  that 
it  was  something  of  a  recompense  to  me  for  my 
disappointment  on  that  occasion  to  find  myself  now 
taking  part  in  the  magnificent  national  tribute  to 
O'Connell's  career,  which  the  capital  of  Ireland  had 
thus  effectively  organised. 

There  were  many  public  meetings  and  festivities 
at  that  time,  and  a  national  exhibition  of  Irish  pro- 
ducts invited  the  attention  of  strangers  as  well  as 
residents.  Parnell  was  seen  at  many  of  these 
gatherings,  and  was  then  the  most  conspicuous 
figure  wherever  he  went.  Our  friend  Mabel  Robin- 
son had  the  happy  chance  of  seeing  Dublin  under 
conditions  which  peculiarly  illustrated  the  national 
life  in  some  of  its  most  important  movements. 
After  leaving  Dublin  we  went,  like  Dr.  Syntax  of 
old,  in  search  of  the  picturesque ;  and  one  has  not 
to  travel  very  far  in  quest  of  the  picturesque  when 
he  is  wandering  through  Ireland.  Of  course  we 
paid  a  visit  to  Killarney,  and  spent  many  days 
in    that    enchanted    lake    country.      I   am   myself 
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an  especial  lover  of  lake  scenery,  and  am  well 
acquainted  with  the  lakes  of  Cumberland  and 
Westmorland,  the  Scottish  lakes,  the  lakes  of 
Switzerland  and  Italy,  and  those  exquisite  smaller 
lakes  of  America  which  are  not  to  be  described  as 
inland  seas.  But  I  do  not  think  that  the  lakes  of 
Killarney  would  on  the  whole  suffer  by  comparison 
with  any  of  these  that  I  have  mentioned.  Each  lake 
country  has  of  course  its  own  peculiarities  and  its 
own  atmosphere,  and  must  therefore  be  judged 
upon  its  own  conditions  ;  but  even  when  the  skies 
are  grey  I  think  the  Killarney  lakeland  has  an 
enchantment  of  its  own  which  needs  not  to  fear 
any  competition.  I  had  been  very  familiar  with 
Killarney  during  my  days  of  newspaper  work  in 
Ireland,  and  had  never  been  able  quite  to  satisfy 
myself  as  to  which  of  the  three  lakes  had  the 
greatest  fascination  for  me.  Now  that  I  had  come 
back  to  the  old  region  of  delight  after  an  absence 
of  many  years  the  lakes  seemed  to  show  themselves 
to  me  as  even  more  beautiful  than  my  memory  had 
pictured  them.  They  bore  with  them  now  the 
charms  of  association  as  well  as  the  fascination 
of  novelty,  the  magic  of  the  past  and  the  present 
brought  together  and  made  one.  Our  English 
friend  was  especially  charmed  by  the  songs  of  the 
boatmen  as  they  rowed  us  on  the  lakes,  and  with 
the  manner  in  which  they  waked  the  echoes  be- 
tween the  mountains.  She  enjoyed,  too,  the  pic- 
turesque ride  on  horseback  from  one  lake  to 
another    through    the    mystery-haunted    Gap    of 
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Dunloe.  She  was  charmed  with  the  legendary- 
store  which  the  boatmen  and  the  guides  had 
always  at  command  for  the  instruction  of  strangers ; 
and  she  took  a  peculiar  pleasure  in  asking  ques- 
tions of  our  escort,  and  drawing  forth  their  prompt 
and  amusing  or  half-poetical  replies.  She  was 
already  fast  becoming  a  convert  to  the  principles 
of  Irish  Nationalism,  and  we  used  to  say  that  if  her 
mind  continued  to  improve  at  the  same  rate  of  pro- 
gress she  would  soon  become  more  Irish  than  the 
Irish  themselves.  Then  we  wandered  off  to  the 
west,  and  travelled  through  the  marvellous  regions 
of  Connemara,  and  studied  ancient  Galway,  and 
lingered  by  lakes  little  known  then  to  the 
ordinary  tourist,  but  which  hardly  yielded  in 
charm  even  to  the  Killarney  -lakes  themselves, 
and  along  the  banks  of  rivers  which  Spenser  might 
have  sung  of  with  as  loving  a  worship  as  that 
which  he  gave  to  the  Blackwater.  It  was  here 
that  all  the  party  except  myself  heard  Gaelic 
spoken  for  the  first  time,  also  heard  the  peasants 
who  spoke  English  speak  it  obviously  as  a  foreign 
language.  Miss  Robinson  was  greatly  struck  by 
the  natural  and  simple  courtesy  which  the  ordinary 
peasants  on  the  roads  displayed  and  the  willing 
trouble  they  took  to  direct  us  on  our  way,  or  to 
tell  us  of  any  legends  which  hallowed  each  par- 
ticular spot.  On  one  occasion,  however,  she  was 
somewhat  puzzled  by  an  answer  which  the  driver 
of  a  jaunting-car  we  had  hired  gave  to  a  question 
propounded    by    her.       He    was    telling    of    some 
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murders  committed  on  the  agents  or  bailiffs  of 
landlords  in  a  different  part  of  the  country,  and 
she  asked  him  whether  such  outrages  never  took 
place  in  the  region  through  which  we  were  then 
passing.  He  answered  promptly  and  decisively, 
"  Oh  !  no,  Miss — not  convanient  here."  What  the 
poor  man  meant  to  convey  was  that  no  such  out- 
rages had  taken  place  anywhere  near  to  the  part  of 
the  country  we  were  driving  through,  "convanient" 
being  the  familiar  way  of  describing  nearness  to 
any  particular  place.  She  assumed  it  to  mean 
that  the  people  in  the  region  we  were  then  travers- 
ing did  not  find  it  convenient  to  shoot  landlords 
there  because  perhaps  of  the  intrusive  watchfulness 
of  the  authorities,  but  not  because  of  any  conscien- 
tious objection  to  murder.  She  was  greatly  amused 
when  we  explained  to  her  the  meaning  of  the  car- 
man's expression,  and  made  it  clear  to  her  that 
such  was  his  meaning  by  decoying  him  into  the 
use  of  the  same  phrase  on  other  occasions  during 
the  drive.  I  have  often  thought  that  many  a 
Saxon  tourist  might  have  founded  a  whole  theory 
as  to  Irish  character  on  such  a  misrepresentation 
of  a  local  phrase,  and  that  if  Miss  Robinson, 
afterwards  a  writer  of  novels,  had  been  a  tourist 
of  the  ordinary  kind,  she  might  have  laid  it  down 
as  a  rule  for  the  instruction  of  her  English  readers, 
that  an  Irish  peasant  only  disapproves  of  murder 
when  the  deed  is  likely  to  be  attended  by  any 
personal  inconvenience  to  himself  or  his  friends. 
We  paid  a  visit  to  Limerick,  the  famous  city 
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of  the  Violated  Treaty,  and  wandered  through 
all  the  beautiful  scenery  which  surrounds  the 
beautiful  town.  We  spent  a  good  deal  of  time 
in  studying  all  those  parts  of  the  town  and  the 
surrounding  country  which  are  associated  with 
Gerald  Griffin's  exquisite  novel,  "  The  Collegians." 
We  visited  Garryowen  because  it  was  the  home 
of  the  ill-fated  heroine  of  that  sad  story.  I  have 
always  felt  convinced  that  "The  Collegians"  is 
on  the  whole  the  greatest  novel  Ireland  has  yet 
brought  forth.  It  is  rich  in  native  humour,  and 
it  is  at  the  same  time  suffused  with  that  peculiar 
and  poetic  melody  which  seems  to  belong  to  the 
atmosphere  and  the  music  of  Ireland.  There  are 
characters  in  it  which  for  rich  and  genuine  Irish 
humour  are  equal  to  anything  ever  created  even 
by  the  best  of  the  novelists  who  have  given  them- 
selves up  to  depicting  the  merely  comic  sides  of 
Irish  life.  In  no  other  Irish  novel  that  I  know 
of  are  the  different  accents,  phrases,  and  other 
oral  peculiarities  of  the  Irish  provinces  so  clearly 
and  correctly  illustrated.  In  many  an  Irish  novel 
the  Connaught  peasant  frequently  talks  with  the 
brogue  of  Munster,  and  even  the  Ulster  man  occa- 
sionally drops  into  some  phrase  peculiar  to  Leinster. 
But  in  "  The  Collegians "  every  peasant  talks  the 
talk  of  his  own  region,  and  has  the  ways  that 
belong  especially  to  it.  Then  there  are  scattered 
through  the  novel  songs  and  ballads  of  the  most 
exquisite  poetic  feeling,  songs  and  ballads  which 
speak  out  the  heart  of  the  Gaelic  race,  and  carry 
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music  in  their  very  words.  It  was  therefore  an 
especial  delight  to  us  to  linger  round  every  spot 
associated  with  the  figures  in  that  strangely 
humorous  and  strangely  melancholy  story. 

To   most    English    men   and  women   of  recent 
days  the  story  of  "The   Collegians"  and  of  Eily 
O'Connor  is  associated  chiefly,   often   indeed  alto- 
gether, with  the   drama   of  the   "  Colleen  Bawn " 
and  the  characters  more  or  less  created  by  Dion 
Boucicault.      Now   Dion    Boucicault   was   a   great 
actor    and    a    thoroughly    national    Irishman,    who 
at   the   very  height  of  his   popularity  in    London 
never  made  any  concealment  of  his  political  senti- 
ments or  of  his  admiration  for  Parnell,  with  whom 
I   had  the   honour  of  bringing  him  into  personal 
acquaintanceship.       But   the  story   of  "  The    Col- 
legians"   is   no    more    to   be   appreciated   through 
the  medium  of  the   "  Colleen  Bawn,"  than  Scott's 
great  romance  "The  Bride  of  Lammermoor"  is  to 
be  appreciated  through  the  opera  of  which  Lucia  is 
the  heroine.     It  is  a  romance  which  must  be  read 
for  itself,  and  perhaps  to  be  enjoyed  to  the  very 
full  it  ought  to  be  read  amid  the  scenery  which 
it   describes  with  such    a    vivid   and    sympathetic 
pencil.       I   shall   never    forget   the    pleasure   with 
which    I    read    Hawthorne's    "  Marble    Faun "    in 
Rome,   various    chapters  from   "  Don   Quixote "  in 
Spain,  and  some  of  the  stories  from  the  "  Arabian 
Nights"  in   the   older  quarters   of  Constantinople 
or  while  floating  in  a  boat  along  the  Nile.     I  felt 
the  same  sort   of  pleasure  in   following  the   story 


268  THE    STORY    OF    AN    IRISHMAN 

already  familiar  to  me  of  "  The  Collegians"  in  the 
city  and  suburbs  of  Limerick.  That  is  a  true 
saying  of  the  great  German  that  they  who  the 
poet  would  understand  must  wander  through  the 
poet's  land,  and  the  saying  applies  to  the  poets 
in  prose  as  well  as  to  the  poets  in  verse  and  metre. 
During  our  holiday  wanderings  we  made  many 
passing  visits  to  Dublin.  On  one  occasion  our 
English  travelling  companion  had  the  opportunity 
of  seeing  with  us  a  very  interesting  and  impressive 
public  ceremonial.  The  occasion  was  that  on  which 
the  freedom  of  the  city  was  presented  by  the  cor- 
poration to  Parnell  and  John  Dillon.  The  pre- 
sentation took  place  in  the  Mansion  House,  and 
during  part  of  the  ceremonial  the  recipients  of 
this  honour  had  to  stand  side  by  side  on  a  public 
platform  in  sight  of  the  whole  audience  while  the 
address  of  presentation  was  read  aloud  to  them. 
Now  it  is  hardly  possible  to  imagine  any  ordeal 
more  difficult  for  a  public  man  to  go  through  in 
the  peaceful  ways  of  civilised  life  than  to  have 
thus  to  stand  erect  and  motionless,  an  object  on 
which  all  the  spectators  are  sure  to  fix  their  gaze, 
while  a  long  address  to  him  is  read  aloud.  John 
Dillon,  I  should  think,  must  have  found  the  ordeal 
especially  trying.  His  unusually  tall  form  and 
slender  frame  made  the  posture  of  motionless 
erectness  one  peculiarly  adapted  to  try  the  nerves, 
and  Dillon  is  by  nature  a  modest  man,  who  has 
little  taste  for  becoming  a  central  figure  in  any 
manner   of   public    ceremonial.       He   got   through 
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it  remarkably  well,  although  those  of  us  who 
knew  him  best  could  easily  read  in  his  face  and 
even  in  his  figure  some  suggestions  of  how  he 
must  have  wished  for  the  conclusion  of  this  part 
of  the  performance.  But  we  were  all  compelled 
to  wonder  at  the  manner  in  which  Parnell  adapted 
himself  to  the  demands  of  the  occasion.  We  all 
knew  what  a  keen  disrelish  he  had  for  being 
staged  to  the  show  in  so  conspicuous  a  position, 
and  what  efforts  he  was  continually  making  to 
escape  from  bearing  a  prominent  part  in  political 
pageantry  of  any  kind.  But  on  this  occasion  he 
appears  to  have  risen  to  what  I  may  call  the 
pictorial  needs  of  the  hour,  and  he  stood  as 
immovable  as  a  marble  statue.  During  the  read- 
ing of  the  whole  address  he  maintained  the  same 
position — erect,  calm,  and  graceful,  never  moving 
a  limb,  never  showing  the  slightest  evidence  of 
nervousness,  and  yet  not  seeming  like  one  who 
forces  himself  by  mere  strength  of  will  to  go 
unshrinking  through  a  trying  ordeal ;  not  like  one 
compelling  himself  to  act  out  a  prepared  part, 
but  with  all  the  pleased  composure  of  a  man  to 
whom  an  artistic  posture  in  front  of  a  crowd  is 
the  result  of  a  lifelong  training.  I  have  seen  a 
great  many  public  ceremonials,  and  have  been 
present  on  various  occasions  when  statesmen 
or  soldiers,  or  explorers  or  artists,  had  to  stand 
in  front  of  a  huge  crowd  and  remain  erect  and 
silent  while  long  addresses  were  being  read  out 
to  them,  and  I  must  say  that  I  never  saw  any 
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other  man  who  bore  himself  during  such  a  trial 
with  the  same  statuesque  composure  as  that  which 
Parnell  maintained  on  that  memorable  occasion. 

We  received  much  hospitality  in  Dublin  during 
our  visits  from  the  civic  functionaries  and  from 
political  and  private  friends,  and  we  had  more 
invitations  to  dinner-parties  and  receptions  than 
we  could  possibly  have  accepted  even  if  our  days 
were  to  be  much  longer  in  the  land  of  the  sham- 
rock. I  am  afraid  that  on  one  or  two  occasions 
we  caused  some  disturbance  to  the  minds  of  other 
tourists  who  happened  to  have  rooms  in  the  same 
hotel  as  we.  This  hotel  had  never  up  to  that 
date  been  associated  with  the  advanced  National 
party,  or  indeed  with  any  especially  Irish  party 
of  whatever  kind.  It  was  visited  for  the  most 
part  by  tourists  from  England  and  Scotland,  and 
its  owners  and  managers  went  in  rather  for 
welcoming  what  may  be  called  society  visitors, 
and  would  by  no  means  have  cared  to  be  looked 
upon  as  identified  with  any  manner  of  popular 
demonstration.  It  was,  in  fact,  a  particularly 
genteel  hotel  in  the  modern  sense  of  that  word, 
and  it  was  only  because  of  our  desire  to  be  in 
the  most  convenient  position  for  studying  the 
great  street  ceremonials  that  we  had  selected 
this  hostelry  as  our  temporary  home.  We  did 
not  hesitate,  however,  to  adorn  the  windows  of 
our  sitting-room  by  a  display  of  green  flags  and 
other  such  expressions  of  our  sympathy  and 
identification   with   the    popular  and   the   national 
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cause.  The  managers  of  the  hotel  made  a  futile 
protest  against  our  thus  identifying  some  of  their 
windows  with  the  memory  of  O'Connell  and  the 
political  principles  of  Parnell,  and  I  believe  that 
they  were  well  pleased  when  the  public  processions 
came  to  an  end  and  there  was  no  longer  any 
occasion  for  the  proclamation  that  we,  Mabel 
Robinson  included,  were  Paddies  evermore,  and 
were  determined,  according  to  the  words  of  the 
famous  national  song,  to  back  the  Green  against 
the  Orange  and  to  raise  it  o'er  the  Blue.  I  do 
not  suppose  that  much  regret  wTas  felt  by  the 
other  occupants  of  the  hotel  or  by  its  managers 
when,  soon  after  the  public  celebrations,  we  took 
ourselves  off  to  other  parts  of  Ireland. 

I  have  always  looked  back  to  that  holiday 
spent  in  my  native  country  as  one  of  the  bright 
chapters  of  my  life.  It  was  the  first  holiday, 
mere  genuine  holiday,  that  I  have  thus  far  had 
in  Ireland.  Of  course  I  visited  Ireland  times 
without  number  afterwards,  but  my  visits  with 
one  exception  were  always  on  political  business, 
taking  part  in  county  meetings  or  in  contested 
elections,  addressing  great  gatherings  in  the  hall 
of  the  Rotunda  in  Dublin,  and  stirring  up  con- 
stituencies to  prepare  for  some  great  coming 
struggle.  Only  a  short  time  had  to  pass  before 
my  political  colleagues  suggested  and  urged  that 
my  son,  Justin  Huntly  McCarthy,  should  come 
forward  as  a  candidate  for  a  seat  in  the  House 
of   Commons   as   representative    of   an    Irish    con- 
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stituency.  He  was  perfectly  willing,  and  I  was 
perfectly  willing,  and  when  a  vacancy  arose  in 
the  borough  of  Athlone  he  was  elected  unopposed 
as  its  representative.  Thus  the  whole  male 
strength  of  my  immediate  family  was  engaged 
in  the  service  of  Parnell  and  his  party.  My  son 
continued  to  be  a  member  of  the  parliamentary 
party  for  several  years,  and  only  retired  at  last 
because  the  steadily  growing  strength  of  the  Irish 
cause  and  the  improvements  effected  in  the  fran- 
chise by  more  recent  legislation  had  given  us  a 
secure  possession  of  all  but  a  comparatively  few 
among  the  Irish  constituencies,  and  it  was  there- 
fore no  longer  necessary  for  my  son  to  with- 
draw himself  from  that  literary  and  dramatic 
career  in  which  he  was  already  beginning  to  make 
his  way.  I  may  say,  however,  that  his  sympathies 
with  the  Irish  National  cause  remain  just  as  warm 
and  earnest  now  as  they  were  during  the  days 
when  he  became  the  representative  of  an  Irish 
constituency.  I  am  going  a  little  in  advance  of 
my  record  for  the  purpose  of  showing  that  when 
I  spoke  of  my  last  holiday  in  Ireland  I  did  not 
mean  to  convey  the  impression  that  my  most 
cherished  associations  with  Ireland  were  those 
of  a  holiday-maker  enjoying  an  idle  trip.  But 
that  visit  was  pure  holiday  of  the  brightest 
kind,  enjoyed  on  congenial  soil  and  in  congenial 
companionship. 


CHAPTER  XVII 

SOUTH,    NORTH,    AND    WEST 

During  the  autumn  of  the  year  following  that  in 
which  I  had  my  holiday  in  Ireland  I  went  with 
my  son  and  daughter  to  carry  out  a  long-contem- 
plated visit  to  Spain.  This  was  our  first  time  of 
crossing  the  Pyrenees,  and  we  were  all  intensely 
anxious  to  look  upon  some  of  the  scenes  which 
are  especially  endeared  to  the  readers  of  books  in 
every  land  by  the  adventures  of  Don  Quixote. 
Disraeli  in  one  of  his  novels  has  spoken  of  the 
strange  thrill  of  delight  felt  by  a  traveller  from 
some  northern  country  when  for  the  first  time 
he  sees  a  palm-tree  growing  on  its  native  soil.  I 
think  one  experiences  a  feeling  equally  peculiar 
and  equally  delightful  when,  coming  from  some 
other  country  into  Spain,  he  sees  for  the  first  time 
a  windmill  flourishing  its  arms  over  the  soil  where 
the  Knight  of  La  Mancha  began  his  battle  with 
the  giants.  Spain  has  so  many  historical,  poetical, 
and  romantic  associations  of  the  most  splendid  order 
that  it  seems  like  a  sort  of  slight  to  her  to  speak  of 
the  windmills  and  Don  Quixote  as  if  they  were  her 
most  characteristic  charms  for  the  foreign  visitor. 
But  for  myself  and  my  travelling  companions  I 
can    say   that    the  thought  of   Don    Quixote   was 
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more  with  us  when  entering  on  Spanish  ground 
than  any  of  the  memories  belonging  to  the  Escurial 
or  even  Alhambra  itself. 

From  Biarritz  we  crossed  the  Pyrenees  into 
Spain,  and  our  first  halting-place  for  a  few  days 
was  found  in  Burgos.  It  came  as  a  surprise  to  me 
that  Spain  should  have  looked  such  an  extremely 
strange  and  new  land  to  my  eyes,  although  I 
had  so  often  seen  much  of  southern  France. 
Passing  from  France  into  Spain  was  like  passing 
from  picturesque  and  modern  prose  into  old-world 
poetry.  None  of  our  party  could  speak  Spanish, 
although  some  of  us  could  make  a  fair  effort  at 
translation  from  a  Spanish  book  or  from  an  article 
in  a  Spanish  newspaper,  so  in  the  large  cities  we 
found  it  convenient  to  engage  the  services  of  an 
interpreter.  I  am  not  sure  that  this  did  not  give 
a  fresh  charm  to  our  travels,  because  it  made  them 
seem  more  like  wandering  in  some  strange  and 
mysterious  land  where  English,  or  French,  or 
German  would  have  been  of  little  use,  and  where 
we  seemed  to  be  among  the  regions  of  old  ro- 
mance. Once  on  a  railway  journey  of  several 
hours  we  were  thrown  into  companionship  with 
two  Spanish  Priests  who  were  going  our  way. 
These  kindly  Priests  soon  observed  the  interest 
which  we  took  in  every  scene  and  spot  as  we 
rolled  along,  and  were  most  anxious  to  call  our 
attention  to  any  points  of  historical  or  other 
attraction  that  we  passed.  They,  however,  did  not 
speak  English  or  even  French,  and  my  efforts  at 
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Spanish  were  not  such  as  to  solve  the  difficulty. 
I  suddenly  bethought  me  of  the  fact  that  Priests 
of  the  Catholic  Church  can  always  be  relied  upon 
to  speak  Latin,  and  I  drew  upon  the  somewhat 
failing  stock  of  my  early  studies  in  order  to  find 
a  medium  of  conversation.  The  good  Priests  were 
delighted  to  have  even  this  approach  to  an  inter- 
change of  ideas,  but  here  again  a  new  difficulty 
arose.  Their  pronunciation  of  Latin  did  not  by 
any  means  come  into  kinship  with  mine,  which, 
although  it  had  begun  at  Mr.  Goulding's  school 
with  something  like  the  Italian  way  of  pronuncia- 
tion, had  since  by  long  residence  in  England  grown 
to  be  in  tone  with  that  peculiar  style  diffused 
among  English  students  by  the  University  of  Ox- 
ford. I  am  afraid,  therefore,  that  our  intercom- 
munication was  somewhat  slow  and  premeditated, 
and  involved  a  bewildering  amount  of  repetition. 
Still,  my  friends  were  able  to  give  me  some  new 
ideas  and  to  arouse  my  interest  in  scenes  and 
objects  which  we  might  otherwise  have  passed 
over  without  notice.  There  was  to  me  something 
bordering  on  the  romantic  and  poetic  in  thus  trying 
to  converse  in  Latin  with  two  Spanish  ecclesiastics 
as  we  travelled  through  Spain,  and  the  mere  fact 
seemed  to  add  a  new  charm  to  the  day's  journey. 

The  difficulty  of  keeping  up  the  conversation, 
and  the  casual  misunderstandings  which  now  and 
then  occurred,  reminded  me  of  another  conversa- 
tion I  had  had  under  very  different  conditions  and 
on  a  different  subject  with  a  Hungarian  visitor  to 
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London.  At  the  time  when  the  House  of  Commons 
was  discussing  a  measure  for  the  improvement  of  the 
Irish  land  tenure  system  this  Hungarian  gentleman 
came  to  me  with  a  letter  of  introduction  from  an 
English  friend.  The  main  object  of  his  visit  was 
his  desire  to  be  made  acquainted  with  the  bearings 
of  the  measure  and  the  condition  of  things  it  was 
intended  to  remedy.  The  Hungarian  spoke  no 
English,  and  I  need  not  blush  to  acknowledge  that 
I  could  not  discourse  in  the  language  of  Hungary, 
so  we  had  to  carry  on  our  talk  in  French.  That 
would  have  been  trying  enough  to  me  even  under 
ordinary  conditions,  because  I  am  not  proud  of  my 
French  accent,  and  have  no  opinion  of  my  skill  in 
speaking  any  foreign  language,  even  French.  I 
have  always  felt  more  at  ease  when  talking  French 
with  one  who  is  not  a  native  of  France  than  with 
a  born  and  cultured  Frenchman.  I  should  have 
retained  my  self-respect  when  speaking  with  my 
Hungarian  visitor,  because  I  could  give  myself  the 
comforting  assurance  that  after  all  his  French  was 
perhaps  not  very  much  better  than  mine.  There 
came,  however,  the  difficulty  of  explaining  all  the 
terms  of  the  Irish  Land  Bill,  all  its  technicalities 
and  the  practical  conditions  of  the  land  to  which 
the  measure  was  to  apply,  in  a  language  not  my 
own.  I  should  have  found  it  not  an  easy  task  to 
explain  all  the  sections  of  the  Irish  Land  Bill  to  an 
Englishman  not  acquainted  with  the  subject,  and 
the  reader  can  easily  understand  what  a  task  it 
was  to  make  my  explanation  clear  in  French.     One 
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point  of  especial  difficulty  made  an  unfading  im- 
pression on  my  memory.  My  Hungarian  visitor 
told  me  there  was  one  condition  belonging  to  the 
agreements  between  landlords  and  tenants  as  to 
the  meaning  of  which  he  could  form  no  conjecture. 
A  certain  phrase  had  been  written  down  for  him 
in  English,  and  he  had  tried  to  translate  it  into 
French ;  but  even  when  he  had  done  so  as  well 
as  he  could,  with  the  help  of  a  dictionary,  he  still 
could  put  no  meaning  to  it,  and  he  had  unluckily 
lost  the  sheet  of  paper  on  which  the  English 
words  were  written.  This  phrase  he  had  rendered 
into  French  as  Vorage  pendant,  and  he  told  me 
he  could  not  make  even  a  guess  as  to  what  the 
words  might  mean  in  the  arrangements  between 
an  Irish  landlord  and  his  tenant.  I  was  for  a 
moment  utterly  bewildered,  and  kept  murmuring 
the  words  to  myself  again  and  again  in  the  hope 
of  finding  out  their  mystic  meaning.  Suddenly  a 
light  flashed  upon  me.  L'orage  pendant  meant 
"the  hanging  gale"  —  a  term  with  which  most 
of  my  Irish  readers  may  still  be  familiar, 
and  which  meant,  in  the  time  of  their  active 
application,  that  portion  of  a  term's  rent  which 
was  allowed  by  the  landlord  to  hang  over — 
that  is,  to  remain  unpaid — until  the  end  of  the 
following  quarter.  That  difficulty,  at  least,  was 
promptly  smoothed  away,  and  I  hope  that  my 
Hungarian  visitor  was  not  compelled  to  leave  the 
House  without  gaining  some  insight  into  the 
conditions    of  that  very  complicated    subject,    the 
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question  of  Irish  land  tenure  and  its  much-needed 
reforms. 

This  passing  allusion  to  the  Irish  Land  question 
may  come  with  a  certain  appropriateness  into  this 
short  account  of  my  visit  to  Spain.  The  Irish 
Land  question  not  merely  followed  me  into  Spain, 
but  actually  brought  me  back  again  before  my 
projected  time  of  travel  was  out.  We  were  making 
our  way  steadily  towards  the  south,  and  were 
already  glowing  with  enthusiasm  at  the  prospect 
of  our  approaching  visit  to  Grenada  and  the 
historic  glories  of  Alhambra.  Suddenly  I  received 
a  number  of  urgent  letters  from  colleagues  and 
constituents,  advising  me  that  some  great  meetings 
were  to  be  held  in  Ireland,  and  especially  in  my 
own  constituency,  for  the  purpose  of  considering 
and  deciding  upon  the  course  the  Irish  party  ought 
to  take  with  regard  to  the  Land  question  and  the 
Land  measures  in  the  session  of  Parliament  which 
had  been  convened  for  the  coming  winter.  I  hope 
I  do  not  want  to  exaggerate  my  claims  to  the 
character  of  a  self-sacrificing  patriot,  but  I  think 
it  will  be  admitted  that  to  rush  from  Spain  without 
seeing  Grenada  was  an  act  entitled  at  least  to  the 
reward  of  some  internal  self- commendation.  I  felt, 
however,  that  it  would  hardly  become  a  member 
of  the  Irish  Nationalist  party  to  keep  on  revelling 
in  the  enjoyment  of  a  Spanish  tour  while  his 
countrymen  and  his  own  constituents  needed  the 
help  of  every  one  who  had  pledged  himself  to  the 
support    and    the    responsibility   of   our    common 
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cause.     We  turned  our  faces  northward,  made  our 
way  through  Spain   and    France   to   London,   and 
were   in   good    time  for   me  to  take  part    in    the 
councils   of   my    colleagues    and    in    the    meetings 
of  my   Longford  constituents.     We    consoled  our- 
selves  on   our   way    homeward   by    the   assurance 
that    after   all   our    visit   to    Alhambra    was    only 
postponed  for  a  while,   and    that   before  long  we 
should  find  an  opportunity  of  studying  at  leisure 
the   wonders   of   those   Moorish    memorials   which 
we  had  not  been  allowed  to  see  during  our  first 
visit  to  Spain.     Thus  far,  at  least,  our  beguiling 
anticipations     have     not     been     realised.       Many 
a    year    is    in    its    grave    since    that    first    visit 
to    Spain,    and   I   have    never    yet    had    time   or 
opportunity  to   repeat   my  visit.     "  Farewell,   my 
Spain,  a  last  farewell,"   cries  Byron's  hero — "per- 
chance I  may  revisit  thee  no  more."     In  my  own 
case  I   am   rather   inclined    to    put   it    the    other 
way,    and     to    say,     "  Perchance    I    may    revisit 
thee    once    more."       But    whether    that    hopeful 
possibility   comes    to    pass    or    not,    I    know    that 
I   was    as    much    bound    to    hasten    back    to   my 
Irish   meetings,   even   though   I  left   Grenada   un- 
seen,  as  a  soldier  is  bound  to  return  to  his  post 
when  the  time  comes  for  him  to  fall  into  the  ranks 
once  more. 

On  our  way  home  from  Spain  we  made  a  short 
stay  at  Avignon,  partly  for  the  sake  of  looking 
on  the  Petrarch  country,  and  partly  with  the  wish 
to   lay    memorial    flowers   on    the    grave   of  John 
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Stuart  Mill.     I  have  already  told  my  readers  that 
I  owed  my  first  encouragement  to  literary  work 
since    my    settling    in    London    to    the    generous 
appreciation  of  Mill,  and  I  had  always  found  him 
a  kindly  friend,  and  was  an  enthusiastic  admirer 
of  the   services  which   he   had   rendered  to   many 
a  great  cause.     It  was  but  natural,  therefore,  that 
my  son  and  daughter  and  I  should  go  a  little  out 
of  our  way  to  pay  our  homage  to  his  tomb.     Mill 
had   been  in   the  habit  during  his  later  years  of 
spending  some   part  of  every  winter  at  Avignon, 
and  it  was  there  that  the  wife  whom  he  so  fondly 
loved  died  and  was   buried,  and   there  still  later 
he  was  laid  by  her  side.     It  was  in  no  spirit  of 
mere  formal  hero-worship  that  we  went  through 
the     ceremonial     of    laying     our    flowers     during 
our  stay  at  Avignon  on    the   grave  of  this  great 
thinker,    who    had    been    the    friend    of   Ireland, 
and  had  understood  her  claims  and  her  cause  at 
a    time    when    she   had    but    few    friends    among 
eminent    Englishmen.      That   bright    holiday   tour 
in  Spain  was  the  last  of  my  holiday  trips.     I  have 
made  some  long  journeys  since  that  time,  but  they 
had  to  do  with  political  work  or  with  lecture  tours, 
and  I  have  made  visits  to  health  resorts,  enjoined 
by  medical  order  and  by  the  need  of  rest,  but  my 
latest  holiday  tour  so  far  was  that  delightful  visit 
to  Spain. 

Then  set  in  the  old  life  of  struggle  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  and  the  old  endeavour  to  combine 
my  literary  work  and  my  writing  of  leading  articles 
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with  a  steady  attention  to  the  exacting  business 
of  politics.  I  shall  not  attempt  an  historical  survey 
of  the  progress  made  by  the  Irish  movement  inside 
and  outside  the  walls  of  Westminster  Palace,  and 
shall  still  regard  this  book  of  mine  as  a  personal 
narrative,  and  not  as  either  political  or  historical. 
After  years  of  agitation  out  of  doors,  and  obstruc- 
tion in  the  House  of  Commons,  the  Irish  National 
party  began  to  be  recognised  as  a  genuine  political 
power,  and  the  Irish  cause  forced  itself  on  the 
attention  and  study  of  statesmen  and  others,  who 
up  to  this  time  had  been  inclined  to  regard  it  as 
a  mere  display  of  Irish  turbulence  and  disaffection. 
Many  leading  English  Liberals  had  been  coming 
round  to  the  belief  that  there  must  be  something 
genuine  in  a  national  cause  which  could  maintain 
itself  in  spite  of  so  many  difficulties  and  disasters. 
We  could  all  see  that  Mr.  Gladstone  had  long  been 
coming  round  to  this  view  of  the  crisis.  An  ad- 
ministration presided  over  by  Lord  Salisbury  was 
turned  out  of  office  in  the  autumn  of  1885,  in  great 
measure  by  the  help  of  the  strong  vote  which 
Parnell  and  his  party  were  able  to  give  to  the 
Liberal  side  at  a  critical  division. 

The  General  Election  of  1885  brought  about 
an  interesting  event  in  my  political  life.  The 
Irish  National  party  had  long  been  anxious  for 
a  favourable  opportunity  to  contest  some  of  the 
more  important  of  the  constituencies  in  Ulster. 
That  northern  province  had  been  thus  far  regarded 
as  the  stronghold  in  Ireland  of  the  Tory  party  and 
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the  Orangemen.  The  city  of  Derry  had  won  quite 
a  fame  for  itself  as  a  Tory  and  Orange  constituency. 
Of  late  years,  however,  there  had  been  a  gradual 
but  marked  increase  in  the  number  of  Derry 
electors  who  were  resolute  Home  Rulers.  Parnell 
and  his  colleagues  felt  that  the  time  had  come 
when  we  ought  to  make  a  fight  for  the  repre- 
sentation of  Derry,  Belfast,  and  other  northern 
towns,  and  it  was  agreed  that  I  should  be  the 
candidate  chosen  to  contest  Derry,  a  decision  which 
filled  me  with  much  gratification,  not  altogether 
unqualified  by  anxiety  as  to  the  result  of  the 
enterprise.  I  remember  that  my  friend  Thomas 
Sexton  cheered  me  up  by  telling  me  that  to  win 
Derry  would  be  to  wear  the  blue  ribbon  of  the 
Irish  National  party.  Derry  is  a  picturesque  city, 
alike  in  itself,  in  its  surroundings,  and  in  its 
historical  associations.  It  is  girt  by  famous  walls, 
somewhat  like  those  of  Chester,  and  the  visitor 
can  thus  enjoy  a  delightful  promenade  of  in- 
spection. The  anniversaries  celebrated  by  the 
Orangemen  on  the  one  side  of  political  life  and 
the  Nationalists  on  the  other  were  always  looked 
forward  to  as  certain  to  be  the  occasion  of  rival 
demonstrations  by  no  means  limited  to  oral  ex- 
pressions of  sentiment.  When  I  got  to  Derry 
I  found  myself  surrounded  by  a  large  party  of 
supporters,  and  it  was  soon  apparent  to  me  that 
the  organisation  of  the  Irish  National  party  there 
was  strong  and  well  managed,  and  that  there 
was  the  certainty  that  we  should  at  least  make 
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a  good  fight  at  the  forthcoming  election,  and 
that  although  we  were  not  likely  to  win,  we 
should  give  our  antagonists  hard  work  to  do  in 
the  gaining  of  their  victory.  Derry  was  a  very 
busy  place  during  that  contest.  The  streets  were 
paraded  frequently  by  processions  with  bands  and 
banners,  and  the  great  danger  was  that  a  National 
procession  might  come  into  collision  with  an  Orange 
procession,  and  that  a  fierce  fight  would  be  the 
result.  I  am  glad  to  say  that  not  much  harm 
of  this  kind  came  to  pass,  but  there  was  one 
day  when  a  great  disturbance  seemed  imminent, 
and  for  a  short  time  appeared  actually  inevitable. 
My  son,  who  had  joined  us  after  his  election  for 
Newry,  my  daughter,  and  I  were  witnesses  of 
the  threatened  encounter  as  we  stood  at  the 
windows  of  the  hotel  where  we  were  staying. 
An  Orange  procession  with  band  and  banners  was 
coming  into  the  principal  street  from  one  direction, 
and  there  were  heard  the  sounds  of  a  Nationalist 
procession  coming  to  the  same  street  from  an 
opposite  quarter.  The  intermediate  space  in  the 
street  was  promptly  occupied  by  a  body  of  infantry 
with  fixed  bayonets,  and  the  soldiers  were  so 
arrayed  as  to  face  the  Nationalist  procession  when 
it  should  make  its  appearance.  This  it  did  even 
sooner  than  was  expected,  and  for  the  moment  it 
seemed  all  but  certain  that  the  Nationalists  would 
hold  their  way  until  encountered  by  a  bayonet 
charge  from  the  soldiers.  Then  we  saw  a  Catholic 
Priest  break  through  the  crowd  of  spectators,  rush 
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in  between  the  infantry  and  the  advancing  Nation- 
alists at  the  utter  peril  of  his  life,  and  with  words 
and  gestures,  now  imploring,  now  commanding, 
endeavour  to  compel  his  fellow-religionists  and 
fellow-Irishmen  to  fall  back  in  peace.  That  was 
indeed  a  moment  of  intense  and  agonising  uncer- 
tainty. Happily  the  brave  Priest  succeeded  in 
his  gallant  effort ;  the  National  procession  halted 
in  its  march  while  the  Riot  Act  was  read,  and 
the  scene  came  to  an  end  without  the  shedding 
of  one  drop  of  blood.  I  am  glad  to  be  able  to 
say  that  only  on  that  occasion  did  I  see  in  my 
political  campaigning  in  Derry  city  anything  which 
seemed  to  threaten  a  really  formidable  and  calami- 
tous disturbance  of  the  public  peace.  There  were 
many  passing  quarrels  and  many  loud-voiced 
threats,  there  were  many  demonstrations  of 
hostile  and  combative  feeling,  but  except  for 
this  incident  I  saw  nothing  which  exceeded  in 
violence  the  sights  which  might  have  been  looked 
upon  in  those  days  at  any  ordinary  English  elec- 
tion. My  daughter  and  I  walked  very  often 
round  the  walls  of  Derry  and  in  the  streets  of 
Derry  during  that  exciting  time.  We  must  have 
been  well  known  to  most  of  the  Orangemen  who 
crowded  the  streets,  but  on  no  occasion  was  there 
any  demonstration  of  personal  rudeness  made 
towards  us.  The  feeling  among  the  Orangemen 
was,  however,  intensely  strong,  and  it  was  mani- 
fested in  one  instance  to  no  less  a  person  than 
the    distinguished    Protestant    Bishop    of    Derry, 
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Dr.  Alexander.  The  Bishop  was  a  man  of  high 
culture,  a  distinguished  scholar  and  author,  and, 
being  Protestant  Bishop  of  Derry,  he  was  not 
much  in  sympathy  with  the  cause  of  the  Irish 
Nationalists.  But  he  was  a  most  kindly  and 
hospitable  gentleman,  and  saw  no  reason,  I  suppose, 
to  display  personal  hostility  towards  me,  whom, 
perhaps,  as  an  author  by  profession  he  regarded 
with  a  certain  interest.  At  all  events  my 
daughter  and  I  received  a  kindly  invitation  to 
dinner  at  the  Bishop's  Palace  in  Derry,  and  we 
were  entertained  there  in  the  most  friendly 
manner.  The  fact,  however,  that  a  Home  Ruler 
and  a  Catholic  had  been  invited  to  Dr.  Alexander's 
house  soon  got  known  in  the  town,  and  on  the 
following  morning  it  was  discovered  that  the 
front  of  the  Palace  had  been  bedaubed  over  with 
the  word  "Ichabod"  in  many  places. 

My  first  contest  in  Derry  had  the  result  which 
most  of  us  had  fully  anticipated.  I  was  defeated 
by  a  majority  of  twenty-nine ;  but  that  majority 
was  so  small  as  not  alone  to  justify  our  enterprise, 
but  to  give  us  the  fullest  hopes  that  we  should 
have  better  luck  next  time.  I  made  it  known 
before  leaving  the  historic  city  that  I  fully  intended 
to  try  my  chance  another  time,  and  with  every 
hope  of  being  then  successful.  I  cannot  help 
saying,  with  a  pardonable  feeling  of  gratified 
pride,  that  the  friendly  crowd  which  accompanied 
me  to  the  railway  station  was  the  most  tumultuous 
and,  for  me,  the  most  exciting  demonstration  I  had 
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seen  since  my  recent  entrance  into  Derry.  It  was 
with  no  little  difficulty  and  no  slight  exertion  on 
the  part  of  the  protecting  friends  who  accompanied 
me  that  I  was  at  last  enabled  to  make  my  way  to 
the  platform  through  the  cheering,  hand-shaking, 
enthusiastic  throng  who  surrounded  me,  proclaim- 
ing their  encouraging  wishes  for  my  speedy  return 
to  contest  another  election.  It  will  be  convenient 
for  me  to  anticipate  a  little  the  story  of  my  con- 
nection with  Derry  city  by  telling  my  readers  that 
in  the  year  immediately  following  we  had  another 
election,  owing  to  the  resignation  of  the  Liberal 
Ministry  on  the  defeat  of  Gladstone's  Home  Bule 
measure,  and  I  redeemed  my  promise  by  returning 
to  Derry  as  the  Nationalist  candidate.  In  this 
latter  attempt  I  carried  with  me  a  larger  number 
of  votes  than  at  the  former  election.  I  was 
defeated,  indeed,  at  the  polling,  but  only  by  a 
majority  of  three,  and  my  Derry  friends  were 
convinced  that  some  of  the  votes  obtained  on 
this  occasion  by  my  opponent  would  not  stand 
the  test  of  a  legal  scrutiny.  I  presented  a  petition 
according  to  the  usual  form,  claimed  the  seat  as 
my  own  by  right,  and  demanded  an  inquiry.  The 
election  petition  went  through  the  usual  course, 
and  it  was  found  upon  a  scrutiny  that  certain 
of  the  votes  on  the  other  side  could  not  be 
accepted,  and  that  I  had  been  elected  by  a  small 
majority.  I  had  in  the  meantime  started  on  my 
American  tour,  and  it  was  in  the  capital  of  New 
Brunswick    that  I   received    the   gladdening   news 


SOUTH,    NORTH,    AND   WEST  287 

that  I  was  the  Nationalist  member  for  Derry 
city.  I  had  the  honour  of  representing  Derry 
for  some  years  in  the  House  of  Commons.  My 
Longford  constituents  had  behaved  to  me  in  the 
most  generous  manner.  During  the  General 
Election  of  1885  I  was  re-elected  for  North 
Longford,  so  that  my  defeat  in  Derry  left  me 
still  the  representative  of  an  Irish  constituency. 
When  I  stood  a  second  time  for  Derry  in  1886 
my  Longford  friends  once  again  generously  chose 
me  as  their  representative,  and  it  was  left  to  me 
to  decide  which  of  the  two  I  should  represent. 
I  chose  Derry  for  the  obvious  reason  that  the 
Longford  seat  was  always  safe  for  a  Nationalist 
candidate,  while  my  retaining  the  Derry  seat 
would  give  the  National  party  an  additional  vote 
in  the  House  of  Commons.  Some  years  later  I 
stood  for  Derry  a  third  time  and  was  then 
defeated,  but  again  my  Longford  friends  came  to 
my  assistance  and  re-elected  me.  Thus  I  merely 
ceased  to  be  member  for  Derry  in  order  to  become 
once  again  member  for  North  Longford,  which  I 
continued  to  be  until  the  close  of  my  parliamentary 
career. 

Gladstone  came  into  office  and  soon  introduced 
his  first  Irish  Home  Rule  measure.  The  measure 
was  not  all  that  we,  the  Irish  Nationalists,  could 
have  desired,  but  it  was  emphatically  a  step  in 
the  right  direction,  and  we  gladly  welcomed  it 
if  only  because  it  recognised  the  National  claim 
to  a  separate  Irish  Parliament. 
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The  measure  was  defeated  in  the  House  of 
Commons  because  of  a  sudden  secession  on  the 
Liberal  side  of  the  House,  a  secession  very  much 
resembling  that  which  had  led  to  the  defeat  of 
Mr.  Gladstone's  Reform  measure  of  1866.  The 
secession  of  1885  may  be  said  to  have  had  for 
its  leader  Mr.  Joseph  Chamberlain,  who  had  been 
for  many  sessions  regarded  by  Parnell  and  the 
Irish  National  members  as  a  thorough  sympathiser 
with  the  Irish  cause  and  the  demand  for  Home 
Hule.  Those  of  us  who  knew  him  personally  had 
always  understood  him  to  be  our  confidential  friend 
and  political  ally,  and  I  well  remember  on  that 
terrible  Sunday  when  the  news  of  the  murder  of 
Lord  Frederick  Cavendish  and  Mr.  Burke  in  the 
Phoenix  Park,  Dublin,  reached  London  how  Parnell 
and  I  went  at  once  to  call  on  Mr.  Chamberlain  to 
consult  him  as  to  the  best  steps  which  the  Irish 
party  ought  to  take  to  repudiate  in  the  most 
effective  manner  on  behalf  of  Ireland  any  National 
sympathy  with  that  utterly  detestable  crime.  The 
secession  against  the  Home  Hule  Bill  proved  too 
strong  for  the  Liberal  administration ;  the  Bill 
was  defeated,  Gladstone  went  out  of  office,  a 
General  Election  took  place,  and  Lord  Salisbury 
came  back  to  power  at  the  head  of  a  great 
majority. 

We  had  much  to  do  in  Ireland  during  all  this 
time  of  political  confusion,  but  we  succeeded  in 
keeping  the  country  perfectly  quiet  and  orderly, 
notwithstanding  the  terrible  shock  of  surprise  and 
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disappointment  which  had  been  brought  upon  it 
by  the  Liberal  secession  and  its  immediate  effect. 
The  shock  was  all  the  more  distressing  for  the 
Irish  National  party,  because  it  had  always  been 
our  great  effort  to  prove  to  Irishmen  at  home  and 
abroad  that  the  great  legislative  reform  we  were 
endeavouring  to  bring  about  could  be  accomplished 
by  constitutional  legislation.  One  of  our  chief 
difficulties  consisted  in  the  fact  that  the  more 
extreme  representatives  of  the  Irish  National 
cause  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  and  on  the 
other  were  convinced  that  nothing  was  to  be  got 
but  disappointment  and  failure  from  any  constitu- 
tional and  peaceful  agitation.  There  were  many 
Irishmen  in  the  United  States  and  Canada, 
thoroughly  sincere  and  patriotic,  who  had  no 
faith  in  any  English  party,  would  not  trust  the 
Liberals  any  more  than  the  Conservatives,  and 
were  always  telling  their  countrymen  and  the 
world  generally  that  nothing  could  be  done  for 
the  Irish  cause  except  by  the  means  of  an  armed 
rebellion.  I  am  not  now  speaking  of  men  who 
could  have  felt  in  any  sympathy  with  the  shoot- 
ing of  landlords  or  with  political  assassination 
or  mere  wanton  disturbance  of  any  kind,  but 
sincere  and  intelligent  men  who  had  especial  in- 
fluence over  Irish  Americans,  and  who  were  con- 
vinced that  Parnell  and  his  party  were  wasting 
the  energies  and  resources  of  their  people  on  a 
futile  effort.  We  knew  that  the  defection  of  so 
many  prominent  Liberals  from   the  policy  of  Mr. 
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Gladstone  would  give  a  new  and  strong  influence 
to  the  men  of  whom  I  am  speaking,  and  would 
make  their  words  sound  only  too  convincing  when 
they  told  their  countrymen  that  parliamentary 
agitation  was  foredoomed  to  utter  failure.  We 
were  therefore  most  anxious  that  everything  in 
our  power  should  be  done  at  once  to  prevent  the 
growth  of  such  a  disastrous  conviction  among  Irish- 
men at  home  and  Irishmen  in  the  United  States 
and  Canada. 

One  of  the  arrangements  made  by  Parnell  and 
those  with  whom  he  took  counsel  was  that  I  should 
go  out  to  the  American  Continent  and  carry  to  our 
countrymen  there  the  message  of  the  Irish  National 
party  enjoining  patience,  hope,  and  full  confidence 
in  the  ultimate  and  not  very  far  distant  triumph 
of  our  constitutional  movement.  I  had  intended 
in  any  case  to  make  another  lecturing  tour  in  the 
United  States,  and  I  was  proud  indeed  to  carry 
the  message  of  our  Nationalist  Parliamentary  party 
to  our  countrymen  across  the  Atlantic  and  to  the 
American  public  in  general.  My  colleagues  gave 
me  a  send-off  in  the  form  of  a  farewell  dinner  in 
a  restaurant  in  London.  Parnell  presided,  and  most 
of  the  Irish  members  then  in  town  were  present, 
and  some  ladies  were  guests,  my  daughter  among 
the  rest.  I  received  many  encouraging  words  and 
good  wishes  on  my  approaching  expedition  as  the 
accredited  envoy  of  the  Irish  Parliamentary  party, 
and  therefore  of  the  Irish  people.  I  remember 
in    especial    the    words    which    were    spoken    by 
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Parnell  himself,  T.  P.  O'Connor,  John  Dillon, 
Thomas  Sexton,  and  many  others  who  were 
entitled  to  be  regarded  as  leading  influences  in 
the  Irish  National  movement.  So  I  started  for 
the  United  States  from  Liverpool  in  the  early 
September  of  1886,  and  I  well  remember  that 
my  friend  T.  P.  O'Connor  came  to  Liverpool  to 
see  me  off,  and  presented  me  with  an  elegant 
and  commodious  deck  chair  to  be  one  of  my 
comforts  in  crossing  the  Atlantic. 

The  voyage  to  New  York  was  made  especially 
agreeable  to  me  because  it  so  happened  that  my 
friends  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed  were  going 
to  the  United  States  by  the  same  steamer,  and 
there  were  no  English  friends  of  mine  with  whom 
I  had  been  on  terms  of  more  close  and  genial  com- 
panionship. Campbell  Praed  died  prematurely  but 
a  short  time  ago,  and  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed,  with 
whom  I  worked  in  literary  collaboration  for  the 
production  of  more  than  one  novel,  still  continues 
to  increase  her  reputation  as  the  authoress  of  books 
which  receive  the  welcome  and  admiration  of  the 
reading  public.  Neither  of  my  companions  on 
this  Atlantic  voyage  was  in  the  least  disturbed 
by  any  dread  of  sea-sickness,  although  it  was  in 
the  season  of  the  equinoxes,  for  both  of  them 
had  crossed  and  recrossed  broader  seas  than  the 
Atlantic.  So  we  had  a  very  enjoyable  time  of  it, 
although  the  winds  sometimes  blew  their  shrillest 
and  the  waves  pitched  our  steamer  about  as  if 
she    were    a    plaything    to    be    tossed    into    air. 
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We  accomplished  our  voyage  in  good  time,  and 
on  this  my  third  visit  to  America  I  found  myself 
welcomed  on  the  landing-stage  at  New  York  by 
deputations  of  my  countrymen  as  the  envoy  of 
our  nation.  So  foreseeing  and  resolute  were  they 
in  their  preparations  for  my  reception  that  they 
had  made  arrangements  beforehand  for  passing 
through  my  luggage  with  the  slightest  possible 
examination  at  the  custom  house.  Those  who 
are  acquainted  with  the  ways  of  customs  at  New 
York  will  admit  that  I  had  every  reason  to  feel 
grateful  for  this  smoothening  of  my  path.  Indeed, 
when  my  welcoming  countrymen  found  that  I  had 
two  friends  in  my  company,  they  contrived  to 
have  the  same  obliging  courtesy  extended  to 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Praed,  so  that  my  two  fellow- 
travellers,  utterly  innocent  of  any  share  in  a 
political  mission,  were  exempted  as  well  as  I  was 
from  any  minute  inspection  of  their  trunks  and 
boxes.  My  friend  Campbell  Praed,  although  a 
staunch  Conservative  in  politics  so  far  as  he  was 
concerned  about  politics  at  all,  was  thus  enabled 
to  share  some  of  the  advantages  of  a  representa- 
tive of  the  Irish  National  cause  and  of  the  Parlia- 
mentary party  which,  in  the  opinion  of  many 
highly  respectable  Englishmen  just  then,  had  for 
its  object  the  utter  overthrow  of  the  British 
Constitution,  and  even  the  foundations  of  Britain's 
Imperial  power. 

My  countrymen  in  New  York  had  secured  for 
me  a  fine  suite  of  rooms  in   the  Hoffman   House, 
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which  then  seemed  farther  up  town  than  it  does 
at  present,  and  they  found  there  also  rooms  for 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Praed.  I  received  many  deputations 
during  the  opening  days  of  my  visit,  and  was 
entertained  at  a  banquet  given  to  me  in  the 
Hoffman  House  by  some  of  my  countrymen,  at 
which  many  leading  Americans  who  sympathised 
with  the  cause  of  Home  Rule  took  a  prominent 
part.  One  of  the  most  brilliant  of  the  Irish 
"rebels"  of  1848,  Eichard  O'Gorman,  who  had 
divided  with  Thomas  Francis  Meagher  the  honours 
of  eloquence  during  the  'Forty-eight  movement, 
was  at  the  banquet,  and  delivered  a  speech  which 
must  have  won  the  applause  of  even  the  most 
critical  audience  for  its  splendid  oratorical  power, 
beauty,  and  intonation.  There,  too,  I  heard  for 
the  first  time  a  speech  from  that  master  of  after- 
dinner  eloquence,  wit,  and  humour,  Mr.  Chauncey 
Depew,  whom  I  have  heard  many  times  since 
that  evening,  and  who  always  impressed  me  more 
and  more  by  the  charm  of  his  fancy  and  his  style. 
Another  of  the  American  speakers  was  Whitelaw 
Reid,  whom  I  had  known  well  during  my  former 
visits  to  the  United  States,  who  had  succeeded 
Horace  Greeley  as  editor  of  The  Neiv  York 
Tribune.  There  were  many  distinguished  American 
clergymen  and  public  men  of  various  orders  pre- 
sent, and  all  of  them  who  took  any  part  in  the 
speaking  expressed  the  warmest  and  most  generous 
sympathy  with  the  Irish  National  cause,  and  the 
fullest  confidence  in  the  purposes  and  policy  of  the 
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Irish  National  party.  I  had  most  assuredly  every 
reason  to  feel  fully  gratified  by  the  reception  given 
to  me  as  the  representative  of  Ireland's  claims,  and 
I  felt  that  if  ever  a  man  had  begun  a  political 
mission  under  entirely  encouraging  auspices,  I 
might  regard  myself  as  thus  commissioned  to  go 
on  energetically  with  my  work. 

The  actual  business  of  my  mission  began  at  a 
great  meeting  which  was  held  in  the  Academy  of 
Music.  It  was  crowded  to  excess,  of  course  for 
the  most  part  by  sympathetic  country-people  of 
my  own.  There  was,  however,  a  large  proportion 
of  Americans  present,  and  some  leaders  of  im- 
portant political  parties  took  their  places  on  my 
platform.  I  had  nothing  more  to  do  than  to 
explain  the  object  of  my  mission,  and  to  make 
it  clear  that  the  Irish  Parliamentary  party  and 
the  Irish  people  were  claiming  nothing  but  their 
rightful  share  of  political  independence,  and  that 
without  the  restoration  of  Ireland's  National  Parlia- 
ment it  would  be  utterly  impossible  that  Ireland 
could  prosper  even  so  far  as  the  mere  material 
conditions  of  prosperity  were  concerned.  The  task 
was  simple  and  straightforward,  and  the  audience 
seemed  to  be  thoroughly  responsive.  The  meeting 
was  well  reported  next  day  in  the  New  York 
papers,  and  I  could  not  have  opened  my  speech- 
making  tour  under  more  promising  conditions. 

On  that  tour  I  do  not  ask  my  readers  to  follow 
me.  I  have  no  intention  of  offering  to  them  a 
detailed  account  of  my  journeyings  up  and  down 
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the  United  States  and  through  a  great  part  of 
Canada.  I  held  meetings  and  delivered  addresses 
in  most  of  the  great  cities  and  towns  of  the  United 
States  and  in  the  principal  cities  and  towns  of 
Canada.  I  gave  occasional  lectures  here  and  there 
on  some  merely  literary  subject,  but  for  by  far 
the  greater  part  of  my  time  on  the  American 
Continent  I  acted  as  the  spokesman  of  the  Irish 
Parliamentary  party  and  the  Irish  National  cause. 
Many  changes  had  come  to  pass  among  those  whom 
I  had  known  during  my  former  visits  to  the 
American  Continent.  My  brother  Frank  was  dead, 
and  his  children  had  grown  up.  His  widow,  a 
woman  of  many  intellectual  gifts,  and  endowed 
with  a  sympathetic  nature,  was  still  making  her 
way  as  a  writer  of  bright  and  attractive  stories. 
I  saw  much  of  her  and  her  sons  and  daughters 
during  my  stay,  for  I  had  many  return  visits  to 
New  York,  and  she  accompanied  me  on  some  of 
my  journeys,  one  to  Chicago  among  the  number. 
Many  of  my  old  friends  in  Boston  had  left  this 
life  during  the  years  that  had  intervened  since 
my  former  American  experiences.  Emerson  had 
died,  and  Longfellow,  and  others  of  that  brilliant 
literary  set  which  made  Boston  famous.  Oliver 
Wendell  Holmes  was  still  living,  and  I  saw  him 
for  the  last  time.  On  the  other  hand,  I  made 
some  new  friends,  one  of  whom  was  the  brilliant 
Irish  author,  poet,  and  orator  John  Boyle  O'Reilly, 
with  whom  I  formed  a  strong  and  genuine  friend- 
ship which   lasted    through   the    remainder  of  his 
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life,  and  is  always  with  me  as  a  memory.  Another 
friend  whom  I  met  for  the  first  time  during  that 
period  was  Edward  Blake,  then  a  leading  and 
most  distinguished  member  of  the  Canadian  Parlia- 
ment, and  now  a  leading  and  distinguished  member 
of  the  Irish  Parliamentary  party  in  the  House  of 
Commons.  I  shall  have  to  speak  later  on  of  the 
noble  sacrifice  Edward  Blake  afterwards  made 
when,  as  a  patriotic  son  of  Ireland,  he  gave  up 
his  splendid  position  in  the  Dominion  of  Canada 
to  help  us  during  a  great  national  crisis  by  becom- 
ing a  member  of  the  Irish  party  in  the  House  of 
Commons.  For  the  present  I  need  only  say  that 
his  kindness  and  hospitality  in  Canada  must  always 
be  remembered  by  me  with  pleasure  and  grate- 
fulness, and  made  the  beginning  of  a  lasting 
friendship.  The  whole  lecturing  tour  occupied 
many  months,  and  when  it  was  drawing  to  a 
close  my  daughter  came  out  to  meet  me,  was 
received  by  the  family  of  my  late  friend  Cyrus  W. 
Field  in  their  New  York  home,  and  then  joined 
me  in  Washington,  where  I  had  to  address  several 
meetings.  We  went  from  there  to  Boston,  where 
we  made  some  stay,  and  there  my  daughter  met 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  for  the  last  time.  We 
spent  some  days  in  New  York,  which  we  occupied 
chiefly  in  visiting  my  sister-in-law  and  her  sons 
and  daughters,  and  I  may  say  that  it  was  then 
I  saw  for  the  first  time  the  brilliant  American 
actress  Ada  Rehan.  Our  last  evening  in  New 
York  was   passed  in  the  theatre,  where  she  was 
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performing  with  unsurpassed  artistic  brilliancy  and 
power  her  leading  part  in  the  "  Taming  of  the 
Shrew "  to  John  Drew's  admirable  Petruchio.  I 
do  not  know  that  I  could  have  found  a  more 
delightful  way  of  occupying  my  last  evening  in 
the  great  city.  I  had  every  reason  to  be  satisfied 
with  the  results  of  my  speech-making  expedition.  I 
believe  that  I  was  able  to  render  some  service  to 
the  National  movement,  if  only  because  it  was  well 
known  to  the  American  public  that  it  was  not 
my  interest  in  any  worldly  sense  to  have  identified 
myself  with  the  advocacy  of  Home  Rule.  I  look 
back  on  that  episode  of  my  life  with  the  feeling 
that  the  time  was  well  spent. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

THE   PARNELL   COMMISSION 

When  I  returned  to  mv  life  in  London  I  found 
the  Irish  question  still  occupying  as  much  as  ever 
the  attention  of  the  House  of  Commons.  The 
Conservative  Government  was  giving  itself  up 
mainly  to  the  introduction  of  yet  more  stringent 
criminal  laws  for  the  suppression  of  agrarian  and 
political  agitation  in  Ireland.  Mr.  Gladstone  and 
the  leading  Liberals — the  Liberals  who  still  ac- 
cepted him  as  their  chief — were  joining  with  the 
Irish  members  in  resisting  this  policy.  There  was 
a  certain  novelty  in  the  situation  for  one  who, 
like  myself,  had  been  absent  for  many  months 
from  Westminster.  The  Liberals  were  once  again 
in  cordial  alliance  with  the  Irish  Nationalists,  and 
the  cordiality  of  the  alliance  was  not  merely 
political,  but  social.  For  some  time  after  Parnell's 
rise  to  power  it  seemed  to  be  taken  for  granted 
in  English  society  that  a  Parnellite  member  of 
the  House  of  Commons  must  be  an  enemy  to  all 
British  law  and  order,  and,  in  fact,  a  sort  of  social 
outcast  whom  no  respectable  British  citizen  could 
possibly  receive  inside  his  doors  as  a  guest. 

I  may  say  that  from   the  very  beginning  the 
English    working-classes    seemed    to    me,    on    the 
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whole,  to  have  clearly  and  thoroughly  understood 
the  character  and  purposes  of  the  Irish  National 
party.  Even  those  English  working-men  who  had 
no  personal  acquaintance  with  the  actual  condition 
of  things  in  Ireland  found  it  probably  quite  easy  to 
understand  that  the  toilers  on  the  soil  of  Ireland 
might  have  been  subjected  to  the  domination  of 
a  ruling  class  which  kept  them  down  as  mere 
serfs,  working  all  day  long  for  a  bare  living,  and 
treated  with  a  scorn  which  made  oppression  still 
more  bitter. 

English  working-men  had  no  difficulty  in  under- 
standing how  the  land  question  and  the  political 
question  became  parts  of  the  same  National  cause 
in  Ireland,  and  how  the  Irish  representatives  who 
insisted  that  Parliament  must  be  compelled,  if 
necessary  by  obstruction,  to  listen  to  the  story 
of  Irish  grievances  might  be  regarded  as  the  friends 
and  not  the  enemies  of  England's  best  interests. 
We  were  always  on  cordial  terms  with  the  repre- 
sentatives of  labour  in  England,  and  from  such  men 
as  John  Burns,  for  instance,  we  received  nothing 
but  sympathy  and  the  most  steady  support.  But 
it  was  quite  otherwise  for  a  long  time  with  the 
classes  who  represent  society  in  England,  even 
where  many  of  their  leading  men  were  in  favour 
of  reform  in  the  Irish  land  tenure  system,  and  had 
come  to  recognise  the  case  made  out  for  Home 
Rule.  Our  obstructive  tactics  in  Parliament  had 
given  the  impression  to  most  of  these  men  that 
the  Irish  National  representatives  were  merely  a 
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band  of  agil  tors  who  loved  to  disturb  the  House 
of  C  mmons  v  ::ly  for  the  fun  of  the  thing  and 
:/.  to  demonfi  be  their  hatred  of  England. 
There  had  eonie  about,  since  Mr.  Gladstone  had 
adopted  the  Home  Rule  claim,  a  complete  change 
in  the  be  rings  >f  the  English  Liberals,  and  they 
Ben  1  their  cordial  welcome  to  the  Irish  National 
represer-  s.       Some    of    our    party    never   re- 

sponded to  the  change  in  Liberal  sentiment. 
Parnell  himself  never  cared  much  for  general 
:v.  He  liked  the  companionship  of  his  per- 
sonal friends,  and  used  to  give  very  pleasant  little 
dinner-parties  to  them  and  to  accept  their  hospi- 
tality. But  he  was  hardlv  ever  to  be  seen  at  anv 
of  tfa  great  social  gatherings  in  English  houses 
where  Irish  representatives  were  now  to  be  met. 
there  :  our  party  still  resented  the  feeling 
which  had  once  been  displayed  towards  them  by 
the  English  Liberals,  and  declined  now  to  accept 
a  welc  which  would  not  have  been  offered  to 

them  two  or  three  y     i  -  before.     Most  of  us,  how- 
.   saw  in  the  changed   conditions  a  fresh  hope 
that    Englishmen   were    beoinnino-    to    understand 
the  real  claims  and  the  justice  of  the  Irish  cause. 
and  t:    I        day   was       ruing  when  Irishmen  and 
_hshmen  might  be  fellow-workers  for  the   true 
interests,   and    therefore  the  common    interests,   of 
t  Brit  ;  Ireland  alike.     There  were  some 

bearers  of  historic  and  illustriou-  Ei.-lish  names 
who  had  from  the  first  given  their  sympathy  to 
our  cai  -       aid   had  seen  that  the   Irish   represen- 
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tatives  were  patriotic  and  self-sacrificing  men.  I 
may  mention  the  names  of  the  late  Countess 
Russell  and  her  daughter  Lady  Agatha  Russell  as 
among  those  of  our  very  earliest  friends  in  England. 
Lady  Russell  was  the  widow  of  Earl  Russell,  famous 
in  modern  history  as  Lord  John  Russell,  and  she 
had  always  understood  the  Home  Rule  question 
and  appreciated  the  purposes  and  the  motives  of 
those  who  represented  it.  There  were  Englishmen 
like  Sir  Wilfrid  Lawson  and  Mr.  Henry  Labouchere 
who  during  the  whole  of  our  obstructive  movements 
used  to  go  with  us  into  our  division  lobbies  utterly 
indhTerent  to  what  micrht  be  said  of  them  in  most 
of  the  English  newspapers.  They  were  drawn  to 
our  side  by  their  belief  that  we  had  a  genuine 
cause  to  sustain,  and  that  obstruction  was  just 
then  our  only  means  of  compelling  the  House  of 
Commons  to  give  any  attention  to  the  pleadings 
of  that  cause.  Until  lately,  indeed,  we  had  re- 
garded Mr.  Joseph  Chamberlain  as  one  of  our  most 
resolute  English  allies,  but  with  the  introduction 
of  Gladstone's  Home  Rule  measure  we  had  found 
ourselves  compelled  to  regard  him  in  quite  a  diffe- 
rent light.  It  was  evident  to  me  when  I  returned 
from  my  American  tour  that  a  new  chapter  had 
opened  in  the  history  of  the  Home  Rule  movement, 
and  that  an  Irish  National  member  was  hence- 
forward to  be  a  welcome  associate  in  the  great 
progressive  work  of  English  politics. 

The  House  of  Commons  continued  to  make  the 
same  exactions  as  before  on  the  time  of  those  who 
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belonged  to  the  Irish  National  party.  For  Session 
after  Session  the  House  was  mainly  occupied  with 
Irish  affairs,  and  for  the  most  part,  indeed  until 
quite  lately,  with  measures  for  imposing  further 
coercion  on  Ireland  and  devising  new  penalties 
against  Irish  agitation.  For  some  time,  however, 
we  had  had  most  of  the  English  Liberal  members 
working  on  our  side  and  helping  us  to  resist  this 
policy  of  subjugation.  The  responsibility  of  keep- 
ing the  debates  going  rested  chiefly  on  the  Par- 
nellite  members,  and  although  we  now  showed 
ourselves  a  very  considerable  number,  we  could 
not  venture  to  leave  the  House  during  any  part 
of  a  night's  sitting.  English,  Scotch,  and  Welsh 
members  of  whatever  party  could  easily  arrange 
for  pairs,  and  thus  get  free  for  a  sitting  or  for 
several  sittings,  and  at  any  time  for  the  greater 
part  of  a  night's  debate.  We  felt  that  the  whole 
burden  of  the  resistance  to  coercion  rested  on  our 
shoulders,  and  we  could  not  run  the  risk  of  allow- 
ing any  of  our  colleagues  to  absent  himself  from 
the  scene  of  struggle.  An  English  member  who 
was  given  to  humorous  sayings  once  asked  an  Irish 
Nationalist  to  pair  with  him  for  the  rest  of  the 
sitting.  "  In  our  party  we  never  pair,"  was  the 
answer  of  the  Irishman.  "  But,"  rejoined  the 
Briton,  "  if  you  never  pair,  how  do  you  expect  to 
increase  the  number  of  your  party?"  We  never 
did  pair  in  those  days,  but  we  did  succeed  in 
steadily  increasing  our  numbers. 

We  dined  in  the   House  of  Commons  dining- 
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rooms  while  the  House  was  sitting,  and  there  were 
some  of  us  who  made  it  a  point  to  dine  always  at 
the  same  table.     That  little  group  generally  con- 
sisted  of  John   Dillon,    Thomas   Sexton,    William 
O'Brien,  T.  P.  O'Connor,  Edward  Leamy,  Matthew 
Bodkin,  myself,  with  occasionally  an  English  friend 
or  two  who  made  part  of  our  group.     My  colleagues 
were  all  well-read   men  and  brilliant  talkers,  and 
each  seemed  to    have   his  own   particular  vein  of 
humour  and  wit.     I  do  not  know  that  I  ever  spent 
more    delightful   evenings  than  these   for   all    the 
turmoil  of  political  strife   that  was  going  on,   the 
incessant  divisions  which   sometimes  compelled   us 
to  leave  the  dinner  table  two  or  three  times  during 
the    feast,    and    the    occasional   emergencies   when 
one  or  other  of  us  had  to  leave   his  dinner  and 
hurry   back    to    the    House    to    take   part    in    the 
debate.       As   the   night   wore   on   we  often   reas- 
sembled in  one  of  the  smoking-rooms,    and   there 
resumed   our  talk   and   our  interchange  of  ideas. 
Neither  at  the  dinner  table  nor  in  the  smoking- 
room  did  the  talk  always  or  often  concern  itself 
with  the  political  questions  then  engaging  parlia- 
mentary and  public  attention.     We  rather  sought 
a  relief  in    these   social   gatherings  from   political 
topics.     We    talked    of  books    and    theatres,    and 
also   indulged   in  much   pleasant   "chaff"   and  en- 
counters  of    humorous   cut   and    thrust.       During 
the  ordinary  sittings  of  the  House  we  often  left 
the  building  after   the   day  had  dawned,   and    in 
the  summer  months  we  sometimes  walked   to  our 
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homes  under  the  bright  sunlight.  Some  of  the 
most  delightful  recollections  of  my  life  are  asso- 
ciated with  these  frequent  episodes  in  our  exacting, 
anxious,  and  often  very  dreary  work  as  repre- 
sentatives of  the  Irish  National  cause  in  the 
British  House  of  Commons. 

Soon  came  that  new  chapter  in  the  history 
of  the  Irish  Parliamentary  movement  which  was 
opened  for  us  by  the  publication  of  the  famous 
Parnell  forgeries  in  The  Times  newspaper.  I  do 
not  intend'  to  give  here  any  description  of  this 
well-known  and  ghastly  story.  I  shall  only  touch 
on  some  few  points  which  came  within  my  own 
observation.  I  never  to  my  knowledge  saw  Richard 
Pigott,  the  man  who  concocted  the  forged  letters, 
although  in  his  evidence  before  the  Special  Com- 
mission he  deposed  that  he  had  had  one  secret 
interview  or  more  with  me.  I  had  received  from 
him  before  the  publication  of  the  forgeries  several 
letters  begging  that  I  would  help  him  with  money, 
as  he  represented  himself  to  be  in  great  distress. 
I  had  often  heard  of  Pigott  before  I  got  any  of 
those  letters,  but  I  had  heard  of  him  only  as  a 
man  whom  all  reputable  Irishmen  distrusted  and 
avoided.  I  showed  Parnell  some  of  the  begging 
letters,  and  asked  him  whether  Pigott  was  a  man 
to  whom  the  Irish  party  or  any  members  of  it  ought 
to  lend  money,  and  Parnell  strongly  advised  me 
not  to  allow  myself  to  be  drawn  into  any  further 
correspondence  with  him,  for,  as  he  quaintly  put 
it,    you    cannot    touch    pitch    or    Pigott    without 
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being  defiled.  The  begging  letters  themselves 
were  not  calculated  to  arouse  sympathy  or  to 
awaken  charitable  feelings,  for  they  were  ex- 
travagant and  inconsistent  in  their  pictures  of 
his  distress,  and  he  did  not  always  remember  in 
his  latest  letter  what  he  had  described  as  the 
main  cause  of  his  honoured  poverty  in  some  former 
epistle.  I  ceased  to  reply  to  any  of  his  appeals, 
and  until  the  forgeries  were  published  I  thought 
but  little  about  him.  When  the  forgeries  were 
published  in  The  Times — letters  professing  to  be 
written  and  signed  by  Parnell,  and  implying  a  sort 
of  sympathy  with  the  Phoenix  Park  assassins — I, 
like  all  the  rest  of  my  party,  felt  no  more  doubt  as 
to  their  being  mere  forgeries  than  if  they  had  been 
actually  prepared  under  my  eyes  by  some  vulgar- 
minded  jester  as  a  passing  joke.  If  any  evidence 
as  to  their  character  were  needed  beyond  their 
obvious  absurdity,  it  must  have  been  supplied  by 
the  bad  spelling  of  the  wretched  forger,  for  we 
all  knew  that  from  Parnell's  education  and  his 
precise  ways  of  expressing  himself  it  was  im- 
possible to  suppose  him  capable  of  neglecting,  in 
any  haste,  the  laws  of  orthography.  I  have  never 
been  able  to  understand  how  men  of  education 
and  capacity,  such  as  the  managers  of  a  great 
London  newspaper,  could  have  been  taken  in 
by  so  preposterous  a  piece  of  work  as  these 
letters.  I  came  to  know  afterwards,  on  the  most 
certain  authority,  that  the  forged  letters  had  been 

shown  to  more  than  one  member  of  the  House  of 

U 
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Commons  before  they  were  carried  to  The  Times 
office,  and  that  these  members  had  at  once  de- 
clared them  to  be  gross  and  palpable  forgeries. 
It  is  certain  that  the  editor  and  the  manager  of 
The  Times  must  have  been  brought  to  believe 
that  they  were  genuine  documents,  and  fully  re- 
presented the  secret  purposes  of  Parnell.  This 
is  all  the  more  strange,  seeing  that  the  character 
of  Pigott  was  thoroughly  well  known  in  Dublin, 
and  that  the  bitterest  Tory  in  that  city  would 
never  have  accepted  any  statement  on  his  evidence 
alone.  A  Conservative  member  of  Parliament,  a 
thorough  opponent  of  Parnell,  told  me  that  if  an 
emissary  from  The  Times  had  gone  over  to  the 
Irish  capital  and  asked  the  sentry  at  the  gate  of 
Dublin  Castle,  supposing  he  could  have  got  into 
conversation  with  that  personage  on  duty,  what 
sort  of  a  man  was  Richard  Pigott,  he  must  have 
received  an  answer  which  would  have  made  him 
very  cautious  indeed  about  accepting  anything 
on  Pigott's  testimony. 

On  the  day  when  the  letters  appeared  in  The 
Times  most  of  the  Irish  National  members  were 
in  the  House  of  Commons  before  the  actual  sitting 
began,  and  were  exchanging  ideas  as  to  the  origin 
of  the  letters  and  as  to  the  effect  they  were  likely 
to  have  on  English  public  opinion.  Up  to  that 
time  we  most  of  us  were  inclined  to  regard  the 
whole  matter  as  a  sort  of  absurd  practical  joke, 
and  we  had  not  the  least  expectation  that  it  could 
be  taken  seriously  by  any  considerable  proportion 
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of  educated  persons.  Every  one  who  knew  Parnell 
knew  perfectly  well  how  utterly  opposed  he  was  to 
acts  of  violence  in  the  carrying  out  of  the  National 
policy,  and  how  absolutely  he  condemned  all  such 
acts  as  destructive  of  its  best  hopes  and  interests. 
Our  only  doubt  that  day  was  as  to  whether  we 
ought  to  take  any  notice  of  the  whole  affair  in 
the  House  of  Commons,  and  whether  it  would 
not  be  more  dignified  on  the  part  of  Parnell  and 
his  friends  to  pass  over  the  publication  of  the 
letters  with  contemptuous  silence.  However,  as 
the  time  for  the  sitting  of  the  House  drew  near 
we  began  to  meet  with  more  and  more  evidences 
that  many  English  members  still  believed  anything 
to  be  genuine  which  appeared  in  The  Times,  and 
that  the  letters  were  already  creating  a  profound 
sensation.  It  seemed  to  us,  at  last,  that  it  would 
be  necessary  for  Parnell  to  arise  at  question-time 
during  the  coming  sitting  and  denounce  the  letters 
as  forgeries,  and  we  were  anxiously  waiting  for  his 
coming  to  offer  him  our  advice  on  that  subject.  It 
so  happened  that  on  that  particular  day  he  was 
late  in  coming  to  the  House,  and  had  not  appeared 
at  the  time  when  questions  were  drawing  to  a  close 
and  when,  according  to  the  usual  arrangements 
of  business,  the  proper  opportunity  would  come 
for  a  member  to  arise  in  his  place  and  offer  any 
personal  statement  he  believed  it  necessary  to 
make.  There  was  no  time  to  communicate  with 
Parnell,  and  we  felt  that  something  must  be 
done.     It  was   hurriedly  arranged  among  us   that 
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if  Parnell  should  not  come  in  time  Thomas  Sexton 
must  arise  in  the  House  at  the  proper  moment  and 
publicly  stigmatise  The  Times'  letters  as  shameful 
forgeries.  The  moment  came,  and  Sexton  arose 
and  made  his  statement  in  tones  of  generous  in- 
dignation. It  was  while  he  was  actually  making 
his  statement  that  Parnell  entered  the  House  and 
took  his  seat  on  the  bench  just  behind  him.  As 
Parnell  was  sitting  down  he  heard  Sexton  de- 
nounce the  letters  as  gross  and  shameful  forgeries, 
and  he  at  once  announced  his  acceptance  of  that 
declaration  by  calling  out  loudly  "  Hear,  hear," 
again  and  again.  This  was  the  first  authoritative 
information  we  had  received  as  to  the  origin  of 
the  letters,  and  I  only  mention  the  incident  to 
show  how  little  we  needed  our  leader's  personal 
assurance  to  convince  us  that  he  had  nothing  to 
do  with  their  existence.  Our  feelings  with  regard 
to  them  were  exactly  the  same  as  if  The  Times 
had  declared  that  Parnell  had  been  making  a 
living  by  picking  pockets,  or  that  Parnell  was  not 
really  Parnell,  but  an  anarchist  assassin  passing 
himself  off  as  an  Irish  National  leader.  Parnell 
made  his  statement  in  due  course,  and  it  was 
welcomed  and  cheered,  not  only  by  us,  but  by 
many  English  and  Scotch  members  on  both  sides 
of  the  House.  I  am  glad  to  say  that  one  Conserva- 
tive member,  a  distinguished  advocate  and  Queen's 
Counsel,  said  in  the  House  during  the  discussion 
that  from  the  moment  when  he  read  the  letters 
in   The   Times  he   had  regarded   them  as  nothing 
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but  gross  and  monstrous  forgeries.  Many  English 
and  Scotch  members  came  round  to  where  Parnell 
was  sitting  and  cordially  shook  hands  with  him  to 
show  their  belief  in  his  honour  and  their  sympathy 
with  his  feelings. 

The  publication  of  the  forged  letters  was,  as 
I  have  said,  the  opening  of  a  new  chapter  in  the 
history  of  the  Irish  National  movement.  Many 
leading  Conservatives,  and  even  some  Liberals, 
were  strongly  of  opinion  that  though  the  pub- 
lished letters  should  be  proved  to  be  palpable 
forgeries,  there  was  still  justification  enough  for 
holding  a  public  and  official  inquiry  into  the  whole 
methods  and  working  of  the  Parnell  agitation.  My 
readers  have  already  a  general  knowledge  of  the 
course  taken  by  the  Government  with  the  object 
of  instituting  such  an  inquiry,  and  I  am  not 
engaged  in  writing  the  history  of  those  events, 
but  am  only  describing  the  impression  they  made 
upon  me,  and  how  far  I  was  personally  concerned 
in  them.  A  special  commission  was  formed,  by 
virtue  of  which  three  English  judges  were  em- 
powered to  hold  a  full  inquiry  into  the  methods 
of  the  Irish  National  movement  under  the  leader- 
ship of  Parnell,  and  to  summon  any  witness  whose 
testimony  they  thought  essential,  and  if  necessary 
to  enforce  their  attendance  and  compel  them  to 
divulge  all  they  knew.  To  put  the  matter  plainly 
and  divest  it  of  all  legal  technicalities,  the  Govern- 
ment decided,  with  the  assent  of  Parliament,  to 
put  Parnell  and  his  colleagues  on  trial  as  offenders 
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against  the  public  peace,  and  compel  them  to 
defend  themselves  from  the  charges  contained 
in  the  indictment  of  The  Times  in  the  series  of 
articles  headed  "  Parnellism  and  Crime."  The 
work  of  the  Commission  was  carried  on  in  one 
of  the  regular  Law  Courts,  and  there  was  a 
brilliant  array  of  counsel  on  either  side.  The 
leading  counsel  for  Parnell  and  his  colleagues 
was  that  great  advocate  and  high-minded  man, 
my  late  friend  Sir  Charles  Russell,  afterwards 
Lord  Russell  of  Killowen.  Russell  was  an  Irish- 
man representing  an  Irish  constituency  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  but  though  thoroughly 
National  in  all  his  sympathies,  he  had  never 
ranged  himself  under  the  leadership  of  Parnell. 

I  doubt  whether,  since  the  impeachment  of 
Warren  Hastings,  there  ever  was  a  more  import- 
ant and  absorbing  political  investigation  carried 
on  before  an  English  tribunal.  I  am  convinced 
that  the  great  speech  of  Sir  Charles  Russell  for 
the  defence  of  Parnell  and  his  colleagues  might 
have  borne  comparison  with  some  of  the  great 
speeches  of  the  men  who  arraigned  the  famous 
Proconsul  of  India.  In  the  impeachment  of 
Warren  Hastings  the  especial  interest  lay  in 
the  speeches  for  the  impeachment,  while  in  the 
trial  before  the  Parnell  Commission  the  public 
interest  was  almost  entirely  absorbed  in  the 
speeches  for  the  defence.  The  law  officers  of  the 
Crown  and  the  other  learned  counsel  engaged  with 
them  had   but  little    opportunity   for    the  display 
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of  fervid  eloquence  when  conducting  the  prose- 
cution of  the  men  arraigned  before  that  tribunal. 
I  remember  thinking  that  their  hearts  did  not 
seem  to  be  very  much  in  the  work,  which  mainly 
consisted  in  the  endeavour  to  make  Parnell  and 
his  colleagues  personally  responsible  for  every 
violent  deed  done,  and  every  threatening  word 
spoken,  during  the  past  few  years  of  the  Irish 
National  movement.  Every  wild  speech  of  any 
Irish  Nationalist  at  home  or  abroad  seemed  to 
be  accepted  by  the  Crown  prosecutors,  as  I  may 
call  them,  as  spoken  under  the  direct  authority 
of  Parnell,  and  therefore  a  distinct  part  of  the 
cumulative  evidence  against  him.  Every  attempt 
on  the  life  of  a  landlord  or  one  of  his  agents  in 
counties  which  had  been  for  generations  the  scene 
of  a  continued  civil  war  between  landlord  and 
tenant  was  put  forward  as  direct  evidence  con- 
necting Parnellism  with  crime.  I  could  not  help 
having  a  strong  impression  that  some  of  the 
learned  advocates  for  the  prosecution  had  but 
little  respect  for  the  sort  of  evidence  which  it 
became  their  duty  to  lay  before  the  Court  in 
proof  of  the  charges  made  against  Parnell.  Every- 
body who  knew  the  real  history  of  the  Parnell 
agitation  must  have  known  that  Parnell  had 
from  the  beginning  of  his  leadership  set  himself 
resolutely  against  every  kind  of  violence,  and 
that  the  heart  and  soul  of  his  policy  were  guided 
by  the  firm  belief  that  the  Irish  National  cause 
could    be    carried    to    success    by  strictly  constitu- 
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tional  action,  and  with  the  House  of  Commons 
as  the  principal  field  of  battle.  Much  of  the 
evidence  was  purely  historical  in  its  character, 
and  only  went  to  show  that  ever  since  the 
passing  of  the  Act  of  Union  the  great  majority 
of  the  Irish  people  had  been  united  in  their 
demand  for  the  restoration  of  Ireland's  Parlia- 
ment, and  that  during  the  same  period  there 
had  been  an  intense  struggle  going  on,  a  civil 
war  in  fact,  between  landlords  and  tenants  in 
the  agricultural  districts  of  Ireland.  The  evidence 
was  for  this  very  reason  fall  of  public  and  historical 
interest,  and  it  made  out  as  clear  a  case  as  could 
be  made  for  the  intervention  of  the  English  Parlia- 
ment to  put  an  end  to  a  state  of  things  which 
had  been  denounced  by  Grattan,  denounced  by 
Daniel  O'Connell,  denounced  by  Isaac  Butt,  and 
denounced  more  lately  by  Parnell.  The  very 
same  evidence,  if  an  opportunity  had  arisen, 
might  just  as  well  have  been  given  in  other 
days,  in  some  instances  had  been  given,  to  prove 
that  Grattan,  and  O'Connell,  and  Butt  were 
personally  responsible  for  every  act  of  violence 
and  every  incitement  to  rebellion  which  had 
taken  place  in  any  part  of  Ireland,  and  under 
no  matter  what  circumstances  in  the  days  when 
they  were  the  leaders  of  the  Irish  National  cause. 
But  the  interest  deepened  and  became  more  per- 
sonal and  acute  when  the  advocates  for  the  Crown 
brought  forward  the  various  scraps  of  evidence 
which  were  intended  to  convict  Parnell  and  some 
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of  his  colleagues  of  direct  incitement  to  crime,  or 
hiring  the  services  of  guilty  men  to  do  wicked 
deeds. 

The  inquiry  lasted  for  a  long  time,  and  during 
the  earlier  months  of  its  progress  I  attended  the 
sittings  of  the  Court  every  day.  To  me  the 
proceedings  were  intensely  interesting,  although 
I  could  never  help  thinking  that  there  was  an 
air  of  unreality  about  the  whole  business.  I  saw 
that  many  of  my  colleagues  were  in  all  but  strictly 
technical  term  put  on  their  trial  on  the  charge  of 
having  incited  or  hired  the  commission  of  deeds 
which  I  knew  that  they  were  just  as  little  likely 
to  commit,  approve,  or  encourage  as  any  of  the 
three  learned  judges  on  the  bench.  The  theory 
of  the  prosecution  seemed  to  be  that  if  any  out 
of  the  hundreds  and  thousands  of  men  in  Ireland 
or  in  England  who  belonged  to  Home  Rule  or 
tenant  right  associations  could  be  shown  to  have 
committed  an  act  of  violence  it  must  be  inferred, 
as  a  matter  of  course,  that  that  particular  act  of 
violence  was  done  under  the  authority  and  with 
the  sanction  of  Parnell  and  Parnell's  party.  There 
were  cases  in  which  men  who  had  for  the  time 
been  employed  by  a  branch  of  the  Irish  National 
organisation  had  afterwards  been  concerned  in 
crime,  and  had  been  brought  to  justice  or  escaped 
from  the  country,  and  the  Crown  lawyers  seemed 
to  argue  that  Parnell  and  his  colleagues  must  be 
held  responsible  for  their  deeds. 

I    had  in  my  own    case   at   least   one    curious 
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illustration  of  this  new  and  extraordinary  principle. 
I  was  at  that  time  vice-chairman  of  the  Irish 
Parliamentary  party,  of  which  Parnell  was  chair- 
man, and  I  had  in  my  charge  the  distribution  of 
certain  funds  required  for  carrying  on  our  political 
work.  One  man  who  had  been  employed  for  some 
time  as  secretary  of  a  branch  of  our  organisation 
was  afterwards  suspected  of  taking  part  in  a 
criminal  conspiracy,  and  I  was  called  upon  to 
explain  how  it  was  that  I  had  ever  supplied  this 
man  with  funds.  One  of  the  charges  made  against 
us  was  that  we  were  very  careless  in  the  keeping 
of  our  accounts.  Much  stress  was  laid  upon  any 
failure  on  our  part  to  produce  all  books  and 
documents  required,  and  it  seemed  to  be  held 
that  the  accidental  loss  of  any  such  book  or  paper 
must  be  in  itself  evidence  of  a  deliberate  design 
to  frustrate  the  ends  of  justice.  I  produced  my 
bank-books,  and  showed  that  the  payments  made 
to  this  man — payments  merely  for  his  travelling 
expenses — were  all  regularly  recorded.  It  was 
pointed  out  to  the  Court  by  our  counsel  that  a 
member  of  Parliament  who  was  paying  men  to 
commit  legal  offences  would  not  be  likely  to  make 
his  payments  through  the  medium  of  his  ordinary 
cheque-book,  and  to  have  them  passed  through 
the  hands  of  his  bankers.  I  believe  I  succeeded 
in  making  it  clear  to  the  Court  that  I  had  not 
been  concerned  in  hiring  men  to  commit  deeds 
of  violence ;  at  all  events  no  further  steps  were 
taken  to  bring  me  to  condign  punishment.     But 
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the  curious  fact  on  which  I  particularly  wish  to 
dwell  was,  that  when  the  proceedings  were  all 
over  it  appeared  that  one  of  my  bank-books  had 
somehow  been  lost,  and  it  was  never  recovered. 
I  had  handed  them  in  to  the  officials  of  the  Court 
publicly  during  the  opening  sitting,  in  presence 
of  the  judges,  the  lawyers  on  both  sides,  and 
the  crowd  of  spectators.  One  of  my  bank-books 
was  lost  and  could  never  be  found,  and  yet  the 
great  theory  of  the  prosecution  was  that  where 
any  important  document  belonging  to  the  Irish 
party  was  lost,  or  said  to  be  lost,  that  was  in 
itself  evidence  of  some  guilty  purpose  on  the  part 
of  those  who  once  had  it  in  their  possession.  I 
thought  it  a  remarkably  amusing  comment  on  this 
principle  that  the  Commission  itself  had  publicly 
obtained  possession  of  my  bank-books  and  had  lost 
one  of  them. 

A  large  number  of  the  Irish  National  members 
were  called  as  witnesses  during  the  sittings  of  the 
Commission,  and  were  required  to  explain  what 
they  had  meant  by  this  or  that  speech,  when, 
where,  and  how  often  they  had  met  this  or  that 
person,  how  they  came  to  meet  him,  what  he  had 
said  to  them  and  they  had  said  to  him.  In  my 
own  case,  I  was  called  upon  to  explain  the  nature 
of  my  dealings  with  all  manner  of  Irish  Americans 
whom  I  had  happened  to  meet  once  or  twice  at 
public  assemblies  during  my  late  visit  to  the 
United  States. 

We  were  all  in  much  the  same  position.     No 
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distinct  charges  were  made  against  us,  but  each 
man  was  called  as  a  witness,  and  was  expected 
to  answer  any  questions  put  to  him  by  the  Crown 
advocates  or  by  the  Court  as  to  any  passage  in 
his  public  or  private  life.  "  Let  us  see  if  we  cannot 
find  out  something  about  this  witness  which  will 
connect  him  with  crime  as  well  as  with  Parnellism  " 
seemed  to  be  the  underlying  idea  of  every  examina- 
tion. It  was  a  question  of  inference  altogether, 
but  the  inference  sought  to  be  deduced  was  always 
to  the  discredit  of  the  witness  under  examination. 
I  think  that  except  when  men  like  Parnell  himself 
were  in  the  witness-box  the  proceedings  of  a  day's 
sitting  must  have  seemed  uninteresting  and  dull 
to  the  unconcerned  listeners.  But  to  those  of  us 
who  might  be  said  to  be  on  trial  there  was  always 
a  certain  fascination  in  the  business  of  the  day. 
Some  friend  and  comrade,  for  instance,  whom  one 
had  known  intimately  for  years,  and  had  always 
known  to  be  a  man  of  personal  integrity  and  a 
high  sense  of  honour,  was  closely  examined  by 
keen  advocates,  with  the  apparent  object  of  com- 
pelling him  to  confess  that  he  had  become  the 
conscious  associate  of  outlaws  and  assassins.  There 
was  an  irritating  novelty  about  the  whole  perform- 
ance which  kept  one's  curiosity  alive  and  active. 
During  years  of  close  association  with  Irish  political 
life  at  times  of  great  political  and  agrarian  dis- 
turbance it  was  hardly  possible  for  an  Irish 
National  member  of  Parliament  not  to  be  brought 
now  and   then   into    casual    intercourse  with    men 
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who  were  afterwards  convicted,  or  at  least  accused, 
of  crimes.  To  hear  such  men  as  my  habitual 
associates  in  the  Irish  Parliamentary  party  thus 
put,  metaphorically,  to  the  torture  in  order  that 
a  full  confession  might  be  extorted  as  to  their 
association  with  this,  that,  or  the  other  person 
believed  to  be  treasonable  or  otherwise  criminal 
was  a  very  painful  experience  sometimes,  but  it 
could  hardly  be  described  as  commonplace  or 
uninteresting.  We  were  all  quite  aware — I  may 
speak  for  my  colleagues  as  well  as  for  myself — 
that  we  had  planned  nothing,  had  incited  nothing, 
had  done  nothing  which  could  bring  us  within 
the  reach  of  criminal  law,  and  yet  here  we  were, 
one  after  another,  put  in  the  witness-box  to  be 
probed  by  counsel  as  to  when  and  how  often  we 
had  met  such  and  such  a  man,  why  we  had  met 
him,  and  what  we  had  said  to  him  and  he  to  us, 
and  so  on  through  hour  after  hour  of  speculative 
cross-examination.  I  suppose  the  proceedings  must 
have  had  some  interest  for  unconcerned  observers, 
because  the  Court  was  crowded  every  day,  and 
there  were  always  a  large  number  of  ladies  present. 
There  was,  however,  a  growing  feeling  of  satis- 
faction among  all  who  sympathised  with  us  and 
our  cause,  in  the  fact  that  the  whole  mechanism 
of  inquiry  was  able  to  bring  out  nothing  which 
the  world  did  not  know  well  already — the  fact 
that  the  Irish  National  movement,  under  the 
leadership  of  Parnell,  was  a  constitutional  and 
legal  movement  intended  for  nothing  but  to  bring 
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about  Home  Eule  and  a  reform  in  the  system  of 
agricultural  tenure  by  peaceful  and  parliamentary 
means. 

One  distinguished  Englishman  who  attended 
the  sittings  of  the  Court  very  regularly  was  George 
Meredith,  then,  and  now,  the  foremost  living  Eng- 
lish novelist.  George  Meredith,  whom  I  have  the 
honour  of  numbering  among  my  friends,  was  in 
sympathy  with  the  Irish  National  cause,  and  was 
acquainted  with  some  of  its  leading  representatives. 
He  had  not  indeed,  so  far  as  I  know,  expressed  a 
preference  for  any  particular  form  of  parliamentary 
agitation  or  scheme  of  reform  in  the  relations 
between  Great  Britain  and  Ireland.  But  he  was 
in  sympathy  with  Ireland,  and  recognised  that 
there  was  an  Irish  National  cause,  and  he  followed 
the  work  of  the  Commission  Court  with  close 
attention  and  deep  interest.  He  had  obtained  a 
seat  close  behind  the  benches  occupied  by  the 
leading  advocates  on  both  sides,  and  when  it 
became  generally  known  among  members  of  the 
Bar  that  George  Meredith  was  so  near  to  them, 
his  presence  in  the  Court  excited  an  amount  of 
interest  among  these  legal  gentlemen  which  was 
at  once  a  credit  to  them  and  a  well-merited 
tribute  to  him.  Many  distinguished  men  in  no- 
wise concerned  with  its  actual  business  were  to 
be  seen  now  and  then  among  the  general  audience, 
but  they  were  for  the  most  part  men  who  had 
something  to  do  with  Parliament  and  politics. 
But    the    appearance    of    George    Meredith,    the 
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philosophic,  romantic,  and  poetic  novelist,  with 
his  handsome,  thoughtful  face  and  his  impressive 
bearing,  always  seemed  to  me  like  a  gleam  from 
the  world  of  art  into  the  prosaic  chamber  of  legal, 
formal,  and  often  very  commonplace  investigation. 
There  were  many  periods  of  the  inquiry  when  a 
thrilling  interest,  which  sometimes  had  a  tragic 
note  in  it,  was  given  to  the  inquiry,  as  on  the 
day  when  Richard  Pigott  was  cross-examined  by 
Sir  Charles  Russell.  But  in  the  ordinary  course 
of  things  the  work  of  each  day  was  monotonous 
and  uninteresting,  and  I  cannot  but  think  that 
the  presence  of  George  Meredith  must  have  been 
to  many  visitors  their  best  reward  for  a  day  spent 
in  the  Commission  Court. 


CHAPTER  XIX 

COMMITTEE    ROOM    FIFTEEN 

The  winter  wore  on,  and  the  Special  Commission 
dragged  its  slow  length  along.  My  attendance  at 
the  Court  was,  however,  interrupted  by  an  interval 
of  several  weeks.  My  son,  who  had  been  suffering 
from  ill-health,  received  medical  advice  which  en- 
joined him  to  spend  the  winter  months  in  Algeria, 
and  there  he  and  my  daughter  had  gone  a  few 
weeks  before  the  time  at  which  my  story  now 
arrives.  I  was  left  alone  in  our  London  house 
for  the  first  time  during  a  long  term  of  years, 
and  I  cannot  say  that  I  enjoyed  this  life  of 
domestic  solitude.  So  I  made  up  my  mind  to 
spend  Christmas-time  and  some  few  weeks  more 
in  Algiers,  and  I  applied  to  the  Crown  advocates 
and  the  advocates  for  the  defence  to  give  me  per- 
mission to  leave  England  while  the  Commission 
was  still  going  on.  I  found  the  Crown  advocates 
quite  as  willing  to  grant  me  this  permission  as  the 
advocates  on  my  own  side,  and  it  was  arranged 
that  I  should  be  set  free  from  attendance  at  the 
Court  during  the  time  for  which  I  had  asked. 
Evidently  the  advocates  for  the  Crown  did  not 
believe  that  I  was  conscious  of  any  heavy  re- 
sponsibility to   the  criminal  law,  or  that  my   trip 
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to  Algeria  was  only  a  pretext  by  which  I  hoped 
to  take  myself  out  of  the  reach  of  an  extradition 
warrant,  and  so  secure  myself  against  being  brought 
to  the  bar  of  justice. 

I  left  the  country  on  parole,  if  I  may  put  it 
so,  and  started  on  my  expedition.  I  went  direct 
to  Paris,  spent  only  one  night  there,  and  next 
morning  took  the  train  for  Marseilles.  That  much 
of  the  journey  was  not  unfamiliar  to  me,  and  I  can 
remember  that  I  beguiled  most  of  my  hours  in  the 
train  by  reading  over  again,  and  not  even  for  the 
second  time,  "  Our  Mutual  Friend."  I  suppose  that 
any  one  with  a  properly  balanced  mind  would,  if 
he  thought  it  judicious  to  read  for  hours  in  an 
express  train,  have  read  something  which  fitted 
in  with  the  scenery  or  the  historical  associations 
of  the  country  through  which  he  was  travelling. 
But  I  had  come  across  "  Our  Mutual  Friend "  by 
chance  just  as  I  was  leaving  London,  and  thought 
I  could  not  beguile  my  journey  more  agreeably 
than  by  studying  once  again  a  novel  to  which  I 
think  that  even  Dickens's  warmest  admirers  have 
not  always  done  justice.  For  myself,  I  am  inclined 
to  rank  it  among  the  best  of  the  great  master's 
novels,  and  I  enjoyed  it  more  than  ever  during 
this  day  of  foreign  travel.  I  can  now  never  hear 
the  name  of  "  Our  Mutual  Friend "  mentioned 
without  finding  that  journey  from  Paris  to  Mar- 
seilles brought  back  vividly  to  my  memory,  and 
without    seeing    myself    in    the    railway    carriage 

bending  over  the  pages  of  the  delightful  novel. 

x 
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I  crossed  from  Marseilles  to  Algiers,  and  had 
in  every  way  a  satisfactory  passage,  but  it  seemed 
very  long  to  me,  for  the  good  reason  that  I  was 
eager  to  get  within  sight  of  my  son  and  daughter 
again.  They  were  on  the  shore  to  receive  me,  and 
I  was  gladdened  to  find  that,  all  things  considered, 
they  were  in  good  health  and  spirits.  I  took  up 
my  quarters  with  them  at  the  Hotel  Mustapha, 
in  the  Mustapha  quarter  of  the  city,  and  we  de- 
voted ourselves  to  a  study  of  Algiers  and  all  the 
places  of  interest  in  its  neighbourhood.  I  was  not 
able,  even  here,  to  indulge  myself  in  a  complete 
holiday,  for  I  had  brought  with  me  a  short  novel 
I  had  then  in  hand  and  was  bound  to  complete 
within  a  definite  time.  So  I  did  a  fair  amount 
of  literary  work  every  day,  and  the  rest  of  the 
time  we  devoted  to  seeing  the  sights.  There  were 
many  English  and  American  families  then  living 
either  in  Algiers  or  on  a  visit  there  like  ourselves, 
and  I  formed  some  friendships  which  are  living  for 
me  at  the  present  day.  One  singular  experience 
which  I  had  during  my  Algerian  visit  seems  to 
me  well  worthy  of  mention.  There  was  an  English 
lady  who  had  long  settled  down  to  a  life  in  Algiers, 
and  was  devoting  herself  mainly  to  the  teaching  of 
children,  and  after  that  to  the  culture  of  bees  and 
flowers.  This  lady  turned  out  to  be  a  friend  of 
my  wife,  who  had  acted  as  her  bridesmaid  on  the 
day  of  her  marriage,  and  whom  I  had  not  seen 
from  that  day  until  the  time  of  our  first  meeting 
in   Algiers.      My    marriage    took    place    at   a    pro- 
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vincial  town  in  the  north  of  England,  where  the 
bridesmaid  was  then  living.  After  our  return  to 
Liverpool  we  had  only  heard  of  her  from  time 
to  time,  and  when  we  settled  in  London  later  on 
we  were  told  that  she  had  left  England  altogether. 
A  whole  lifetime  of  mental  growth,  experience,  and 
emotion  had  been  passed  through  by  me  between 
the  day  when  I  first  saw  this  lady  and  the  day 
on  which  I  came  to  meet  her  in  her  Algerian 
home.  We  had  much  to  say  to  each  other  about 
the  changes  which  had  taken  place  in  that  long 
interval. 

I  enjoyed  my  stay  in  Algiers  very  much,   al- 
though the  climate  somewhat  disappointed  me.     I 
had  got  it  into  my  mind  that  an  Algerian  winter 
must  be  very  like  an  Egyptian  winter,  and  I  was 
not  prepared  for  occasional  torrents  of  drenching 
rain    or    for   fierce    winds   howling    through    thick 
clusters  of  trees.     But  the  scenery  was  beautiful ; 
the  sea,  whether  rough  or  smooth,  was  ever  glorious 
to  look  upon  ;  there  was  much  sun  and  blue  sky ; 
and    the   city  of  Algiers   itself,    with   its   strange 
agglomeration  of  various  nationalities  and  national 
peculiarities,    was     always     intensely    interesting. 
Still  working  at  my  unfinished  story,  I  yet  found 
time   to  make  notes  of  scenes  and  sights  around 
and    in     Algiers     which     I     intended    to    use    as 
materials    for    a    novel    to    be    constructed    with 
that   region    for   its   ground.      This   was    my    one 
and   only   attempt    to  work  at   a  story  with    the 
assistance    of  preliminary    notes.      I    accomplished 
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many  pages  of  notes,  but  I  never  accomplished, 
and  never  even  attempted,  the  novel.  It  remains 
on  the  shelf,  metaphorically  that  is  to  say,  with 
my  romance  about  Constantinople  and  my  romance 
about  Jerusalem.  It  therefore  did  not  even  decide 
the  question  whether  I  could  work  more  successfully 
as  a  novelist  with  or  without  preliminary  notes. 

These  references  to  novel  writing  remind  me 
that  I  had  an  opportunity  in  Algiers  of  renewing 
my  acquaintance  with  Miss  Rhoda  Broughton  the 
novelist,  who  was  making  that  pleasant  region  her 
home  for  the  winter.  I  was  not  able  to  make  my 
stay  extend  very  long  in  Algiers,  because  I  was 
anxious  to  be  once  again  in  attendance  at  the 
Commission  Court,  where,  as  I  had  reason  to 
believe,  some  very  important  evidence  was  soon 
to  be  taken.  I  spent  but  a  few  weeks  altogether 
in  Algiers,  and  then  returned  to  London  with  my 
son  and  daughter.  I  reached  London  in  time  to 
come  in  for  the  events  which  brought  to  a  close 
the  career  of  Pigott  the  informer.  Every  one 
knows  how  Pigott  completely  broke  down  under 
the  terrible  cross-examination  to  which  he  was 
subjected  by  Sir  Charles  Russell,  and  how  by  his 
way  of  spelling  certain  words  out  of  a  number 
of  which  Russell  called  upon  him  to  write  down, 
he  identified  himself  with  the  misspelling  contained 
in  the  first  of  the  forged  letters,  how  he  fled  from 
England  to  Spain  and  took  refuge  in  Madrid, 
and  how,  when  the  Spanish  police  came  to  seek 
him  there   in    order  to  execute  a  warrant    issued 
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for  his  arrest  under  the  Extradition  Treaty,  he 
closed  his  wretched  life  by  suicide.  His  act  of 
self-slaughter  was  not  needed  to  satisfy  the  Com- 
mission Court  and  the  whole  world  that  the  Parnell 
letters  were  forgeries.  Before  his  flight  from  Eng- 
land he  had  actually  confessed  to  Mr.  Henry 
Labouchere  in  the  presence  of  the  late  George 
Augustus  Sala,  by  an  entirely  unsolicited  con- 
fession, that  the  letters  were  forgeries.  It  is  only 
right  to  say  that  even  before  Pigott's  flight  the 
Attorney-General  had  publicly  withdrawn  the 
forged  letters  from  the  case,  and  had  expressed 
his  sincere  regret  that  they  had  ever  been  pub- 
lished or  had  ever  been  offered  as  evidence.  After 
Pigott's  suicide  there  was  practically  an  end  to  the 
whole  case. 

There  is  one  event  which  I  must  record  which 
occurred  at  this  time  before  the  end  of  the  story  of 
the  Commission.  John  Bright  died  on  March  2G, 
1889.  It  is  one  of  the  cherished  usages  of  the  House 
of  Commons  that  when  a  distinguished  member 
dies  some  spoken  tribute  to  his  memory  should 
be  offered  by  the  leader  of  the  Government,  the 
leader  of  the  Opposition,  and  the  leader  of  any 
recognised  parliamentary  party.  When  the  sad 
news  came  of  John  Bright's  death  it  fell  to  my 
lot  to  say  some  words  on  behalf  of  the  Irish 
National  party.  It  was  to  me  an  occasion  of  the 
most  profound  melancholy.  I  had  enjoyed  Bright's 
friendship  for  many  years,  and  the  feeling  of  melan- 
choly was  made  all  the   more  profound  because  of 
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late  we  had  been  divided  on  the  great  question 
of  Home  Bule  for  Ireland.  Yet  I  could  not  but 
feel  a  certain  relief  to  my  sad  thoughts  in  being 
thus  allowed  to  speak  out  my  full  sense  of  all  that 
Ireland  had  owed  to  him  and  to  his  friendship  in 
days  when  she  had  few  other  friends  among  great 
English  statesmen,  and  I  thought  it  well  that 
an  Irish  Home  Buler  should  say  for  his  party 
and  his  country  that  the  memory  of  the  services 
John  Bright  had  rendered  was  not  in  any  sense 
effaced  because  he  had  not  seen  his  way  to  accept 
the  principle  of  Home  Pcule.  I  spoke  only  a  few 
sentences,  but  their  general  purport  was  the  ex- 
pression of  that  feeling.  When  I  had  paid  my 
tribute  to  the  genius,  the  noble  character,  and 
the  public  services  of  Bright,  I  went  on  to  assure 
the  House  that  Ireland  was  not  so  short  of  memory 
as  to  forget  what  Bright  had  done  for  her  in  other 
days,  or  so  ungrateful  as  to  suppress  her  sense 
of  those  past  services  because  he  had  of  late  not 
gone  the  whole  way  in  support  of  her  National 
cause.  Ireland,  I  said,  still  claimed  her  right  to 
lay  her  immortelle,  her  funeral  wreath,  on  this 
great  Englishman's  grave.  I  do  not  know  how  the 
speech  impressed  the  House,  but  I  know  that  it 
came  from  my  very  heart,  and  that  no  more  sincere 
tribute  could  have  been  offered  to  the  memory  of 
a  lost  friend  and  an  illustrious  orator  and  states- 
man. I  knew,  too,  that  I  spoke  with  the  voice 
of  Ireland. 

In    February    1890   the    report  of  the    Special 
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Commission  was  issued  as  a  Blue  Book  and  laid 
formally  before  the  House  of  Commons.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  extraordinary  scramble  which 
took  place  among  members  of  the  House  for  copies 
of  that  report  when  the  moment  came  for  their 
distribution.  We  could  not  wait  to  receive  them 
in  the  'ordinary  course,  but  gathered  in  a  crowd 
around  the  office,  in  the  inner  lobby,  from  which 
the  slender  volumes  were  to  be  issued.  As  there 
seemed  no  possibility  of  having  anything  like  a 
systematic  and  decorous  giving  out  of  the  volumes 
among  so  impatient  a  throng,  somebody  suggested 
in  loud  tones  that  they  should  be  hurled  out  in 
heaps  and  thus  captured  by  those  who  could  get  at 
them.  The  suggestion  was  acted  upon,  and  the 
volumes  were  showered  forth  over  the  heads  of 
the  nearest  members,  by  whom  they  were  either 
caught  in  their  flight  or  competed  for  as  they 
fell  upon  the  pavement  of  the  lobby.  I  have 
never  seen  a  more  amusing  spectacle  within  the 
precincts  of  the  House  of  Commons,  or  one  more 
absurdly  out  of  keeping  with  the  historical  and 
traditional  dignity  of  that  assembly.  A  crowd  of 
children  scrambling  for  apples  or  cakes  at  some 
holiday  saturnalia  could  not  have  struggled  and 
scuffled  with  greater  eagerness  and  less  regard 
for  the  dignity  of  Parliament  than  the  members 
in  the  lobby  struggled  for  their  share  of  these 
important  papers.  I  was  lucky  enough  to  secure 
two  copies  for  myself,  and  I  may  frankly  confess 
that    I    did    not   stop   to   consider  whether  I  was 
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or  was  not  clutching  more  than  my  fair  share  of 
the  distributed  report.  It  is  fortunate  for  that 
dignity  of  history,  concerning  which  Macaulay 
wrote  with  so  much  contempt,  that  the  frescoes 
of  the  House  of  Commons'  lobbies  have  not  been 
added  to  by  a  pictured  representation  of  that 
scramble  for  the  reports  of  the  Special  Commission. 
The  report  of  the  Commission  was  found  to  be 
satisfactory  by  the  general  public  in  Ireland  as 
well  as  in  England.  The  judges  declared  that 
the  letters  published  in  The  Times  as  coming 
from  Parnell  and  signed  by  him  or  written  by 
him  were  forgeries.  They  found  that  neither 
Parnell  nor  any  of  his  colleagues  had  supplied 
any  one  with  funds  in  order  to  enable  him  to 
escape  from  justice.  They  gave  it  also  as  their 
judgment  that  the  charge  of  insincerity  in  the 
denunciation  of  crime  and  outrage  had  not  been 
established  in  the  case  of  any  of  the  defendants 
who  may  be  said  to  have  been  put  upon  their 
trial  before  the  Special  Commission.  These  were 
the  only  questions  in  which  the  world  in  general 
took  any  interest.  All  that  was  made  known  by 
the  evidence  taken  before  the  Commission  outside 
these  questions  was  already  perfectly  well  known 
to  every  one  who  had  taken  the  slightest  interest 
in  the  political  and  agrarian  movement  going  on 
in  Ireland.  None  needed  to  be  told  that  some 
inflammatory  speeches  had  been  made  now  and 
then  during  the  course  of  either  movement,  that 
rough  deeds  had  been  done  in  the  struggle  between 
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the  landlords  and  the  tenants,  and  that  leading 
members  of  the  Irish  National  League,  some  of 
them  members  of  the  Irish  Parliamentary  party, 
had  been  openly  engaged  in  the  preparations  for 
the  Fenian  insurrection.  What  the  public  wanted 
to  know  was  whether  Parnell  and  his  colleagues 
had  been  guilty  of  planning  or  countenancing 
armed  rebellion,  whether  they  had  been  guilty 
of  inciting  to  crime,  whether  they  had  been  in- 
sincere in  their  professed  denunciation  of  crime 
and  outrage,  and  whether  they  had  given  money 
to  help  men  to  escape  from  criminal  justice.  On 
all  these  questions  the  verdict  of  the  Commission 
Court  was  a  verdict  of  acquittal. 

The  report  of  the  Commission  was  received  on 
the  whole  with  much  satisfaction  by  Parnell  and 
his  colleagues.  We  now  felt  quite  secure  that 
henceforward,  whatever  difficulties  might  come  in 
our  way,  and  whatever  clamour  might  be  raised 
against  us,  we  should  hear  no  more  of  Parnellism 
and  crime.  I  may  remind  my  readers  that  when 
The  Tiines  was  issuing  its  articles  under  the  head- 
ing of  "  Parnellism  and  Crime,"  the  Irish  National 
members  generally  were  not  only  willing,  but  even 
anxious,  to  submit  the  whole  case  to  the  decision 
of  some  authorised  court  of  inquiry.  Parnell  more 
than  once  publicly  proclaimed  his  readiness  to  sub- 
mit the  whole  case  to  the  judgment  of  a  Committee 
of  the  House  of  Commons  specially  chosen  for  the 
investigation.  We  all,  therefore,  felt  quite  satis- 
fied with  the   course  events  had  taken.      Parnell 
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brought  an  action  against  The  Times  to  recover 
damages  for  the  charges  made  against  him,  and 
The  Times  had  to  pay  five  thousand  pounds  as  an 
atonement  for  what  it  had  written.  This  action 
was  only  brought  by  Parnell  as  a  means  of  obtain- 
ing a  final  and  legal  condemnation  of  the  false 
charges  which  had  been  made  against  him  by  the 
newspaper  which  had  accepted  Pigott  as  its  trusted 
source  of  information.  Other  members  of  the  party 
might  have  brought  similar  actions,  but  we  all, 
or  almost  all,  felt  that  enough  had  been  done  to 
clear  our  characters,  and  that  the  acquittal  of 
Parnell  was  the  acquittal  of  his  colleagues.  I  have 
said  "all  or  almost  all,"  because  there  was,  if  I 
remember  rightly,  one  member  of  the  party  who 
did  bring  an  action  against  The  Times  on  his  own 
account,  but  he  was  a  somewhat  eccentric  per- 
sonage, who  was  not  regarded  with  much  favour 
as  a  political  comrade  by  Parnell  or  the  party  in 
general.  The  manner  in  which  the  House  of 
Commons  as  a  whole  interpreted  the  report  of  the 
Commission  was  illustrated  most  effectively  by 
the  reception  given  to  Parnell  when,  after  the 
close  of  the  Commission,  he  made  his  first  appear- 
ance there.  Parnell  came  in  rather  late  that  even- 
ing, and  the  House  was  crowded.  The  moment 
he  made  his  appearance  the  whole  of  the  Liberal 
party,  then  in  Opposition,  rose  up  to  welcome 
him,  and  many  of  the  members  on  the  Conservative 
side  sprang  to  their  feet  and  joined  in  the  welcome. 
It   need  not  be  said  that  all  the   Irish   National 
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members  stood  up  and  bore  their  part  in  this 
remarkable  demonstration.  The  cheering  was 
again  and  again  renewed.  It  was  indeed  a  dis- 
play of  many  feelings  on  the  part  of  those  who 
paid  their  tribute  of  respect  to  the  leader  of  the 
Irish  party.  Men  felt  that  however  they  might 
differ  from  Parnell  in  political  creed,  he  had  been 
fully  acquitted  of  unjust  charges,  and  that  it  was 
due  as  well  to  themselves  as  to  him  that  they 
should  in  this  striking  fashion  express  their  honest 
sentiments. 

If  the  career  of   Charles  Stewart  Parnell   had 
come  to  a  close  soon  after  that  memorable  scene 
in   the    House   of  Commons   it  would   have   been 
better  for  his  own  fame  and  for  the  cause  of  his 
country.    I  need  not  tell  in  detail  the  story  of  the 
events   which    followed    in    his    life,    and    beyond 
question    hastened    his    early   death.       I    am    not 
likely  ever  to  forget  one  evening  during  a  short 
visit  of  mine  to  Cannes,  where  I  had  gone  to  see 
an  invalid  friend.     I  was  preparing  to  leave  Cannes 
for   London    that   night,   and    in   the    hall    of  the 
hotel  I  met  an  English  clergyman  with  whom  I 
was   acquainted,    who    told   me   that    Parnell    had 
been   made    co-respondent   in   a   divorce   case.       I 
had  something  to  think  of  that  night  on  my  home- 
ward  journey.       The    news    was    not    altogether 
startling  to  me,  for  I  had  long  known  that  some 
such  event  was  likely  to  take  place,  but  there  is 
always   a    sense  of  shock   when  we  learn  that  a 
not  unforeseen  trouble  has  actually  come.     When 
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I  reached  London  I  found  that  the  news  was  only 
too  true,  and  that  the  Irish  Parliamentary  party 
were  thrown  into  utter  confusion  by  the  sudden 
opening  of  such  a  case  at  a  time  of  critical  im- 
portance to  Ireland.  The  first  resolve  among  us 
all  was  that  we  must  stand  by  Parnell  through 
the  trouble.  However  we  might  deplore  the  fact 
that  the  scandal  should  have  arisen,  and  might 
grieve  to  see  the  career  of  our  leader  and  friend 
stained  by  a  breach  of  the  moral  law,  we  could 
not  but  feel  that  it  was  only  a  sin  of  private  life, 
which  did  not,  according  to  ordinary  experience, 
affect  a  statesman's  right  to  act  as  the  leader  of 
a  party,  and  to  strive  for  the  cause  of  his  country. 
We  knew  of  cases  in  which  English  statesmen  of 
high  political  position  had  been  accused  of  like 
offences,  and  yet  had  not  been  regarded  as  neces- 
sarily unfit  for  the  business  of  political  life.  Many 
of  us  were  of  opinion  that  the  best  course  for 
Parnell  to  take  would  be  to  keep  out  of  public 
and  parliamentary  life  for  a  time,  still  retaining 
his  position  as  leader  of  the  party,  and  then, 
when  he  had  done  the  justice  that  was  in  his  power 
towards  his  partner  in  the  scandal,  and  when  the 
whole  sensation  had  somewhat  faded  away,  to 
return  to  his  old  place  and  his  old  work.  An 
influential  member  of  an  English  political  party 
gave  him  by  letter  the  brief  and  sound  advice — 
"  Retire,  marry,  return."  That  was  indeed  the 
course  which  I  fully  believed  at  the  time  Parnell 
was  likely  to  adopt.      I  felt  quite  sure  that  the 
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moment  he  obtained  the  legal  opportunity  he 
would  marry  the  woman  whom  he  deeply  loved, 
and  who  deeply  loved  him.  There  were  abundant 
evidences  to  convince  us  that  Parnell's  dearest 
wish  was  to  become  the  husband  of  the  lady. 
In  fact,  he  offered  no  defence  when  the  case  came 
before  the  divorce  court,  and  allowed  the  judgment 
of  the  Court  to  go  against  him  and  her.  I  could 
not  help  remembering  then  that  I  was  present 
on  the  occasion  when  Parnell  and  Mrs.  O'Shea 
first  met  and  became  acquainted.  It  was  at  a 
luncheon-party  given  in  London  by  a  near  relative 
of  Mrs.  O'Shea,  and  I  can  well  recollect  that  even 
at  this  first  meeting  of  theirs  I  thought  Parnell 
seemed  greatly  attracted  towards  her.  From  that 
time  he  became  a  frequent  visitor  at  her  house, 
and  this  was  in  itself  remarkable,  inasmuch  as 
Parnell  never  cared  about  London  society,  and 
seldom  went  to  a  dinner-party  or  a  luncheon-party 
except  at  the  houses  of  his  most  intimate  friends. 
For  some  time  there  had  been  a  good  deal  of  casual 
talk  about  Parnell's  attachment  to  this  lady,  until 
at  last  those  among  us  who  knew  him  well  began 
to  fear  that  trouble  would  come  of  it. 

The  only  question  for  the  Irish  party  to  consider 
just  now  was  as  to  the  best  course  for  Parnell  to 
take  with  regard  to  the  political  crisis  and  the 
interests  of  the  National  cause.  The  country  was 
on  the  eve  of  a  General  Election,  and  there  was  a 
fear  arising  among  most  of  us  that  the  scandal  of 
the  divorce  court  might  affect  injuriously  the  votes 
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of  Liberal  electors  in  the  approaching  contest.  We 
then  looked  to  the  Liberal  party  of  Great  Britain 
as  our  strength  and  support,  and  it  was  certain 
that  if  Gladstone  should  be  once  again  in  power 
he  would  instantly  bring  forward  another  measure 
of  Home  Rule.  But  if  the  divorce  court  pro- 
ceedings were  to  affect  any  large  proportion  of 
British  Liberal  voters,  so  as  to  make  them  hesitate 
about  giving  their  votes  on  the  side  of  the  Irish 
party  still  led  by  Parnell,  it  seemed  only  too  likely 
that  the  National  cause  must  suffer  for  the  personal 
scandal.  It  was  not  perhaps  to  be  supposed  that 
any  considerable  number  of  British  Liberals  would 
vote  against  Mr.  Gladstone  merely  because  of 
Parnell's  offence,  but  it  is  always  easy  for  a 
doubting  elector  to  satisfy  his  conscience  by 
keeping  away  from  the  polling-booth  on  the  day 
of  the  election.  We  all  knew  that  the  scandal 
would  turn  a  large  number  of  voters  in  England, 
Scotland,  and  Wales  against  Parnell ;  and  without 
going  so  far  as  to  say  in  the  words  of  Macaulay 
that  nothing  can  be  more  ridiculous  than  the 
British  public  in  one  of  its  periodical  fits  of 
morality,  we  could  not  doubt  that  many  a  British 
voter  would  find  a  conscientious  excuse  for  not 
giving  any  support  to  that  Irish  National  cause 
about  which  he  had  at  no  time  felt  any  particular 
enthusiasm.  The  crisis  was  made  the  more  difficult 
for  the  Irish  National  members  who  were  then  in 
London,  because  of  the  fact  that  several  of  our 
most  influential  and  trusted  colleagues,  on  whose 
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judgment  we  greatly  relied,  were  then  unable  to 
be  with  us.  T.  P.  O'Connor,  T.  D.  Sullivan,  and 
T.  M.  Harrington,  the  late  Lord  Mayor  of  Dublin, 
were  in  the  United  States  on  a  political  mission. 
John  Dillon  and  William  O'Brien  were  out  of 
England  for  another  reason,  and  one  of  a  somewhat 
peculiar  nature.  Ireland  was  then  under  a  system 
of  coercion,  and  the  ordinary  laws  and  the  ordinary 
usages  of  the  British  Constitution  did  not  apply  to 
her.  A  man  could  be  arrested  and  imprisoned  for 
an  indefinite  time  if  he  delivered  a  speech  in  any 
part  of  Ireland  which  the  authorities  of  Dublin 
Castle  were  pleased  to  regard  as  seditious  in 
character.  For  a  speech  condemning  the  existing 
Conservative  Government,  which  a  man  might  have 
spoken  at  any  public  meeting  in  England,  Scotland, 
or  Wales  without  the  remotest  idea  of  legal  action 
being  taken  against  him,  he  could  in  Ireland  be 
instantly  arrested  and  sent  to  prison  as  one  sus- 
pected of  seditious  purposes.  John  Dillon  and 
William  O'Brien  and  some  other  distinguished 
members  of  our  party  were  at  that  time  under 
the  ban  of  the  exceptional  laws,  if  they  can  be 
called  laws,  against  seditious  speeches  in  Ireland, 
and  could  not  just  then  make  their  appearance  in 
Ireland,  or  even  in  England,  without  facing  the  lia- 
bility to  instant  arrest.  Some  of  these  colleagues  had 
made  a  temporary  abode  in  Paris  or  in  Boulogne, 
and  to  consult  with  them  it  was  necessary  that 
Thomas  Sexton  and  I  should  make  several  visits 
together  to  Boulogne  as  the  nearest  neutral  ground 


336  THE    STORY    OF    AN    IRISHMAN 

on  which  we  could  take  counsel  with  our  friends. 
I  am  not  likely  to  forget,  and  I  think  Sexton  is 
not  likely  to  forget,  some  rapid  rushes  we  made 
in  frosty,  wintry  weather  to  and  from  Boulogne 
for  this  mysterious  purpose. 

The  crisis  was  now  approaching  in  London. 
It  had  always  been  our  custom  to  re-elect  the 
chairman  and  officers  of  our  party  at  the  opening 
of  each  Session.  The  Session  was  near  at  hand, 
and  on  its  opening  day  we  held  a  meeting  of  our 
party  in  the  since  famous  Committee-room  number 
fifteen,  and  at  once  re-elected  to  their  former  places 
Parnell  and  those  of  his  colleagues  who  had  held 
official  position.  This  was  in  accordance  with  the 
previous  determination  even  of  those  who  believed 
that  the  best  thing  for  the  National  cause  would 
be  that  Parnell  should  absent  himself  from  political 
life  until  the  scandal  of  the  divorce  court  should 
be  in  some  degree  removed  or  repaired.  In  the 
meantime  Mr.  Gladstone  had  become  very  anxious 
that  Parnell  should  keep  out  of  political  life  for 
the  time,  because  he  was  strongly  of  opinion  that 
if  Parnell  were  to  remain  the  active  leader  of  the 
Irish  National  party  during  this  crisis,  the  effect 
upon  the  votes  at  the  General  Election  would  be 
disastrous  to  the  chances  of  the  next  Home  Rule 
measure.  Mr.  Gladstone  was  led  to  believe  that 
there  would  be  no  difficulty  in  prevailing  upon 
Parnell  to  adopt  this  course,  because  he  well  remem- 
bered that  at  the  time  of  the  Phoenix  Park  murders 
Parnell  wrote   to   him   olferinff  to  resign  his  seat 
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in  Parliament  if  Gladstone  thought  that  such  a 
step  would  be  advantageous  just  then  to  the 
National  cause  of  Ireland.  I  had  some  conversa- 
tion with  Mr.  Gladstone  on  the  subject  after  the 
decision  of  the  Divorce  Court,  and  I  could  only 
tell  him  that  I  had  not  yet  received  from  Par- 
nell  any  intimation  of  his  immediate  intentions. 
Gladstone  was  not  by  any  means  inclined  to  press 
on  Parnell  any  such  conditions ;  but  there  was 
great  agitation  among  various  Liberal  bodies, 
especially  perhaps  Nonconformist  bodies,  through- 
out Great  Britain,  and  many  of  Gladstone's  leading 
colleagues  assured  him  that  there  would  be  no 
chance  for  the  Liberals  at  the  General  Election 
if  Parnell  were  to  remain  the  active  leader  of  the 
Irish  Home  Pule  party.  Gladstone's  views  on  the 
whole  subject  are  given  in  letters  of  his  which 
John  Morley  has  lately  published  in  his  "  Life  of 
Gladstone."  It  is  well  to  introduce  here  a  passage 
of  Gladstone's  letter  to  John  Morley.  "  While 
clinging  to  the  hope  of  a  communication  from  Mr. 
Parnell,  to  whomsoever  addressed,  I  thought  it 
necessary,  viewing  the  arrangement  for  the  com- 
mencement of  the  Session  to-morrow,  to  acquaint 
Mr.  McCarthy  with  the  conclusion  at  which,  after 
using  all  the  means  of  observation  and  reflection 
in  my  power,  I  had  myself  arrived.  It  was  that 
notwithstanding  the  splendid  services  rendered  by 
Mr.  Parnell  to  his  country,  his  continuance  at  the 
present  moment  in  the  leadership  would  be  pro- 
ductive of  consequences  disastrous  in   the  highest 
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degree  to  the  cause  of  Ireland.  I  think  I  may  be 
warranted  in  asking  you  so  far  to  expand  the 
conclusion  I  have  given  above,  as  to  add  that  the 
continuance  I  speak  of  would  not  only  place  many 
hearty  and  effective  friends  of  the  Irish  cause  in 
a  position  of  great  embarrassment,  but  would 
render  my  retention  of  the  leadership  of  the 
Liberal  party,  based  as  it  has  been  mainly  upon 
the  prosecution  of  the  Irish  cause,  almost  a  nullity. 
This  explanation  of  my  views  I  begged  Mr. 
McCarthy  to  regard  as  confidential  and  not  in- 
tended for  his  colleagues  generally  if  he  found 
that  Mr.  Parnell  contemplated  spontaneous  action; 
but  I  also  begged  that  he  would  make  known  to 
the  Irish  party  at  their  meeting  to-morrow  after- 
noon that  such  was  my  conclusion  if  he  should 
find  that  Mr.  Parnell  had  not  in  contemplation  any 
step  of  the  nature  indicated." 

Much  discussion  has  taken  place  about  the 
communication  made  by  Mr.  Gladstone  to  me, 
and  the  course  I  adopted  with  regard  to  it,  I 
can  only  say  that  at  the  earliest  possible  oppor- 
tunity I  made  Parnell  acquainted  with  Mr. 
Gladstone's  views  and  wishes,  and  I  took  some 
of  my  leading  colleagues  into  my  confidence  on 
the  subject.  Our  one  great  difficulty  was  to 
avoid  impressing  on  Parnell  the  idea  that  Glad- 
stone was  assuming  towards  him  something  of  a 
dictatorial  position,  which  certainly  was  not  in 
Gladstone's  mind,  but  which,  if  too  much  pressure 
were    brought   to    bear,  Parnell    might   regard    in 
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such  a  light  and  be  disposed  to  resent.  At 
the  time  Parnell  was  naturally  in  a  condition 
of  much  excitement ;  he  was  by  temperament 
a  nervous  man,  although  he  was  almost  always 
able  to  conceal  his  emotions,  and  just  then 
he  was  much  disturbed  and  even  distracted  by 
the  events  then  going  on.  Some  of  his  col- 
leagues in  the  Irish  party  and  many  of  his 
supporters  outside  had  for  a  long  time  been 
striving  to  fill  his  mind  with  the  idea  that  the 
Irish  National  party  was  becoming  too  much 
dependent  on  the  English  Liberal  leaders,  and 
was,  in  fact,  accepting  the  position  of  a  mere 
hanger-on  or  vassal  to  English  Liberalism.  I 
felt  that  there  was  at  least  a  possibility  of 
Parnell's  taking  a  wrong  view  of  Gladstone's 
intervention  and  resenting  it  as  a  sort  of  dic- 
tation. None  the  less  I  took  care  to  make 
Gladstone's  real  purpose  fully  known  to  Parnell, 
and  at  first  I  had  no  reason  to  doubt  that  he 
put  the  true  interpretation  on  it.  Some  of  us 
urged  that  Parnell,  when  formally  re-elected  as 
chairman  of  the  party,  should  announce  his  in- 
tention to  withdraw  for  a  while  from  Parliament 
and  public  life,  and  that  the  management  of  the 
party  should  be  entrusted  to  a  Committee  of 
members,  each  of  whom  should  be  nominated  by 
Parnell  himself.  But  it  soon  became  evident 
that  Parnell  was  yielding  more  and  more  to 
the  influence  of  a  few  members  of  the  party 
and    several    advisers    outside,    and    that    he    was 


340  THE    STORY    OF    AN    IRISHMAN 

growing  to  regard  Gladstone's  action  as  an  inter- 
ference with  the  independence  of  the  party,  and 
accordingly  to  resent  it.  I  saw  with  much  pain 
that  this  spirit  was  growing  on  him.  For  a  while 
he  saw  but  little  of  the  colleagues  with  whom  I 
was  mostly  associated,  and  it  was  not  easy  to 
come  to  any  clear  idea  as  to  the  policy  he  meant 
to  adopt. 

Suddenly,  however,  Parnell  told  me  that  it 
was  his  intention  to  issue  a  manifesto  condemning 
Gladstone,  the  Liberal  party  in  general,  the  British 
Nonconformists  in  particular,  and  the  whole  British 
public  more  or  less  for  a  course  of  action  which  he 
declared  to  be  directed  against  the  independence 
of  the  Irish  party  and  the  Irish  people.  He  asked 
me  to  meet  him  at  the  house  of  a  friend  of  his, 
a  member  of  the  Irish  party,  to  hear  the  manifesto 
read  before  its  publication,  and  to  offer  my  opinion 
as  to  the  desirability  of  issuing  it.  I  met  him 
accordingly,  and  found  that  he  had  with  him  some 
few  members  of  the  party  who  had  complained 
from  the  first  of  Gladstone's  intervention.  I 
objected  to  the  manifesto  altogether  and  point 
by  point,  and  I  did  all  in  my  power  to  prevail 
on  Parnell  to  give  it  up.  I  assured  Parnell  of 
my  strong  conviction  that  if  such  a  manifesto 
were  issued  on  the  authority  of  himself  and  the 
few  colleagues  who  took  his  view  on  the  subject, 
the  result  must  certainly  be  an  immediate  break- 
up in  the  Irish  National  party.  I  pressed  these 
opinions  of  mine  as  earnestly  as  I  could  on  Parnell, 
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and  I  reiterated  my  objections  and  arguments  with 
a  pertinacity  which  my  party  would  have  reckoned 
to  my  credit  if  we  had  been  conducting  an  obstruc- 
tive debate  in  the  House  of  Commons.  But  all  my 
efforts  could  get  no  further  concession  from  Parnell 
than  his  consent  to  postpone  the  issue  of  the  mani- 
festo for  twenty-four  hours.  During  that  short 
intervening  period  I  saw  Parnell  more  than  once, 
and  I  believe  some  of  my  colleagues  also  saw  him 
and  tried  to  impress  upon  him  their  opinions,  which 
were  the  same  as  my  own.  Nothing  came  of  our 
efforts,  and  the  manifesto  was  given  to  the  world. 
The  effect  was  conclusive  so  far  as  the  unity  of 
the  party  was  concerned,  for  the  time.  The  large 
majority  of  my  colleagues  felt  as  I  did  that  we 
could  not  consent  at  such  a  moment  to  follow  a 
leader  who  had,  without  any  attempt  to  obtain 
the  concurrence  of  the  whole  party,  taken  a 
step  which  seemed  fatal  to  all  the  present  hopes 
of  the  Irish  National  cause. 

The  next  chapter  in  that  mournful  history  was 
supplied  by  the  meetings  of  the  party  in  Committee 
Room  No.  15.  It  may  be  well  to  tell  some  of  my 
readers  that  it  was  then,  and  probably  is  still,  the 
custom  of  the  authorities  of  Westminster  Palace 
to  allow  to  any  recognised  party  in  the  House 
of  Commons  the  habitual  use  of  one  of  the  Com- 
mittee Booms  for  the  purpose  of  holding  its 
business  meetings.  We  of  the  Irish  National 
party  had  long  been  allowed  the  use  of  Committee 
Room   No.   15,  and  it  was  in   this  room  we   met 
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during  many  successive  days  to  debate  on  the 
momentous  crisis  which  had  arisen  in  our  political 
fortunes.  I  need  not  go  over  this  painful  story 
in  detail.  It  was  urged  on  Parnell  by  those 
who  thought  as  I  did  that  he  should  for  the 
time  keep  away  from  the  House  and  allow  the 
business  of  the  party  to  be  conducted,  as  I  have 
said,  by  a  Committee  of  which  he  should  have 
the  nomination.  Parnell,  however,  refused  to  act 
on  any  such  suggestion,  and  it  soon  became  pain- 
fully evident  to  us  that  some  few  of  his  colleagues 
were  even  more  stern  and  bitter  than  he  in  hos- 
tility to  our  offered  compromise.  The  debates 
naturally  grew  more  and  more  heated  as  the 
days  went  on.  Some  newspapers  afterwards  pub- 
lished accounts  of  passionate  scenes  taking  place 
in  the  committee  room,  and  one  journal  at  least 
went  so  far  as  to  publish  descriptions  of  violent 
encounters  interrupting  the  debates.  Perhaps  I 
need  hardly  say  that  nothing  whatever  occurred 
in  Committee  Room  No.  15  which  gave  the 
slightest  excuse  for  such  grotesque  misrepresenta- 
tion. The  debates  were  conducted  on  the  whole 
without  the  slightest  breach  of  decorum  and  good 
order,  and  only  in  few  instances  did  a  speaker  use 
words  or  make  charges  which  could  be  regarded 
as  personally  offensive  to  any  one  on  either  side 
of  the  controversy.  But  we  soon  saw  that  there 
was  not  any  hope  Avhatever  of  our  being  able  to 
prevail  upon  Parnell  to  reconsider  his  determina- 
tion, and  that  any  further  discussion  on  the  subject 
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would  be  only  a  waste  of  time  and  temper.  At 
that  time  I  was  still  vice-chairman  of  the  Irish 
party,  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  was  bound  to 
take  the  initiative  in  suggesting  the  only  course 
now  left  open  to  the  large  majority  of  the  party. 
I  therefore  rose  and  said  that  all  further  debate 
could  only  be  useless  or  else  harmful,  and  I  called 
upon  all  who  felt  with  me  to  follow  me.  My 
colleagues  who  thought  with  me  readily  adopted 
my  invitation  as  the  sole  means  of  putting  an  end 
to  an  utterly  futile  debate.  The  great  majority 
of  the  party  left  Committee  Room  No.  15  with 
me,  and  only  a  small  group  of  members  remained 
with  Parnell.  The  Irish  National  party  was  for 
the  time  broken  up. 


CHAPTER   XX 

"  THE    RETURN    OF    THE    NATIVE  " 

Then  there  followed  an  entirely  new  experience 
for  me.  Ireland  had  now  become  the  scene  of 
struggle  between  those  who  followed  the  majority 
of  the  Irish  National  party  and  those  who  held 
with  Parnell.  There  were  some  bye-elections 
coming  on  in  Ireland,  and  these  gave  a  distress- 
ing opportunity  for  this  trial  of  strength.  Parnell 
set  out  to  stump  the  country  on  behalf  of  the 
minority  of  the  party,  and  we  had  to  follow  his 
example  and  to  maintain  our  own  cause  against 
him.  After  the  close  of  the  meetings  in  Committee 
Room  No.  15  the  minority  of  the  Irish  National 
members  elected  Parnell  as  their  leader,  while  the 
majority  held  a  meeting  of  their  own  and  con- 
ferred on  me  the  office  of  chairman.  It  was  not 
a  moment  when  even  a  much  more  ambitious  man 
than  I  could  have  thought  about  gratifying  ambition 
by  this  sudden  elevation.  The  position  to  which 
I  was  raised  was  one  of  intense  responsibility  in 
every  sense.  To  hold  such  a  position  at  such  a 
time  threatened  a  most  serious  inroad  on  that 
literary  work,  which  was  my  chief  enjoyment  and 
my  only  means  of  making  a  living.  But  that 
was  not  the  consideration  which   mainly  occupied 
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my  mind  during  that  distracting  time.  It  was 
a  cruel  stroke  of  fate  which  compelled  me  to 
stand  forth  as  the  political  opponent  of  Parnell, 
to  whom  as  a  leader  I  had  long  been  most  sincerely- 
devoted,  and  with  whom  I  had  had  many  years  of 
intimate  and  steady  friendship.  I  was  also  sud- 
denly brought  into  hostility  with  men  like  John 
Redmond  and  many  others  who  had  been  col- 
leagues and  close  friends  of  mine  for  a  long  time, 
and  whose  motives  even  in  this  crisis  of  political 
disruption  I  thoroughly  appreciated.  I  quite 
understood  why  these  men  were  upholding  Parnell. 
They  believed  him  to  be  the  best  leader  the  Irish 
people  could  have,  and  they  could  not  see  the 
rightfulness  of  withdrawing  from  his  leadership 
because  he  had  committed  an  offence  against  the 
laws  of  private  morality.  On  this  latter  point 
we  were  all  agreed,  and  those  of  us  who  formed 
the  majority  would  never  have  thought  of  with- 
drawing from  Parnell's  leadership  were  it  not  for 
the  issue  of  that  manifesto  which  we  believed  to 
be  fatal  to  the  immediate  success  of  the  Home 
Pule  cause.  We  were,  according  to  our  convic- 
tions, putting  the  interests  of  the  country  above 
any  consideration  for  the  individual,  while  our 
opponents,  it  seemed  to  us,  were  consciously  or 
unconsciously  making  loyalty  to  their  country 
subservient  to  loyalty  to  the  man. 

I  could  not  but  feel  deeply  the  pain  of  any 
position  which  set  me  in  direct  antagonism  to 
those   whose    action    I    had  to   oppose,  but  whose 
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motives  I  felt  bound  to  respect.  I  felt  also  my 
mind  weighed  down  by  a  sense  of  the  responsi- 
bility which  I  had  to  undertake  when  I  accepted 
the  position  of  a  party  leader  in  Irish  politics. 
My  long  residence  in  England  had  not  allowed 
me  to  keep  up  that  continuous  and  intimate 
acquaintance  with  the  political  and  agrarian  con- 
dition jof  Ireland  which  was  possessed  by  Parnell 
and  by  many  or  most  of  our  colleagues,  and  I 
could  not  persuade  myself  that  I  was  the  man 
best  qualified  to  hold  such  a  place  at  such  a  time. 
At  that  moment,  however,  there  seemed  no  other 
man  ready  to  accept  the  position  whose  name 
would  not  have  been  likely  to  create  difference 
of  opinion,  and  union  of  opinion  and  action  was 
essential  to  our  work.  I  accepted,  therefore,  the 
position  given  to  me,  and  was  resolved  to  do  the 
best  I  could  for  our  common  cause,  but  there  was 
most  assuredly  no  feeling  of  gratified  ambition  in 
my  mind  as  I  entered  on  my  new  duties,  and  was 
setting  out  with  my  colleagues  for  the  party 
struggle  on  Irish  soil. 

Then  came  that  entirely  new  experience  to 
which  I  alluded  at  the  opening  of  this  chapter. 
We  were  to  make  our  first  great  demonstration 
in  the  city  of  Cork.  I  was  returning  to  my  birth- 
place under  strangely  altered  conditions.  I  had 
not  lived  in  Cork  since  my  early  manhood,  and 
although  I  had  in  recent  years  made  my  appear- 
ance there  on  political  platforms,  it  was  always 
as  the  representative  of  a  great  united   National 
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party    having    the    cordial    support    of    the    vast 
majority  of  the  Irish   people.     Now   I  was  about 
for  the  first  time  to  present  myself  as  leader  of 
one  division  of  that  party  in  open  antagonism  to 
the    other.       I    knew    well    that    Parnell    had   an 
immense   number   of  supporters    in    the    city   and 
county    of    Cork,    and    that    although    the    Irish 
Catholic  clergy  were  on   the  whole  entirely  with 
us,  that  even  their  great   influence  had  not  been 
strong  enough   to    prevent   a   large   proportion   of 
Irish  Nationalists  from  holding  determinedly  to  the 
leadership  of  Parnell.       Some  words   of  Parnell's 
own,    which    spoke    of   his   being   thrown    to    the 
English  wolves,  had  been  caught  up  and  repeated 
all  over  the  country,   and  they   put  his  position, 
as  he  would  himself  have  desired  to  put  it,  with 
the  most  telling  effect  on  the  loyalty  and  devotion 
of  his  followers.      There  could  be  no  doubt  that 
I  was  now  about  to  revisit  my  native  city  under 
conditions  which  must  make  me  a  most  unwelcome 
and  odious  visitor  to  thousands  of  those  from  whom 
during  my  political  life  up  to  that  time  I  had  had 
nothing  but  the  most  friendly  and  cordial  recep- 
tion.     I  have  always  cherished  a  feeling  towards 
my   native    city  which   highly  practical    observers 
might  regard  as  merely  sentimental,  and  my  heart 
sank  at  the  thought  of  having  to  become  an  object 
of  dislike  and  hostility  to  so  many  of  my  fellow- 
citizens.      Thoughts   such    as   these    occupied    my 
mind  a  good   deal   as   my  daughter   and    I   were 
making  our  way  from   Dublin   to  Cork.      Several 
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of  my  colleagues,  among  whom  were  Thomas 
Sexton  and  Arthur  O'Connor,  were  going  with 
me.  As  we  journeyed  on  southwards,  and  the 
evening  was  growing  late,  I  began  to  be  filled 
with  a  somewhat  ignoble  hope  that  we  might 
arrive  in  Cork  at  an  hour  after  many  of  its  popula- 
tion had  gone  to  their  homes,  and  that  our  coming 
might  not  previously  have  been  made  known  to 
the  inhabitants  in  general.  But  when  our  train 
stopped  for  a  short  time  at  Mallow  Station  my 
faint-hearted  hopes  received  a  sudden  and  com- 
plete discouragement,  although  it  came  from  a 
kindly  source.  On  the  platform  at  Mallow  were 
assembled  some  groups  of  residents,  all  of  them 
sympathisers  with  our  side  of  the  political  ques- 
tion, who  had  come  to  present  us  with  an  address 
of  welcome  and  encouragement.  This  was  a  cheer- 
ing event  in  itself,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that 
stouter  hearts  than  mine  would  have  been  uplifted 
by  it,  but  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  the  first  impres- 
sion it  made  on  my  mind  was  the  conviction  that 
as  we  were  expected  in  Mallow  we  must  assuredly 
be  expected  in  Cork,  where  a  very  different  sort 
of  demonstration  was  likely  to  greet  us.  We  all 
knew  very  well  that  we  had  an  immense  number 
of  sympathisers  in  Cork,  but  it  was  not  likely 
to  include  many  of  that  class  of  the  population 
who  would  indulge  in  noisy  and  hostile  demonstra- 
tions at  the  railway  terminus.  The  journey  from 
Mallow  to  Cork  is  not  long,  and  when  we  reached 
the  railway  station  of  the  southern  city  I  found  at 
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once  that  my  first  anticipations  were  on  the  verge 
of  realisation.  A  large  crowd  had  assembled  on 
the  platform,  and  from  outside  the  precincts  of 
the  station  itself  we  could  hear  the  tumultuous 
groanings  and  hootings  of  a  very  much  larger 
crowd  unmistakably  assembled  there  for  the  purpose 
of  giving  us  anything  but  a  friendly  welcome. 
On  the  platform  something  like  order  was  pre- 
served as  we  came  out  of  the  train,  and  a  large 
number  of  friends  and  sympathisers,  including 
several  Catholic  Priests,  came  forward  to  receive 
us  and  act  as  our  safe-conduct.  Some  stalwart 
Priests  were  my  escort  to  the  omnibus  which 
was  to  carry  me  to  the  hotel.  I  had  only  to 
step  from  the  station  into  the  omnibus,  but  even 
in  that  short  time  my  identity  made  itself  known 
to  the  crowd,  and  the  moment  I  got  into  the 
omnibus  a  shower  of  stones  crashed  against  the 
windows  and  reduced  some  of  them  to  shivers. 
One  of  the  Priests  who  got  in  with  me  was 
carrying  a  large  cloak  or  plaid,  and  he  earnestly 
recommended  me  to  wrap  this  round  my  head 
and  shoulders  for  protection,  reminding  me  that 
if  I  got  an  injury  it  might  make  me  unable 
to  do  any  work  during  the  Cork  campaign, 
and  also  might  bring  discredit  on  the  people  of 
Cork  who  did  not  deserve  to  be  identified  with 
the  doings  of  a  mere  rowdy  mob.  I  did  not  feel, 
however,  that  I  could  possibly  assent  to  this  kindly 
proposition.  I  could  not  reconcile  my  mind  to  the 
idea  of  the  new  leader  of  an  Irish  National  party 
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making  his  undignified  way  through  the  streets 
with  a  protecting  cloak  wrapped  over  his  head 
and  shoulders.  The  Spartan  borne  upon  his  shield 
might  well  be  regarded  as  a  picturesque  and 
heroic  spectacle,  but  the  Spartan  with  his  head 
muffled  in  a  cloak  would  be  but  a  sorry  and 
grotesque  sight.  Nor  did  it  seem  to  me  that  I 
could  endure  thus  to  enter  my  native  city  for 
the  first  time  since  my  election  to  leadership  dis- 
guised by  an  undignified  and  ludicrous  covering. 
So  with  the  resolve  of  one  who  assumes  heroic 
virtue  if  he  has  it  not,  I  firmly  declined  the  pro- 
posal to  screen  my  identity  and  protect  my  head. 
We  reached  our  hotel  in  safety,  although  we  were 
followed  for  a  great  part  of  the  way  by  a  shouting 
crowd  who  greeted  their  returning  fellow-citizen 
with  words  of  anything  but  welcome.  Wherever 
we  went  during  our  stay  we  were  liable  to 
encounter  as  we  walked  through  the  streets, 
demonstrations  among  the  moving  crowds  which 
made  it  plain  to  us  that  the  Parnellites  formed 
a  strong  body  in  Cork,  and  that  we  had  many 
frank  and  open-mouthed  political  opponents. 

We  held  a  big  public  meeting  in  Cork,  and  a 
number  of  Cork's  best  citizens  appeared  on  our 
platform  and  gave  us  all  their  support.  The  vast 
hall  in  which  we  held  our  meeting  was  crowded 
to  excess,  and  although  many  Parnellites  had 
secured  admission  there  was  no  serious  disturbance 
of  the  proceedings.  We  passed  our  resolutions, 
made   our  speeches,   and  explained  to  my   fellow- 
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citizens  our  purposes,  our  hopes,  and  our  justi- 
fication for  the  course  we  had  felt  bound  to  take. 
Everything  passed  off  quite  as  well  as  we  could 
have  expected.  Whenever  I  speak  of  this  meeting 
I  remember  an  amusing  thing  which  happened  at 
it.  A  well-known  Cork  man  was  making  a  speech, 
and  during  it  he  expressed  his  regret  for  having 
to  oppose  Parnell,  as  he  much  admired  him,  and 
had  known  him  for  many  years.  "I  knew  him," 
he  said,  "  since  he  was  in  petticoats."  "  Ah  ! " 
whispered  a  witty  colleague  of  mine  to  a  friend 
on  the  platform,  "it  would  have  been  well  if  he 
let  them  alone  after  that." 

As  I  have  said,  I  could  not  cross  a  street 
without  meeting  with  signs  of  disapproval  from 
the  crowds,  and  I  therefore  could  not  indulge 
myself  in  the  fond  belief  that  I  enjoyed  the  entire 
sympathy  of  my  fellow-citizens  and  that  my  re- 
ception was  one  of  unalloyed  welcome.  I  saw 
little  or  nothing  of  the  city,  and  had  not  an  oppor- 
tunity even  of  looking  at  those  loved  and  once 
familiar  spots  beside  the  river  which  were  so 
constantly  in  my  memory.  When  the  time  came 
for  leaving  the  city  to  carry  on  our  campaign 
in  other  places  our  departure  gave  me  a  new 
occasion  for  melancholy  reflection.  We  found  the 
Cork  railway  station  by  which  we  were  to  depart 
completely  guarded  outside  and  in  by  a  large 
body  of  constabulary  under  the  command  of  the 
Chief  Inspector.  The  platform  might  be  described 
as    practically    in    police    occupation.       The    Chief 
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Inspector  was  very  gracious  and  polite,  and  shook 
hands  with  us  as  we  got  into  our  carriage,  but 
he  called  our  attention  to  the  fact  that  he  felt 
bound  to  see  us  safely  in,  and  that  he  had  thought 
it  necessary  to  use  all  the  precautions  so  evident 
to  us  in  order  to  make  sure  that  no  breach  of 
the  peace  could  interfere  with  our  departure. 

There  is  a  charming  old  German  ballad  of  a 
young  man  leaving  his  native  town  and  going 
forth  to  seek  his  fortune  in  the  wide  world.  The 
departing  youth  tells  us  that  he  wanders  through 
the  streets  of  the  town  unheeded  by  anybody, 
and  that  none  gives  him  that  geleit  or  friendly 
escort  which  makes  so  encouraging  and  sympa- 
thetic a  farewell ;  that  nobody  tore  his  coat  while 
tenderly  trying  to  hold  him  back — and  indeed  he 
remarks  parenthetically  that  the  poor  old  garment 
would  have  been  much  the  worse  for  such  a  sign 
of  affection  ;  and  that  no  one  bit  his  cheek  in  the 
too  fervent  effort  to  give  him  a  last  loving  good- 
bye. The  lines  of  the  once  familiar  ballad  came 
into  my  mind  as  we  were  leaving  the  Cork  ter- 
minus that  day.  My  trouble  was  of  an  entirely 
different  nature  from  that  which  made  the  hero 
of  the  ballad  complain  against  fate.  I  had  a 
very  numerous  and  strong  escort  to  see  me  safely 
out  of  the  city.  I  was  not  allowed  to  saunter 
anywhere  unheeded  and  alone,  and  this  was  pre- 
cisely what  constituted  the  melancholy  of  that 
parting.  Yet  I  found  a  very  different  view  taken 
by  the  writer  of  a  leading  article  in  one  of  the 
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National  papers  entirely  devoted  to  Parnell.  The 
writer  of  this  article  was,  I  believe,  a  member  of 
the  Nationalist  party  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
and  a  great  friend  of  my  own  up  to  the  present 
time.  His  object  evidently  was  to  lay  as  much 
emphasis  as  possible  on  the  devotion  of  the  Cork 
crowds  to  the  Parnellite  side  of  the  controversy, 
and  yet  to  make  the  whole  event  as  soothing  to 
my  personal  feelings  as  possible.  He  began  by  ex- 
tolling my  exalted  qualities  of  head  and  heart 
and  so  forth,  then  described  in  eloquent  and  glow- 
ing words  the  admiration  which  every  Cork  citizen 
must  and  did  feel  for  me,  and  finally  pointed  his 
moral  by  asking  the  impartial  reader  to  consider 
how  profound  must  be  in  the  mind  of  Cork  the 
conviction  that  Parnell  was  right  when  even  Justin 
McCarthy  when  representing  the  opposite  side  could 
receive  but  a  cold  welcome  in  the  city  of  his  birth. 

The  article  might  have  made  me  feel  prouder 
than  I  felt  as  our  train  passed  out  of  the  Cork 
terminus  if  I  had  not  been  sure  that  I  could  recog- 
nise the  hand  of  the  writer,  and  knew  that  he 
sincerely  wanted  to  make  things  as  pleasant  for 
me  as  they  could  be  made  under  the  conditions. 
I  have  a  strong  impression  that  the  semi-military 
escort  given  to  me  came  in  great  measure  from 
the  desire  of  the  local  authorities  to  magnify  at 
once  their  own  office  and  the  danger  they  pro- 
fessed to  guard  against,  and  to  make  it  seem 
that  all  Irish  demonstrations  on  either  side  of 
the    National    cause   were    sure    if  not   carefully 
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guarded  to  lead  to  scenes  of  violence.  The  majority 
of  the  Cork  magistrates  were  either  staunch  Con- 
servatives or  ultra-loyal  Liberals,  and  were  glad 
of  an  opportunity  for  giving  further  proof  to  the 
authorities  of  Dublin  Castle  that  nothing  but  the 
whole  strength  of  the  police  force  could  keep  those 
Nationalists  from  murdering  one  another.  I  could 
not  help  feeling  a  sentimental  regret  that  my 
first  visit  to  my  native  city  in  the  capacity  of 
a  political  leader  should  have  been  a  decidedly 
unwelcome  event  to  so  many  of  my  fellow-citizens. 

Our  next  important  expedition  was  to  the 
city  of  Kilkenny,  in  the  representation  of  which 
a  vacancy  had  occurred,  and  was  to  be  filled  up 
by  the  election  of  a  new  member.  The  candidate 
of  the  party  to  which  I  belonged  was  my  dear 
old  friend  Sir  John  Pope  Hennessy,  who  had  for 
some  time  settled  down  to  the  life  of  a  private 
citizen,  after  having  held  appointments  as  Governor 
in  many  far-away  colonies  and  settlements.  Sir 
John  Hennessy,  who  had  been  a  member  of  the 
House  of  Commons  in  his  early  days,  had  obtained 
his  first  colonial  Governorship  through  the  influence 
of  Disraeli.  Now  that  he  had  settled  down  to 
unofficial  life  in  the  British  Islands  he  felt  his 
love  for  the  ways  of  Parliament  coming  up  again, 
and  was  anxious  to  obtain  a  seat  in  the  House 
of  Commons.  He  had  always  been  a  sincere 
Nationalist  even  while  he  held  his  Government 
appointments,  and  before  the  split  took  place  in 
the  Irish    National   party  it  had   been   understood 
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that  Parnell  was  to  adopt  him  as  a  candidate  at 
the  first  opportunity.  When  the  action  in  the 
divorce  court  became  a  scandal,  and  was  followed 
by  Parnell's  manifesto,  Sir  John  did  not  see  his 
way  to  accept  Parnell  as  leader,  and  with  his 
devotion  to  the  authority  of  the  Catholic  Church, 
he  could  not  bring  himself  to  go  against  the 
declarations  of  the  leading  Catholic  Bishops  and 
Priests  in  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  as  to  the 
moral  effect  of  the  divorce  suit  on  Parnell's  claims 
to  leadership.  The  majority  of  the  National  party 
at  once  adopted  him  as  their  candidate  for  Kil- 
kenny, and  several  Nationalist  members,  among 
whom  were  Thomas  Sexton,  T.  M.  Healy,  and  my- 
self, joined  him  at  Kilkenny.  We  had  a  stirring 
time  of  it  there.  I  was  particularly  amused  and 
delighted  by  the  imperturbable  courage  and  com- 
posure which  Hennessy  showed  during  the  whole 
of  the  struggle.  The  streets  of  the  city  and  the 
outlying  roads  were  crowded  every  day  by  the 
supporters  of  either  side,  and  there  were  occasional 
tumults  which  called  for  police  intervention,  al- 
though no  really  serious  and  dangerous  disturbance 
occurred. 

Despite  all  my  years  of  experience  in  political 
conflict,  I  have  ever  had  a  nervous  dislike  to  the 
pressure  and  the  rush  of  crowds.  Even  when 
they  were  altogether  friendly  and  applauding 
crowds,  such  as  used  to  welcome  me  when  I 
arrived  at  the  railway  station  in  Longford  —  my 
constituency    for    many   years  —  I    always    felt    a 


356  THE    STORY    OF    AN    IRISHMAN 

sense  of  relief  when  the  welcoming  reception  was 
over  and  I  was  quietly  settled  in  my  hotel.  But 
in  Kilkenny  the  condition  of  things  was  wholly 
different.  There  we  had  the  elements  of  conflict, 
and  our  cheering  crowds  were  met  by  hissing 
and  hooting  crowds,  through  which  we  had  to 
walk  or  drive  in  the  best  way  we  could.  Sir 
John  Hennessy  seemed  to  take  the  whole  experi- 
ence as  if  it  were  part  of  some  delightful  entertain- 
ment. He  and  I  often  drove  through  and  around 
the  city  in  the  dear  old  jaunting-car,  which  affords 
about  as  little  protection  to  its  occupants  as  the 
fearlessness  of  man  could  desire.  Hennessy  was 
always  bland,  smiling,  and  serene.  When  we  were 
hooted  and  denounced  by  passing  groups,  he  raised 
his  hat  and  bowed  gracefully  as  if  we  were  re- 
ceiving genial  compliments.  He  would  not  listen 
to  the  idea  of  making  the  slightest  circuit  to 
escape  the  chance  of  meeting  a  hostile  crowd, 
and  he  occasionally  made  some  good  -  humoured 
and  amusing  rejoinder  to  a  loud  -  voiced  comment 
on  our  political  conduct.  I  suppose  he  had  been 
through  too  many  serious  dangers  during  his 
periods  of  administration  in  disturbed  regions  to 
take  any  serious  view  of  the  perils  of  electioneer- 
ing in  Ireland,  and  from  his  very  boyhood  he  had 
always  shown  an  indomitable  self-possession  and 
courage.  Hennessy's  unvarying  good  spirits  and 
rapidness  of  talk  were  in  no  sense  stimulated 
even  during  this  election  campaign  by  the  arti- 
ficial   aids    which    not    uncommonly  help    to    keep 
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up  the  courage  of  men  engaged  in  such  battles. 
Although  he  was  not  in  his  maturer  years  a  total 
abstainer,  he  was  one  of  the  most  abstemious  men 
I  have  ever  met  in  social  life.  When  he  was  a 
guest  at  a  dinner  -  party,  he  allowed  his  glass  of 
wine  to  be  filled  so  that  he  might  conform  with 
the  ways  of  social  life,  but  he  hardly  ever  did 
more  than  put  his  lips  to  the  wine,  and  for  the 
rest  of  the  meal  left  it  untasted.  In  this  peculi- 
arity he  reminded  me  of  John  Bright,  and  also 
indeed  of  Charles  Stewart  Parnell.  Hennessy  was 
fond  of  milk  and  cream  and  the  like  nutritious 
draughts,  and  it  was  a  curious  sight  to  see  him 
when  we  returned  to  our  Kilkenny  hotel  late  at 
night,  and  some  friends  came  in  with  us  for 
a  morsel  of  supper,  revelling  in  the  luxury  of  a 
bowl  of  whey  as  his  share  in  the  festivity.  He 
had  a  marvellous  gift  of  humorous  and  brilliant 
talk,  and  was  one  of  the  most  inexhaustible  and 
at  the  same  time  delightful  talkers  it  has  ever 
been  my  good  fortune  to  know. 

I  was  not  able  to  see  the  contest  to  its  end, 
for  the  conferences  going  on  in  Boulogne  made  it 
necessary  that  some  of  us  should  go  over  there, 
and  my  colleagues  and  other  friends  in  Kilkenny 
thought  that  I  ought  to  be  one  of  the  ambassadors. 
I  would  much  rather  have  remained  for  the  result 
of  the  Kilkenny  election,  but  we  had  good  reason 
to  believe  that  the  triumph  of  our  candidate  was 
certain,  and  therefore,  in  company  with  two  or 
three  of  my  colleagues,  I  left  the  scene  of  electoral 
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struggle  and  started  for  Boulogne.  It  was,  in 
fact,  in  the  shop  of  an  English  bookseller  and 
newsagent  in  Boulogne  that  I  first  heard  the 
news  of  Sir  John  Hennessy's  election  as  member 
for  Kilkenny.  Thus  my  old  friend  from  early 
boyish  days  was  now  to  enter  the  House  of 
Commons  again,  and  to  join  the  National  party 
under  my  leadership.  We  had  been  separated 
for  half  a  lifetime  while  I  was  working  at  litera- 
ture and  journalism  with  politics  combined,  and 
he  was  representing  the  British  Empire  in  many 
foreign  regions,  from  West  Africa  to  China.  I 
thought  of  our  old  days  in  the  Cork  Temperance 
Institute  and  the  Cork  Historical  Society  when 
I  heard  the  news  which  told  me  that  we  were 
now  to  be  companions  as  fellow-members  of  the 
great  debating  society  in  Westminster  Palace.  I 
little  knew  at  that  moment  how  soon  our  new 
companionship  was  destined  to  end.  John  Pope 
Hennessy  was  my  junior  by  some  years,  and 
seemed  in  the  possession  of  vigorous  vitality.  I 
could  not  have  foreseen  how  short  a  time  he 
was  to  serve  under  my  parliamentary  leadership, 
and  how  soon  I  should  have  to  enrol  him  in  my 
memory  among  the  friends  whom  I  had  loved 
and  lost. 

Meanwhile  my  personal  relations  with  Parnell 
continued  to  be  on  a  friendly  footing.  When  the 
Parliamentary  Session  opened  we  met  often  for 
the  purpose  of  arranging  business  matters  which 
had    been    left    unsettled   since    the    split    in    the 
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party  took  place,  and  Parnell  always  received 
me  with  his  old  -  time  cordiality.  On  one  occa- 
sion we  went  together  to  a  banking  -  house  in 
the  city  to  make  new  arrangements  about  the 
appropriation  of  some  funds  which  had  been  de- 
posited there  in  his  name  in  the  days  when  he 
was  leader  of  the  united  party.  I  only  mention 
this  incident  because  of  the  astonishment  created 
in  Palace  Yard  when  Parnell  and  I  drove  up  in 
the  same  hansom  to  the  members'  entrance  of 
the  House  of  Commons.  It  was  the  talk  of  the 
lobby  for  hours  after  that  we  two,  who  were 
now  regarded  as  deadly  enemies,  should  have 
come  to  the  House  together  in  this  way  as  if 
we  had  never  been  separated  by  disunion  of  any 
kind.  I  had  heard  from  many  friends  that  Par- 
nell was  doing  serious  injury  to  his  health  by 
rushing  from  place  to  place  in  Ireland  during  a 
dreary  winter,  and  furthermore  taxing  his  strength 
by  the  incessant  making  of  speeches  to  great 
open-air  meetings.  I  remonstrated  with  him,  and 
urged  him  not  to  overtax  his  strength.  I  pointed 
out  to  him  that  wherever  an  election  contest  was 
likely  to  take  place  between  the  two  divisions  of 
the  party,  the  minds  of  the  electors  were  already 
so  well  made  up,  and  the  issue  in  dispute  so  clearly 
defined,  that  no  degree  of  energy  and  no  amount 
of  speech-making  on  his  part  could  seriously  affect 
the  result.  I  earnestly  advised  him  to  let  some 
of  his  colleagues  do  most  of  the  electioneering 
work,  and  to  spare    his   own   strength    as   far   as 
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he  possibly  could.  I  told  him  he  might  take  it 
for  granted  that  everybody  on  his  own  side  and 
on  ours  would  fully  understand  his  reason  for 
not  rushing  over  the  country  so  much  or  making 
quite  so  many  speeches  ;  that  he  had  under  his 
own  leadership  many  men  of  far  greater  consti- 
tutional strength  and  endowed  with  eloquence 
which  never  failed  to  tell  upon  a  crowd. 

Parnell  listened  to  all  my  remonstrances  and 
counsels  quietly,  and  thanked  me  for  them,  but 
he  assured  me  that  the  incessant  movement  was 
at  the  present  crisis  likely  to  do  him  more  good 
than  harm,  as  it  kept  him  from  brooding  too  much 
over  the  troubles  that  had  come  upon  the  country 
and  upon  him.  In  the  occasional  talks  which  we 
had  after  the  break-up  of  the  party  no  allusion 
was  ever  made  to  the  subject  of  the  divorce  court, 
but  in  every  other  way  we  interchanged  ideas  very 
much  as  we  might  have  done  if  we  still  had  been 
members  of  the  same  party.  At  the  time  when 
I  offered  him  my  advice,  and  when  he  gave  me 
his  answer,  I  began  to  think  that  there  might  be 
sound  reason  in  his  reply.  Perhaps  any  exercise 
of  physical  energy,  even  though  it  included  some 
severe  overtaxing  of  his  strength  and  nerves,  was 
better  for  him  than  a  constant  melancholy  brooding 
over  the  sudden  change  in  his  political  fortunes 
and  the  break-up  of  the  party  once  devoted  to 
his  leadership.  But  as  time  went  on  I  became 
more  and  more  convinced  that  Parnell  was  actually 
wearing  out  his  life  in  a  futile  struggle.     I  still 
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remained  on  terms  of  friendship  with  some  of  his 
followers  who  had  been  close  friends  of  mine  in 
the  days  when  we  were  all  members  of  the  same 
party,  and  I  came  to  know  that  they  were  filled 
with  the  dread,  even  the  conviction,  that  Parnell 
was  exhausting  himself  by  incessant  work,  and 
was  hurrying  himself  on  to  a  fatal  break-down. 
No  advice,  they  told  me,  no  remonstrance,  no 
pleading,  could  prevail  on  him  to  husband  his 
physical  resources,  and  to  save  himself  for  the 
great  career  which  they  believed  was  still  before 
him. 

The  bye-elections  meantime  were  telling  heavily 
against  him,  and  it  was  easy  to  foresee  that  when 
the  General  Election,  not  now  far  distant,  should 
test  the  feeling  of  Ireland,  the  Irish  Nationalist 
members  under  the  leadership  of  Parnell  must  be 
reduced  to  an  insignificant  number.  Even  before 
this  there  were  members  of  Parnell's  party  who 
had  made  up  their  minds  not  to  seek  re-election 
to  the  House  of  Commons.  Some  of  these  men 
had  thus  far  followed  Parnell  through  thick  and 
thin  because  of  their  political  and  personal  devotion 
to  him,  rather  than  because  they  thoroughly  ad- 
mitted that  the  course  he  had  taken  was,  under 
the  conditions,  the  right  course.  They  would  not 
desert  him  at  what  seemed  to  be  the  darkest  hour 
of  his  fortune,  but  they  were  not  prepared  to 
return  to  the  House  of  Commons  as  members  of 
one  fraction  of  the  National  party  in  perpetual 
antagonism  to  the  other  and  much  greater  fraction. 
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If  Parnell  had  only  been  prevailed  upon  to  keep 
out  of  public  life  for  a  time,  even  although  he  had 
still  remained  the  nominal  leader  of  the  Irish 
party,  it  is  my  firm  belief  that  there  would  have 
been  no  division  in  the  National  ranks  or  in  the 
country,  and  that  the  progress  of  Ireland's  great 
cause  would  have  met  with  no  interruption. 
Under  such  conditions  an  interval  of  rest  might 
have  enabled  Parnell  to  keep  his  strength  and 
health,  to  return  to  public  life  after  his  marriage, 
to  succeed  in  carrying  that  cause  he  had  done 
so  much  to  advance,  and  to  rejoice  over  its  triumph. 
It  was  not  ordained  that  events  should  take  so 
happy  a  course  for  him  and  for  us.  Parnell 
followed  his  own  idea,  "  walked  his  own  wild  road 
whither  that  led  him,"  and  it  led  him  to  his  death. 
I  saw  him  for  the  last  time  scarcely  three  weeks 
before  his  death.  He  called  on  me  rather  late 
one  night  at  my  house  in  Cheyne  Gardens,  Chelsea, 
and  we  had  a  long  talk  over  political  events  and 
prospects  and  on  many  other  subjects,  and  we 
talked  as  friends  for  all  that  had  come  and  gone. 
He  died  at  Brighton  on  the  6th  of  October  1891, 
less  than  six  months  after  his  marriage  with  the 
woman  whom  he  loved.  By  a  strange  and  melan- 
choly coincidence  I  read  of  his  death  on  the  very 
same  day  which  brought  me  the  news  that  Sir 
John  Pope  Hennessy  was  dead.  I  have  always 
regarded  Parnell  as  one  of  the  greatest  statesmen 
of  his  time.  When  we  consider  the  poverty  of 
the  resources  on  which  he  had  to  rely,  when  we 
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remember  that  he  had  no  Imperial  funds  to  support 
him,  no  organised  administration  at  his  back,  that 
established  authority  in  Westminster  and  in  Dublin 
Castle  was  almost  ever  against  him,  I  think  we  are 
entitled  to  claim  for  him  the  position  of  a  really 
great  statesman.  One  work  of  unspeakable  value 
which  he  accomplished  was  that  he  taught  the 
Irish  people  not  to  waste  their  strength,  their 
hopes,  and  their  lives  in  futile  attempts  to  main- 
tain an  insurrectionary  struggle  against  the  over- 
whelming force  of  England,  and  showed  them 
how  the  English  Constitution  itself  supplied  them 
with  the  best  machinery  under  the  guidance  of 
such  a  man  as  he  for  accomplishing  the  triumph 
of  their  National  cause.  No  Irish  party  in  the 
House  of  Commons  ever  had  anything  like  the 
strength  and  the  efficiency  which  the  Irish  party 
under  Parnell's  leadership  enjoyed  for  so  many 
years ;  enjoys  once  again  now  that  it  is  again 
united,  and  might  never  have  enjoyed  if  Parnell 
had  not  come  up  to  show  how  the  work  was  to 
be  done.  His  name  will  be  remembered  for  ever 
in  the  history  of  Ireland.  I  cannot  but  feel  proud 
of  having  served  long  under  the  leadership  of  such 
a  man,  having  known  him  well  as  a  friend,  and 
having  been  in  friendship  with  him  at  the  last. 


CHAPTER  XXI 

MY    LAST    MEETING   WITH    GLADSTONE 

The  General  Election  came  on  in  1892,  and  the 
party  I  had  then  the  honour  of  leading  came 
into  the  House  of  Commons  with  seventy-two 
members,  while  only  nine  Parnellites  were  re- 
turned by  the  Irish  constituencies.  I  have  many 
melancholy  recollections  associated  with  that  time. 
We,  the  majority  of  the  Irish  Nationalists,  had 
won  our  success,  and  had  proved  that  we  possessed 
the  confidence  of  the  great  majority  of  the  Irish 
people,  but  none  of  us  were  at  that  time  quite 
in  the  mood  for  exulting  over  our  victory.  It 
was  always  a  pain  to  look  upon  that  small  group 
of  Irish  Nationalist  members  who  had  so  lately  been 
our  colleagues  and  comrades  and  were  now  sitting 
apart  from  us,  and  compelled  by  the  necessity  of 
their  position  to  take  no  share  in  our  consultations 
and  our  movements.  We  could  not  but  know 
that  some  of  these  men  must  have  felt  bitterly 
towards  us,  and  we  could  not  but  recognise  that 
there  was  much  of  generous  self-sacrifice  in  the 
devotion  with  which  they  had  followed  their  old 
leader  to  the  last. 

I  may  say  with  sincerity  that  I  had  accepted 
the  leadership  of  the  great  majority  of  the  Irish 
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Nationalists  because  I  thought  that  under  all 
the  conditions  there  was  nothing  better  to  be 
done  for  the  interests  of  the  party  and  the  cause. 
I  was  not  convinced  that  I  was  the  right  man  in 
the  right  place,  but  I  believed  that  my  acceptance 
of  the  leadership  would  be  less  likely  to  arouse 
criticism  or  disparagement  than  if  one  of  the 
younger  members  had  been  chosen  as  the  suc- 
cessor to  Parnell.  No  one  of  us  considered 
himself  the  equal  of  Parnell,  but  it  seemed  that 
there  would  be  less  likelihood  of  disparaging 
contrast  or  of  discontent  if  the  Vice-chairman  of 
the  once  united  party,  who  happened  also  to  be 
one  of  its  oldest  members,  should  be  placed  in 
the  position  of  leadership.  There  were  many  men 
in  the  party  of  great  ability,  practical  understand- 
ing of  Irish  affairs,  and  brilliant  eloquence,  men 
like  Thomas  Sexton,  John  Dillon,  William  O'Brien, 
and  T.  P.  O'Connor,  who  had  higher  qualifications 
for  the  position  of  leader  than  I.  But,  on  the 
other  hand,  these  were  men  of  about  the  same 
age,  and  there  might  have  been  something  in- 
vidious in  selecting  one  of  these,  none  of  whom 
stood  in  official  succession,  and  setting  him  above 
others  of  his  colleagues  endowed  with  equal 
political  qualifications  and  about  equal  in  years. 
I  accepted  the  position  offered  to  me  as  the 
best  way  of  extricating  the  party  from  a  tem- 
porary difficulty,  but  I  had  made  up  my  mind 
from  the  beginning  not  long  to  retain  the  leader- 
ship after  the  party  should  settle  down  and  there 
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should  seem  to  be  good  hopes  of  a  complete  reunion 
and  reconstruction. 

Many  personal  reasons  helped  me  to  this 
resolve.  I  saw  that  it  would  not  be  possible 
for  me  to  give  up  the  whole  of  my  time  to 
politics,  as  the  leader  of  the  party  would  cer- 
tainly have  to  do,  during  the  sittings  of  Parlia- 
ment, without  sacrifice  to  my  literary  work.  It 
had  become  all  the  more  necessary  for  me  to  keep 
to  my  work  as  much  as  possible,  because  a  recent 
event  had  made  a  serious  inroad  on  my  means  of 
living.  An  exhibition  of  Irish  industrial  products 
had  been  started  not  long  before  with  the  object 
of  drawing  the  attention  of  the  British  public  and 
the  world  in  general  to  the  excellent  work  which 
Irish  brains  and  Irish  hands  could  accomplish,  and 
thus  opening  to  Ireland  an  ever-expanding  market 
for  what  she  had  to  sell.  The  project  was  organised 
to  a  great  extent  by  benevolent  Englishmen,  among 
whom  were  a  large  number  of  peers  and  others  of 
great  influence,  and  the  exhibition  was  to  be  held 
on  the  grounds  of  Olympia  at  West  Kensington. 
An  executive  committee  was  formed,  including 
many  eminent  nobles,  and  it  was  thought  desir- 
able that  there  should  be  at  least  one  member 
of  the  Irish  Parliamentary  party  on  it.  The 
position  was  offered  to  Parnell,  but  he  was 
unwilling  to  take  it  for  reasons  which  seemed 
to  me  valid  and  clear.  He  knew  that  his  name 
was  just  then  odious  to  a  large  number  of  English- 
men, and  he  feared   that  if  he  were   to  occupy  a 
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prominent  position  on  the  executive  the  fact  might 
have  a  disparaging  effect  on  the  success  of  the 
exhibition.  His  great  desire  was  that  the  exhibi- 
tion should  be  a  complete  success,  and  he  believed 
that  it  would  be  better  for  that  end  if  I,  who  had 
lived  so  long  in  England,  and  who  was  known 
more  to  the  general  English  public  as  an  author 
than  as  a  politician,  were  to  take  the  place,  while 
the  fact  that  the  Vice-chairman  of  the  party  was 
a  member  of  the  executive  would  be  enough  to 
satisfy  Irishmen  that  the  national  sentiments  of 
Ireland  were  not  disregarded  by  the  organisers 
of  the  enterprise.  I  readily  acceded  to  his  wish 
and  became  a  member  of  the  executive  committee. 
The  list  contained  the  names  of  several  dukes, 
marquises,  earls,  and  others,  but  when  it  came 
to  be  a  matter  of  business  and  work  we  soon 
found  that  the  executive  committee  was  repre- 
sented at  nearly  all  its  meetings  by  a  very  small 
number  of  its  members.  There  were,  in  fact, 
only  four  of  us  who  were  regular  in  attendance, 
and  these  were  the  late  Earl  of  Leitrim,  Lord 
Arthur  Hill,  who  had  been  one  of  the  Govern- 
ment Whips  in  many  Conservative  administrations, 
Mr.  Herbert  Gladstone,  and  myself.  The  exhibi- 
tion was  a  distinct  success  so  far  as  the  nature 
and  display  of  products  was  concerned,  and  in 
obtaining  an  increase  of  purchasers  for  Irish 
manufactures  and  giving  a  fresh  stimulus  to 
Irish  industries.  But  in  the  money  sense,  that 
is   in  the    working     of    the     exhibition    itself,    it 
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turned  out  to  be  a  failure.  I  am  not  enough  of 
a  business  man  to  give  a  clear  explanation  of 
the  cause  of  this  failure,  but  I  believe  that  the 
practical  or  mechanical  arrangements  for  the 
enterprise  were  put  into  the  hands  of  another 
company  which  had  managed  similar  enterprises, 
and  that  this  company  itself  came  into  difficulties 
owing  to  causes  with  which  the  Irish  exhibition 
had  nothing  to  do.  So  far  as  I  remember,  our 
exhibition  would  have  been  a  success  if  its  organ- 
isers had  worked  it  for  themselves,  but  by  putting 
it  into  the  hands  of  a  separate  company  it  became 
involved  in  the  embarrassments  of  that  company, 
and  had  to  bear  its  share  of  the  loss. 

The  one  fact  about  which  I  am  quite  clear  is, 
that  the  executive  committee  of  our  exhibition 
was  made  responsible  for  a  large  amount  of  money. 
But  "  Old  Father  Antic,  the  law,"  intervened  with 
curious  effect  when  the  whole  question  came  to  be 
considered  in  a  court  of  justice.  The  majority  of 
the  judges  before  whom  the  subject  came  up  for 
consideration  decided  that  only  those  members  of 
the  executive  committee  who  habitually  attended 
its  meetings  were  liable  for  the  amount  of  debt, 
and  that  the  dukes  and  marquises,  earls  and 
others,  who  allowed  their  names  to  be  put  on 
the  list  of  the  committee,  but  who  never  attended 
its  meetings,  were  free  from  all  pecuniary  responsi- 
bility. Perhaps  I  was  too  deeply  interested  in 
the  effect  of  the  decision  to  be  considered  an 
impartial  critic  as  to  the  principle  laid  down,  but 
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it  certainly  seemed  to  me  that  the  creditors  of 
the  executive  committee  must  have  advanced  their 
money  much  more  in  reliance  on  the  substantial 
pecuniary  position  of  the  dukes  and  marquises 
than  on  that  of  my  colleagues  and  myself  whom 
the  decree  of  the  Court  saddled  with  the  whole 
responsibility.  One  of  the  learned  judges,  Mr. 
Justice  Mathew,  differed  from  the  others,  and 
maintained  that  the  men  who  allowed  themselves 
to  be  proclaimed  publicly  as  members  of  the 
executive  committee  and  did  not  attend  its 
meetings  were  just  as  liable  for  its  failure  as 
those  who  attended  and  did  the  best  they  could 
to  make  it  a  success.  The  result  of  the  law 
proceedings  was  that  those  of  us  against  whom 
the  judgment  was  given  were  made  liable  for  a 
very  large  sum  of  money.  So  far  as  I  was  con- 
cerned I  might  as  well  have  been  called  upon 
to  pay  off  a  fourth  part  of  England's  National 
Debt.  Many  members  of  both  Houses  of  Parlia- 
ment contributed  by  private  subscription  some 
thousands  of  pounds  to  help  us  who  were  members 
of  the  one  House  or  the  other  out  of  our  difficulties, 
but  even  this  generosity  left  a  large  sum  still  to 
be  made  up  among  ourselves.  The  whole  event 
was  a  crisis  in  my  fortunes.  I  had  for  many 
years  been  giving  myself  up  very  much  to  Parlia- 
ment, and  my  literary  work  had  suffered  in  quality, 
I  am  afraid,  as  well  as  in  quantity  by  my  attention 
to  the  business  of  the  House  of  Commons.     While 

the  case  before  the  courts  was  in  preparation  and 
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actually  going  on  I  had  to  pay  my  share  of  what 
I  may  call  the  current  legal  expenses,  and  this 
was  in  itself  a  heavy  trial  to  my  modest  revenue. 
My  publishers,  Messrs.  Chatto  &  Windus,  came 
to  my  aid  with  that  friendly  promptitude  and 
practical  sympathy  for  which  I  have  more  than 
once  had  reason  to  be  grateful  to  them.  They 
bought  up  some  of  my  copyrights  on  good  terms, 
and  with  the  condition,  suggested  by  themselves, 
that  I  should  be  enabled  to  resume  the  copyright 
at  any  time  on  the  repayment  of  the  sum  they 
had  given.  When  I  had  made  the  best  arrange- 
ments I  could  to  meet  the  claims  imposed  upon 
me  by  the  failure  of  the  exhibition,  I  found  that 
I  was  still  a  debtor  for  more  than  seven  thousand 
pounds  to  the  fund  which  was  necessary  for  winding 
up  the  enterprise.  Those  of  my  colleagues  on  the 
executive  committee  on  whom  the  responsibility 
for  the  settlement  had  fallen  acted  towards  me 
with  the  utmost  consideration  and  friendliness. 
Some  arrangements  were  made  which  were  con- 
ducted for  me  by  my  friend  Mr.  Fletcher  Moulton, 
the  eminent  advocate  and  member  of  Parlia- 
ment, by  which  I  was  allowed  an  undefined 
extension  of  time  to  pay  up  my  part  of  the 
contribution,  and  in  point  of  fact  my  liability 
was  converted  into  a  personal  debt  towards  those 
of  my  colleagues  who  had  made  themselves  respon- 
sible for  the  amount  of  the  claims  on  me.  I  do 
not  desire  to  go  at  any  greater  length  into  this 
part  of  my  personal  history,  and  I  have  detailed 
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it  at  such  length  chiefly  with  the  object  of 
expressing  my  grateful  sense  of  the  consideration 
and  kindness  shown  to  me  by  so  many  of  my 
friends. 

The  losses  entailed  on  me  by  my  connection 
with  the  Irish  exhibition  made  it  clear  that  I 
could  not  devote  as  much  time  in  the  future  to 
the  work  of  the  Irish  Nationalist  party  as  I  had 
done  in  the  past,  and  that  the  leadership  must 
be  transferred  at  the  earliest  possible  opportunity 
to  some  one  who  was  not  compelled  to  work  for 
his  living  at  the  same  time.  It  seemed  to  me 
that  there  was  one  man  who  had  all  the  qualities 
necessary  for  leadership,  whose  name  carried  here- 
ditary influence  with  it  among  all  Irishmen  at 
home  and  abroad,  whose  personal  character  and 
capacity  had  won  the  enthusiastic  admiration  of 
all  Irish  Nationalists,  and  had  won  the  respect 
and  confidence  of  his  extreme  political  opponents, 
a  man  who  could  devote,  who  had  always  de- 
voted, his  whole  time  to  the  service  of  his 
country.  My  friend  John  Dillon  was  the  man 
whom  I  looked  upon  as  the  one  most  likely  to 
be  welcomed  by  the  Nationalist  majority  and  by 
the  great  majority  of  the  Irish  people  as  the 
leader  of  the  new  Irish  Parliamentary  party. 
Therefore  when  the  right  opportunity  came  I  re- 
signed my  position  as  leader  of  the  party,  and 
proposed  that  John  Dillon  should  be  elected  to 
the  vacant  place.  He  was  elected  accordingly 
by   the    unanimous  vote   of    the    party,  and  as  it 
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is  the  custom  of  the  party  to  renew  the  leader- 
ship in  each  succeeding  year,  I  had  the  honour 
more  than  once  to  propose  with  success,  and  to 
carry  without  opposition,  Mr.  Dillon's  re-election 
to  the  place  of  leader.  How  well  he  served  his 
country  during  his  leadership  is  known  to  his 
countrymen,  and  will  be  an  important  part  in  his 
country's  history. 

I  had  no  intention  of  resigning  my  seat  in 
the  House  of  Commons  when  I  withdrew  from 
the  leadership  of  my  party,  and  it  had  not  come 
into  my  mind  at  the  time  that  I  could  ever 
think  of  retiring  from  parliamentary  life  so  long 
as  I  had  physical  strength  for  the  duties  of  a 
member,  and  so  long  as  I  could  by  vote  and  voice 
help  in  any  way  towards  the  success  of  Ireland's 
National  claims.  I  continued  for  some  Sessions 
a  regular  attendant  at  the  sittings  of  the  House 
of  Commons,  but  as  I  had  no  longer  the  respon- 
sibility and  incessant  work  of  the  party  leader, 
I  was  able  to  get  on  steadily  with  my  literary 
productions.  I  also  made  a  little  money  now 
and  then  by  delivering  lectures  in  various  cities 
and  towns  in  England.  I  found  that  there  was 
much  to  interest  me  in  this  kind  of  work  and  in 
the  new  scenes  I  looked  upon  and  new  acquaint- 
ances I  made.  I  was  fortunate  not  merely  in 
making  acquaintances,  but  friends  with  whom  I 
have  remained  on  terms  of  friendship  whatever 
the  distance  between  their  homes  and  mine  may 
be. 
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I  received  about  this  time  a  pressing  and  a 
very  tempting  offer  to  deliver  a  course  of  lectures 
in  Australia,  and  I  believe  that  if  I  could  have 
accepted  the  offer,  and  could  have  made  the 
lectures  worthy  of  the  attention  and  interest  of 
the  audiences,  I  might  have  realised  a  very  sub- 
stantial result  from  the  enterprise,  a  result  which 
would  have  been  especially  satisfactory  to  me  just 
them  But  at  the  time  when  the  offer  was  made 
to  me  it  was  not  in  my  power  to  enter  on  so 
long  an  engagement  at  such  a  distance,  and  thus 
I  missed  my  opportunity  of  seeing  and  studying 
that  new  world  of  Australasia  which  it  had  long 
been  one  of  my  dreams  to  visit.  I  might,  of 
course,  have  put  myself  in  the  way  of  inviting 
a  renewal  of  the  offer,  and  for  some  time  I  was 
quite  resolved  on  doing  so.  But,  as  I  shall  have 
to  tell  my  readers  presently,  the  fates  were  against 
me,  and  I  was  allowed  no  chance  of  addressing 
an  Australian  audience  and  studying  the  life  of 
the  great  rising  colonies  now  grouped  in  the 
Australian  Dominion. 

I  still  enjoyed  my  life  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
although  the  division  which  had  maimed  the 
strength  of  the  Irish  party  was  a  source  of  con- 
stant pain  to  all  of  us,  and  to  make  it  worse  there 
was  a  discontented  section  in  that  majority  of 
the  party  which  I  had  lately  been  leading.  We 
had  amongst  us  a  group  of  men,  just  as  sincere 
Nationalists  as  we,  who  looked  upon  everything 
done   by  the   majority  with    an    intensely  critical 
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eye.  Among  this  small  group  of  our  members 
this  disposition  rather  increased  than  diminished 
when  John  Dillon  became  leader  of  the  party, 
and  probably  for  the  reason  I  have  already  given. 
Dillon  had  come  into  parliamentary  life  at  the 
same  time  with  most  of  these  men ;  he  belonged  in 
years  to  the  younger  order  of  members,  and  men 
of  his  own  age  were  less  ready  to  submit  to  his 
control  than  they  might  have  been  to  that  of 
one  who  belonged  to  an  elder  generation.  Then 
there  were  in  our  party  some  two  or  three  men 
who  were  not  naturally  disposed  to  submit  to 
leadership  of  any  kind. 

It  is  only  right  to  point  out  that  these  in- 
ternal divisions  among  the  members  of  the  Irish 
party  were  merely  such  as  anybody  might  see 
for  himself  in  the  history  of  any  parliamentary 
party  if  he  had  an  opportunity  of  studying 
it  closely.  We  all  know  that  even  among  the 
members  of  a  British  Cabinet,  which  nevertheless 
holds  together  for  years,  there  are  frequent  dif- 
ferences of  opinion  as  to  this  or  that  stroke  of 
policy ;  that  there  are  men  who  do  not  believe, 
and  do  not  always  profess  to  believe,  that  the 
Prime  Minister  is  fitted  for  the  position  he  holds ; 
that  there  are  members  of  the  Cabinet  who  are 
jealous  and  distrustful  of  others ;  that  in  the 
administration  just  outside  the  Cabinet  there  are 
men  who  believe  they  themselves  ought  to 
be  inside  while  others  ought  to  be  outside.  We 
do  not  need  to  study  the  "  Greville  Memoirs"  or 
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the  "  Creevy  Papers"  in  order  to  know  that  men 
occasionally  hold  seats  in  the  same  Administration 
or  the  same  Cabinet  who  have  a  strong  personal 
dislike  for  each  other,  and  are  not  always  able 
to  keep  their  feelings  under  control.  In  the  party 
of  Irish  Nationalists  which  I  had  at  one  time 
the  honour  of  leading  there  were  men  who  did 
not  always  agree  with  the  policy  adopted  by  the 
majority,  and  who  occasionally  gave  to  their  ex- 
pressions of  antagonism  something  of  a  personal 
character. 

During  the  famous  sittings  in  Committee  Room 
No.  15,  while  Parnell  was  endeavouring  to  carry 
his  policy  by  a  rush,  a  strong  opposition  was 
set  up  against  this  mode  of  action  by  some  of 
those  who  believed,  as  I  did,  that  the  retirement 
of  our  leader  from  active  politics  was  essential 
for  the  time.  When  the  debate  was  becoming 
persistent  Parnell  suddenly  rose  to  his  feet,  and 
with  a  glance  of  scorn  at  his  opponents,  and  a 
tone  of  humour  in  his  voice,  declared  that  Irish 
Nationalists  ought  to  reserve  for  the  House  of 
Commons,  and  not  display  in  their  own  private 
meetings,  the  policy  of  obstruction  which  some  of 
those  present  were  then  trying  to  carry  out.  Even 
in  the  party  afterwards  led  by  me  and  then  by 
John  Dillon  there  were  times  when  one  might 
have  felt  inclined  to  adopt  the  rebuke  of  Parnell, 
and  object  to  the  policy  of  obstruction  as  a  part 
of  our  tactics  in  our  own  debates.  I  only  dwell 
upon  these  occasional  divisions  of  opinion   in   the 
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Nationalist  party  to  make  it  clear  that  neither 
to  John  Dillon  nor  to  myself  was  the  leadership 
of  the  party  a  position  of  unalloyed  personal  satis- 
faction. At  the  same  time  it  has  to  be  said  in 
the  most  emphatic  manner  that  our  differences  of 
personal  opinion,  even  when  they  threatened,  as 
they  sometimes  did,  to  border  on  the  quarrelsome, 
did  not  in  any  sense  affect  our  agreement  as  to 
our  great  National  cause,  or  as  to  the  imperative 
need  that  there  was  for  combined  action  on  the 
part  of  Irish  National  members  to  bring  that  cause 
at  some  early  date  to  a  successful  issue.  It  was 
becoming  more  evident  to  the  Irish  members  every 
Session  that  the  existence  of  two  separated  Irish 
National  parties  in  the  House  of  Commons  was 
an  immense  disadvantage  to  any  practical  move- 
ment in  the  right  direction.  The  feeling  was 
already  growing  up  which  took  shape  not  long 
after  the  time  at  which  I  have  now  arrived,  and 
led  to  that  National  movement  originated  mainly 
by  my  friend  William  O'Brien,  which  brought 
about  the  union  of  the  two  parties  under  the 
leadership  of  him  whom  I  may  also  describe  as 
my  friend,  John  Redmond. 

In  the  meantime  an  event  had  taken  place 
which  caused  the  most  profound  interest  through- 
out the  whole  of  the  civilised  world.  On  the  1st 
of  March  1894  Mr.  Gladstone  delivered  his  last 
speech  in  the  House  of  Commons.  That  speech 
did  not  distinctly  announce  that  his  resignation 
of  his  seat  in  Parliament  was  to  follow  at  once, 
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but  some  members  of  the  House  had  already 
reason  to  feel  a  strong  conviction  that  such  was 
the  resolve  of  the  great  statesman.  The  speech 
was  for  the  most  part  an  emphatic  and  powerful 
protest  against  the  conduct  of  the  Lords  by  their 
recent  interference  with  the  action  of  the  majority 
of  the  Commons,  and  their  instant  rejection  of 
measures  sent  up  by  that  majority  for  the  formal 
sanction  of  the  Peers.  Gladstone's  speech  referred 
directly  to  certain  recent  Bills  which  had  been 
rejected  by  the  Hereditary  Chamber,  but  every 
one  knew  full  well  that  the  one  subject  he  had 
more  than  all  others  in  mind  was  the  conduct 
of  the  Peers  in  rejecting  the  second  Home  Rule 
measure.  I  have  always  thought  since  then  that 
Mr.  Gladstone's  reason  for  withholding  from  the 
House  any  announcement  of  his  resolve  to  with- 
draw from  parliamentary  life  was  that  he  felt 
unwilling  to  weaken  the  effect  of  his  warning  to 
the  Commons  that  they  must  resist  the  overbearing 
intrusion  of  the  Lords  by  an  announcement  which 
must,  for  the  time,  have  absorbed  the  whole 
interest  and  feelings  of  his  audience.  I  listened 
to  every  sentence  of  this  memorable  speech  with 
the  deepest  emotion,  and  until  the  very  end  I 
still  kept  on  expecting  some  words  which  should 
announce  Gladstone's  farewell  to  his  place  in 
Parliament.  But  as  no  such  words  were  spoken, 
I  began  to  wonder  whether  it  could  be  that  after 
all  the  great  Prime  Minister  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  retain  his  place  of  power  for  yet  a  little 
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longer.  Soon  after  the  speech  had  come  to  an 
end  I  met  John  Morley  in  one  of  the  lobbies, 
and  asked  him  whether  that  was  indeed  the  last 
time  the  House  was  to  be  addressed  by  Mr. 
Gladstone.  Morley  assured  me  in  few  and  de- 
cisive words  that  the  speech  we  had  heard  was 
the  very  last  we  were  ever  to  hear  in  the  House 
of  Commons  from  those  lips.  Four  days  after,  on 
the  5th  of  March  1894,  I  had  my  last  interview 
with  Mr.  Gladstone.  He  had  written  a  short  and 
friendly  letter  asking  me  to  call  on  him  at  twelve 
o'clock  on  that  day.  He  was  still  occupying  his 
official  residence  in  Downing  Street,  and  he  welcomed 
me  with  the  kindness  and  cordiality  which  I  had 
ever  experienced  from  him  since  I  came  to  be 
personally  known  to  him.  We  had  a  long  talk 
on  political  subjects,  and  on  many  other  subjects 
as  well.  He  assured  me  with  all  the  earnestness 
and  the  emphasis  so  characteristic  of  him  when 
he  felt  deeply  on  any  question,  that  he  was 
thoroughly  devoted  to  the  cause  of  Home  Rule 
for  Ireland,  and  perfectly  satisfied  in  his  mind 
that  the  Home  Rule  cause  was  destined  to  come, 
and  before  very  long,  to  a  triumphant  issue.  He 
spoke  of  Parnell  in  language  of  generous  apprecia- 
tion, and  expressed  his  profound  regret  that  so 
really  great  a  career  should  have  come  to  so 
sudden  and  disastrous  an  end.  I  did  not  venture 
to  say  anything  on  my  own  account  about  Glad- 
stone's reasons  for  withdrawing  from  parliamentary 
life,  although  I  expressed  at  the  very  opening  of 
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our  conversation  the  deep  regret  felt  by  my 
parliamentary  colleagues  and  myself  at  such  a 
loss,  and  my  conviction  that  the  whole  Irish 
people  abroad  as  well  as  at  home  would  feel  that 
a  tower  of  strength  had  been  removed  from  our 
cause  by  the  decision  which  he  had  taken.  But 
in  the  course  of  our  conversation  Gladstone  himself 
spoke  of  his  reasons  for  what  seemed  to  all  of  us 
a  premature  retirement,  and  talked  much  of  his 
general  motives  for  his  decision.  I  could  easily 
understand,  from  what  he  told  me,  that  he  had 
begun  to  experience,  or  at  least  to  dread,  some 
failure  in  his  physical  powers,  and  that  he  was 
unwilling  that  the  close  of  his  career  should  be 
anything  in  the  nature  of  an  anti-climax.  I 
learned  from  him  that  his  sight  and  his  hearing 
were  growing  less  acute  of  late  years  than  they 
had  been,  and  that  he  found  certain  difficulties 
in  carrying  on  the  mere  practical  work  of  parlia- 
mentary leadership  which  warned  him  that  he 
had  done  enough,  and  had  better  leave  the  stage. 
I  could  not  help  thinking  of  those  touching  words 
of  Thackeray's,  which  declare  the  man  to  be  happy 
who  leaves  the  field  in  time  and  yields  his  broken 
sword  to  Fate  the  conqueror  with  a  resigned  and 
cheerful  heart.  Gladstone  appeared  indeed  to  have 
a  resigned  and  cheerful  heart,  no  matter  how  much 
he  may  have  regretted  the  necessity,  borne  in  upon 
his  mind,  of  leaving  that  field  in  which  he  had  won 
so  many  magnificent  triumphs,  and  on  which  he 
had  never  dealt  unfairly  with  any  foe.     His  whole 
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tone  was  animated  and  cheerful,  and  he  showed 
an  active  interest  in  many  subjects  which  had 
nothing  to  do  with  Parliament  and  political 
struggles.  He  did  not  speak  as  if  this  meeting 
of  ours  had  the  nature  of  a  farewell ;  on  the  con- 
trary, he  expressed  a  strong  hope  that  some  of  my 
Nationalist  colleagues  and  I  would  visit  him  before 
long  at  Hawarden  Castle,  and  there  interchange 
views  as  to  the  best  means  of  carrying  on  the 
Home  Rule  cause.  I  left  him  with  the  full  hope 
that  I  should  yet  have  the  good  fortune  to  meet 
him  often,  but  that  interview  in  his  Downing 
Street  house  was  the  last  I  was  ever  destined 
to  have  with  him.  That  was  indeed  a  farewell 
meeting,  for  I  never  saw  him  again.  I  had  had 
many  opportunities  in  previous  years  of  enjoying 
his  society  and  his  great  intellectual  gifts.  I  had 
often  been  a  guest  at  his  London  home  and  at 
Dollis  Hill,  had  met  him  at  other  houses,  and 
was  ever  treated  by  him  with  friendliness  and 
confidence.  He  had  consulted  with  me  privately 
from  time  to  time  on  political  subjects  of  passing 
interest,  and  had  always  seemed  to  me  thoroughly 
frank  in  the  exposition  of  his  views  and  in  his 
questions  as  to  my  opinions.  I  could  not  but  feel 
that  his  passing  out  of  the  parliamentary  world, 
while  it  closed  a  great  and  ever-memorable  era  in 
English  history,  closed  for  me  a  chapter  of  profound 
interest  in  the  story  of  my  life. 


CHAPTER  XXII 

BROKEN     HEALTH 

Meanwhile,  to  return  to  my  personal  narrative, 
I  had  removed  from  my  pleasant  home  in  Chelsea 
and  taken  up  my  residence  in  a  more  central  part 
of  London.  I  had  taken  a  house  in  Eaton  Terrace, 
near  Eaton  Square,  and  was  thus  within  easier 
reach  of  Westminster  Palace.  I  left  Chelsea  with 
much  reluctance.  The  Chelsea  region  was  hallowed 
to  me  by  many  old  associations  and  by  many  feel- 
ings of  personal  regard.  In  Chelsea  I  had  made 
my  earliest  experiences  of  London  life,  and  it  is 
above  all  things  else  a  picturesque  quarter  hal- 
lowed by  historic  memories,  and  has  long  been 
a  recognised  habitation  of  literature  and  art.  It 
seemed  something  like  a  descent  into  the  common- 
place to  pass  into  one  of  the  newer  parts  of  London 
to  a  region  which  seldom  reminds  one  of  the  storied 
past.  But  I  had  found  it  well-nigh  impossible 
to  get  through  all  my  literary  work  and  to  give 
the  necessary  attention  to  my  parliamentary 
duties  while  living  in  the  comparatively  distant 
Chelsea  district.  The  House  of  Commons  had 
begun  to  hold  frequent  winter  Sessions,  and  it 
was  a  toilsome  journey  in  the  early  winter  morn- 
ings to  get  from  Westminster  Palace  to  Cheyne 
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Gardens.  The  man  who  could  afford  to  keep  a 
carriage  would  have  little  occasion  to  trouble 
himself  about  the  longer  distance,  but  I  was  not 
thus  fortunately  endowed.  The  House  of  Com- 
mons habitually  concluded  its  sitting  at  an  hour 
when  there  was  no  railway  communication  with 
Chelsea,  and  often  in  weather  when  it  was  not 
easy  to  get  a  hansom  cab  to  undertake  the 
journey.  On  any  nights  when  I  was  not  en- 
gaged in  the  House  of  Commons  I  was  sure  to 
be  writing  a  late  leading  article  for  The  Daily 
News,  and  the  drive  from  the  offices  in  the  City 
to  Cheyne  Gardens,  Chelsea,  at  perhaps  three 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  it  may  be  in  a  thick 
London  fog,  was  an  enterprise  requiring  some 
courage  and  patience.  I  have  some  recollections 
of  expeditions  thus  undertaken  to  reach  my  home 
during  a  fog,  of  the  cabman  finally  declaring  it 
impossible  for  him  to  make  his  way,  of  the  horse 
falling  down  by  mistaking  the  flagged  side-walk 
for  the  open  road,  and  of  having  ultimately  to 
get  out  of  the  vehicle  altogether,  leave  the  cab- 
driver  and  his  horse  to  their  fate,  and  try  to 
find  my  way  as  best  as  I  could  through  the  be- 
wildering darkness.  It  was  a  relief  to  me  to 
settle  down  in  Eaton  Terrace,  where  I  was  quite 
near  to  Sloane  Square  Station,  from  which  the 
Underground  Railway  could  carry  me  at  any 
hour  when  trains  were  running  to  Westminster 
Station,  where  an  underground  passage  led  into 
the     precincts     of    Westminster    Palace.         That 
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house    in    Eatou    Terrace    was    my    last    London 
residence. 

I  paid  two  visits  to  Ireland  during  these  later 
days,  each  visit  having  to  do  with  political  affairs, 
and  neither  possessing  the  charms  of  holiday- 
making.  The  later  of  these  two  visits  to  my 
native  country,  the  last  that  I  have  yet  paid, 
was  on  an  occasion  when  a  great  National  Con- 
vention of  Irishmen  was  gathered  together  in 
Dublin  to  consider  the  state  of  political  affairs 
with  regard  to  the  interests  of  Ireland  and  her 
cause.  The  Convention  was  attended  by  influ- 
ential and  distinguished  Irishmen  from  all  parts 
of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  from  the  United 
States,  Canada,  and  Australasia,  and  indeed  from 
every  country  in  the  world  where  Irishmen  had 
made  a  settlement  and  found  a  home.  The  result 
of  the  Convention,  of  the  speeches  made  and  the 
resolutions  adopted  there,  was  to  encourage  the 
Irish  Parliamentary  party  to  go  boldly  and  un- 
flinchingly on  with  their  constitutional  agitation 
for  Ireland's  cause,  and  to  promise  that  the  sup- 
port of  Irishmen  everywhere  should  be  given  in 
order  to  enable  them  to  bring  the  movement  to 
a  full  success. 

I  cannot  help  associating  the  memory  of  that 
great  Convention  with  a  somewhat  absurd  inci- 
dent which  I  may  narrate  for  the  amusement 
of  my  readers.  I  had  to  cross  from  Dublin  to 
Holyhead  on  a  night  of  wild  storm  and  furiously 
tossing  seas.      It  was   not  my  evil  fortune  to  be 
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troubled  with  sea  -  sickness,  but  as  it  was  impos- 
sible to  move  about  in  the  agitated  steamer,  and 
not  worth  while  to  get  into  a  berth,  I  stretched 
myself  on  a  sofa  in  one  of  the  small  cabins  and 
comforted  myself  with  the  reflection  that  even 
though  the  passage  might  be  considerably  delayed 
it  must  come  to  an  end  before  very  long.  I  had 
not  quite  counted  on  all  the  perils  of  the  Irish 
Channel.  I  was  literally  tossed  off  my  sofa  by  a 
tremendous  lurch  of  the  steamer,  which  turned 
over  nearly  on  its  side.  I  was  flung  violently 
against  the  opposite  sofa,  and  when  I  tried  to 
get  on  my  feet  was  thrown  down  again,  my  face 
coming  each  time  into  collision  with  the  frame- 
work of  the  sofa.  When  I  settled  down  at  last, 
determined  to  hold  on  to  my  couch  with  clutch- 
ing hands,  I  found  that  I  had  received  several 
cuts  on  the  forehead  and  cheek-bones,  and  was 
bleeding  somewhat  freely.  The  cuts  proved  to 
be  merely  superficial  and  harmless,  and  when  we 
got  into  Holyhead  at  last  I  was  able  to  go  on 
with  the  railway  journey  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 
pened. I  went  home,  had  my  cuts  and  bruises 
properly  looked  after,  and  found  they  came  to 
nothing  of  importance.  There  were,  however, 
several  marks  left  on  my  forehead  and  under  my 
eyes,  and  when  I  reached  the  House  of  Commons' 
lobby  that  evening  I  came  upon  a  group  of  English 
members  to  all  of  whom  I  was  well  known.  I  was 
about  to  narrate  my  adventure  to  them,  when 
one   of  them    humorously   said  :    "  You    need  not 
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tell  us  anything — we  know  that  you  have  been 
attending  the  meetings  of  the  Irish  National  Con- 
vention in  Dublin,  for  we  see  the  marks  of  the 
discussion  on  your  face."  The  joke  passed  round 
the  lobby,  and  had  a  success  of  its  own  for  the 
time. 

The  last  speech  I  ever  made  in  the  House 
on  a  subject  of  any  importance  was  at  the  time 
when  it  was  proposed  to  set  up  a  great  statue  of 
Oliver  Cromwell  somewhere  within  the  precincts 
of  Westminster  Palace.  The  Liberal  Government 
of  the  day  was  in  favour  of  the  suggestion,  but 
we  of  the  Irish  National  party  felt  that  we  could 
not  allow  such  a  proposal  to  pass  without  resolute 
opposition.  My  colleagues  wished  me  to  take  part 
in  the  debate,  and  I  readily  agreed.  I  pointed 
out  to  the  House  of  Commons  when  the  debate 
came  on  that  the  whole  historical  association  of 
Cromwell  with  Ireland  was  one  of  merciless  op- 
pression and  cruelty,  and  that,  therefore,  so  long- 
as  Irish  National  representatives  sat  in  the  British 
House  of  Commons  it  was  as  much  an  outrage  on 
their  feelings  to  raise  a  statue  of  Cromwell  in  the 
precincts  of  Westminster  Palace,  as  it  would  be  to 
the  citizens  of  Antwerp  or  Brussels  or  Amsterdam 
to  raise  a  statue  there  to  the  Duke  of  Alva.  John 
Morley,  who  was  then  Secretary  to  the  Lord-Lieu- 
tenant of  Ireland,  spoke  with  much  good  feeling 
and  sympathy,  and  admitted  that  he  had  not 
until  then  quite  understood  how  deep  and  strong 

was  the  National  feeling  of  Irishmen  with  regard 
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to  the  policy  and  the  actions  of  Cromwell  in 
Ireland.  By  our  action  we  succeeded  at  all 
events  in  obtaining  a  postponement  and  a  modi- 
fication of  the  proposal.  I  mention  this  fact 
chiefly  because  it  has  a  deep  significance  as  illus- 
trating Irish  National  sentiment,  and  partly  for 
the  personal  reason  that  it  was  the  last  time 
when  I  took  part  in  parliamentary  debate  on  any 
subject  calling  for  printed  record. 

I  was  greatly  gratified  some  time  afterwards  to 
read  in  one  of  the  published  articles  of  my  friend 
Henry  W.  Lucy,  the  "Toby  M.P."  of  Punch 
and  contributor  to  many  other  periodicals,  the 
statement  that  Mr.  Gladstone  fully  approved  of 
the  course  I  had  taken  with  regard  to  the  proposed 
statue  to  Cromwell  within  the  precincts  of  West- 
minster Palace.  Mr.  Lucy  told  his  readers  the 
words  in  which  Mr.  Gladstone  expressed  his  opinion 
to  a  social  group,  of  whom  Lucy  made  one.  I  felt 
when  I  read  of  the  incident  that  I  could  not  have 
had  any  higher  approval  of  the  course  which  my 
Nationalist  colleagues  and  I  had  made  up  our 
minds  to  pursue. 

In  the  April  of  1897  appeared  the  fifth  volume 
of  "The  History  of  Our  Own  Times."  This 
volume  brought  the  story  down  from  1880  to  the 
Diamond  Jubilee.  A  great  crisis  in  my  life  then 
interrupted  for  a  while  my  literary  occupations 
and  brought  to  a  close  my  parliamentary  career. 
Soon  after  the  publication  of  that  fifth  volume 
of  my  history   I  was   struck    down   by  a    serious 
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illness.  It  seems  to  me  indeed,  when  looking 
back  on  that  part  of  my  life,  as  if  I  had  fallen 
off  some  high  place  and  lain  for  a  while  stunned 
and  motionless  on  the  hard  ground.  I  had  never 
suffered  from  any  really  dangerous  illness  before. 
I  had  actually  passed  the  age  of  fifty  without 
having  had  to  consult  a  physician  on  my  own 
account,  except  when  going  through  the  pre- 
liminary examination  for  the  completion  of  a  life 
insurance.  In  later  years,  after  I  had  accom- 
plished my  half  century,  I  had  suffered  from  in- 
fluenza during  the  famous  year  of  influenza  in 
England,  and  soon  after  had  an  attack  of  sciatica 
and  other  such  ailments,  but  I  had  got  over  them 
each  and  all  without  any  serious  detriment  to  my 
general  health.  I  suppose  it  was  my  robust  con- 
stitution that  tempted  me  into  overwork  and  the 
neglect  of  the  ordinary  rules  of  life  which  are 
needed  to  keep  our  health  in  good  order.  I  had 
kept  on  taxing  my  physical  resources  to  their 
very  utmost  by  daily  and  nightly  work  at  litera- 
ture and  journalism  and  by  close  attendance  at 
the  House  of  Commons  during  its  sittings,  which 
had  of  late  come  to  be  added  to  by  frequent 
winter  Sessions.  Then  I  much  enjoyed  social 
life,  went  to  many  dinner-parties  during  the 
season,  visited  the  theatres  whenever  I  could  get 
a  chance,  and  seldom  failed  to  attend  the  first 
night  of  any  new  play.  While  the  House  of 
Commons  was  sitting  I,  like  most  others  of  my 
colleagues,   had   often   to    cut  a  dinner  short  and 
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to  be  content  with  dining  at  any  hour,  early  or 
late,  when  the  debate  gave  one  a  chance.  I  had 
to  attend  a  great  many  public  meetings,  and  to 
deliver  lectures  here  and  there,  and  for  some  years 
had  been  able  to  do  little  or  nothing  in  the  way 
of  holiday-making.  All  these  causes  would  have 
brought  about  a  break-down  of  some  kind  for  one 
who  was  already  sinking  into  years,  but  I  held 
on  to  the  very  last  without  a  suspicion  that  the 
break-down  was  near  at  hand.  I  lay  for  a  long 
time  in  my  home  at  Eaton  Terrace  wholly  uncon- 
scious, and  even  when  the  worst  of  the  danger 
was  over  I  was  still  for  some  weeks  not  quite 
sure  of  my  own  identity  or  that  of  those  who 
came  around  me.  I  was  well  cared  for,  however. 
My  son  and  daughter  were  to  me  as  ministering 
angels,  and  I  am  firmly  convinced  that  to  the 
skill  of  the  eminent  member  of  the  College  of 
Surgeons  who  attended  me,  and  to  the  care  which 
was  given  to  me  under  his  direction  I  owe,  humanly 
speaking,  what  I  may  literally  describe  as  my 
restoration  to  life.  There  is  no  need  for  me  to 
linger  over  this  dreary  chapter  of  my  personal 
history,  but  I  have  to  say  something  about  it, 
because  it  brought  about  the  close  of  my  public 
career.  I  can  never  forget,  and  never  could 
adequately  describe,  the  kind  and  constant  atten- 
tions I  received  from  my  friends,  and  even  from 
some  with  whom  I  had  never  been  associated  on 
terms  of  private  friendship.  I  have  many  delight- 
ful recollections  of  the  days  when  I  found  myself 
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returning  once  again  to  full  consciousness  and 
to  a  sense  of  the  enjoyment  which  can  be  had 
even  in  London  from  the  atmosphere  of  a  summer 
day.  When  I  had  recovered  strength  enough  to 
take  a  walk  in  the  Cadogan  Place  Gardens  near 
our  house  I  began  to  feel  as  if  I  were  re-born 
and  were  brought  into  a  new  and  fresh  world. 
But  these  delicious  sensations  soon  began  to  be 
modified  by  the  knowledge  that  I  must  for  a 
time  at  least  give  up  all  manner  of  work,  that 
I  must  leave  London  before  the  summer  came 
to  an  end,  and  that  there  was  no  probability  of 
my  being  able  soon  to  resume  my  place  as  a 
member  of  the  House  of  Commons. 

My  kindly  doctor  ordained  that  I  must  seek 
for  rest  and  recovery  in  some  seaside  region  where 
the  atmosphere  was  especially  clear  and  bracing. 
The  little  town  or  village  of  Westgate-on-Sea  was 
fixed  upon  as  the  place  of  immediate  settlement. 
My  son  and  daughter  and  I  were  glad  of  this, 
for  we  had  had  some  acquaintance  already  with 
the  region  of  my  holiday.  Some  years  before 
we  had  passed  the  greater  part  of  one  winter 
at  Westgate-on-Sea,  and  had  liked  the  place 
very  much,  although,  at  that  robust  period  of  my 
life,  we  used  to  run  up  to  town  frequently  in 
order  that  I  might  take  part  in  some  political 
business,  or  that  we  might  all  be  present  at  some 
interesting  dramatic  performance.  This  time,  how- 
ever, my  stay  at  Westgate-on-Sea  was  not  to  be 
diversified  by  any  expeditions   to   London,    and   I 
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had  to  make  all  other  considerations  subservient 
to  the  restoration  of  my  health.  There  was  some- 
thins:  of  curious  interest  to  a  man  like  me  in  the 
knowledge  that  I  must  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life  take  a  long  and  unmoving  holiday.  My 
holiday  intervals,  up  to  this  period,  had  been 
holidays  of  travel,  of  passing  from  one  foreign 
country  to  another,  from  one  foreign  city  to 
another,  of  studying  closely  every  new  scene  and 
object  that  came  in  my  way,  and  keeping  my 
faculties  always  as  much  alive  and  active  as  pos- 
sible for  the  appreciation  of  succeeding  novelties. 
Now  I  was  to  leave  London  and  settle  down  for 
a  time  in  a  quiet  sea-coast  village  with  which 
I  was  already  well  acquainted,  and  where  in  any 
case  there  was  nothing  much  to  be  seen,  and  my 
object  was  to  give  to  my  physical  and  mental 
faculties  as  complete  and  lethargic  a  rest  as  could 
well  be  obtained. 

When  about  to  leave  London  I  had  no  idea 
that  my  retirement  was  to  be  anything  more  than 
an  interval  of  rest,  the  interval  necessary  to  restore 
an  invalid  to  his  habitual  good  health  and  capacity 
for  active  work.  I  dare  say  I  should  have  left 
London  in  somewhat  of  a  tragic  mood  if  I  had 
known  that  I  was  making  my  final  farewell  to 
the  life  of  the  Metropolis,  and  especially  to  the 
life  of  the  House  of  Commons.  But  I  had  no 
idea  of  the  kind,  and  was  wisely  kept  from  any- 
thing which  might  suggest  such  an  idea,  so  my 
assumption   was    that    when    I    had   recruited   my 
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strength  I  should  be  able  to  return  to  London 
and  to  my  parliamentary  duties.  My  departure 
from  London  was  therefore  without  anything  of 
that  dramatic  or  romantic  mood  which  would 
accompany  the  fall  of  the  curtain  at  the  close 
of  a  momentous  act  in  life's  drama.  As  the  train 
left  the  London  terminus  I  might  have  been 
making  a  mental  retrospect  of  all  the  years  I 
had  spent  in  that  city  where  it  had  so  long  been 
my  ambition  to  settle  and  to  struggle,  where 
I  had  settled  and  struggled  from  early  manhood 
to  later  years,  had  found  my  way  into  literature 
and  politics,  had  met  with  some  degree  of  success, 
had  made  so  many  dear  friendships  and  suffered 
some  heavy  griefs.  But  on  my  way  to  the  sea-coast 
my  mind  was  not  occupied  by  any  such  reflections. 
I  fully  expected  to  get  back  to  my  old  life  and 
my  old  work  and  to  a  London  home  before  many 
months  should  have  passed  away.  I  had  not  then 
any  thought  of  withdrawing  from  political  life  and 
resigning  my  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and 
was  merely  ready  to  give  up  to  complete  rest 
as  much  time  and  no  more  as  I  supposed  would 
be  necessary  for  my  restoration  to  health.  My 
thoughts  as  we  were  leaving  London  were  of  as 
commonplace  a  kind  as  one  might  have  at  the 
opening  of  an  ordinary  holiday,  and  I  did  not 
even  cast  one  longing,  lingering  look  behind. 

We  went  to  Westgate  on  one  of  the  closing 
days  of  July  1897.  My  daughter  and  I  settled 
there  at  first  in  lodgings  looking  on  the  sea,  and 
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soon  began  to  enjoy  much  the  sunshine,  the  skies, 
the  waves,  and  the  quietude.  My  son  was  at 
that  time  actively  engaged  in  dramatic  work,  and 
it  was  not  possible  for  him  to  withdraw  himself 
altogether  from  London  and  consign  himself  to 
a  do  -  nothing  existence  in  our  sea  -  coast  village. 
But  he  was  with  us  whenever  his  engagements 
allowed  him  a  temporary  release,  and  the  time 
went  smoothly  and  pleasantly  along.  The  quiet- 
ude and  the  fresh  sea  breezes  enabled  me  to 
improve  steadily  in  health,  and  we  had  many 
visits  of  London  friends  to  brighten  our  retire- 
ment. But  it  soon  became  evident  that  I  was 
threatened  with  a  trouble  to  the  sight  which 
would  have  to  be  dealt  with.  From  my  earliest 
recollections  I  had  suffered  from  extremely  short- 
sight,  but  until  quite  lately  it  had  been  strong 
sight  although  short,  and  had  doomed  me  to 
no  further  penalty  than  the  wearing  of  glasses. 
But  I  suppose  that  during  my  years  of  work  as 
author,  journalist,  and  politician  I  must  have  re- 
morselessly overtaxed  that  strength  of  my  eyes, 
and  the  result  was  that  I  now  found  it  necessary 
to  undergo  some  serious  operations  at  the  hands 
of  a  well-known  London  oculist.  These  opera- 
tions compelled  me  for  a  time  to  take  up  my 
abode  in  a  private  hospital  kept  by  him  at 
Margate,  and  afterwards  for  some  weeks  in  the 
Boyal  Eye  Hospital,  London,  where  he  could 
give  me  closer  attendance  than  could  be  possible 
at   his   seaside    house.       It  may  seem   strange   to 
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say  that  I  have  on  the  whole  very  genial  recol- 
lections of  the  weeks  I  passed  in  that  London 
hospital.  Numbers  of  my  London  friends  came 
to  see  me  every  day  when  I  could  be  seen,  and 
made  the  time  very  pleasant  for  me  despite  the 
operations,  the  bandages,  and  the  intervals  of  com- 
plete darkness  which  belonged  to  the  process  of 
cure.  I  was  told  of  everything  going  on  in  the 
living  world  outside,  books  and  newspapers  were 
read  to  me  by  kindly  friends,  my  son  and  daugh- 
ter were  constantly  with  me,  and  the  time  passed 
brightly  notwithstanding  its  hours  of  unavoidable 
darkness.  The  work  of  cure,  so  far  as  it  could 
be  accomplished,  came  to  an  end  before  long,  and 
I  was  told  that  everything  the  skill  of  the  oculist 
could  do  had  been  done  for  me,  and  that  I  might 
return  to  my  resting-place  by  the  sea.  It  was, 
however,  now  quite  certain  that  for  reading  and 
writing  I  must  henceforward  rely  on  the  eyes  of 
others  and  not  my  own,  and  I  need  hardly  dilate 
on  the  meaning  of  such  privation  to  one  who 
from  his  very  childhood  had  been  ever  a  reader 
of  books.  But  I  could  see  all  the  objects  of  life 
around  me  quite  well  enough  for  the  ordinary 
enjoyment  of  existence  ;  I  could  appreciate  a  land- 
scape or  the  changing  colours  of  the  sea,  a  rivulet, 
a  flower-bed,  a  hedgerow,  or  a  valley,  as  well  as 
I  could  ever  have  done  ;  and  I  came  back  to  the 
sea-coast  village  with  the  very  vivid  impression 
that  life  for  me  might  still  be  well  worth  the 
living. 
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Gradually  I  grew  to  be  acquainted  with  the 
fact  that  I  must  give  up  for  a  long  time  all 
thought  of  residence  in  London.  My  doctor  was 
resolute  in  his  opinion  that  only  by  remaining  in 
a  sea  -  side  region,  where  the  air  was  especially 
bracing,  could  I  hope  for  anything  like  a  restora- 
tion to  health.  London  was  wholly  unsuitable  to 
me  for  any  such  purpose  ;  I  was  not  to  go  back 
to  London,  I  was  not  to  take  any  part  in  political 
work,  I  was  not  to  think  of  daily  journalism,  and 
even  any  literary  labour  I  might  undertake  in  my 
sea  -  side  home  was  to  be  strictly  limited  to  a 
certain  number  of  hours  each  day,  and  this  work- 
ing time  was  to  be  divided  into  two  or  more 
separate  portions.  I  had  the  most  perfect  faith 
in  his  advice,  and  I  knew  well  that  but  for  him 
the  work  of  my  lifetime  would  have  come  to  a 
close  in  that  London  home  where  the  illness  had 
stricken  me  down.  The  great  fact  now  borne  in 
upon  my  mind  was  that  I  must  begin  an  entirely 
new  kind  of  life,  and  must  give  up  all  idea  of 
becoming  once  again  a  resident  in  London.  There 
was  something  strange  to  me  in  the  thought  that 
I  must  restrict  my  literary  work  to  so  many  hours 
a  day — a,  very  small  number  of  hours,  divided  into 
two  or  three  distinct  portions.  Up  to  the  break- 
down in  my  health  I  had  always  tried  to  get  my  work 
done  as  quickly  as  possible,  and  to  keep  at  work 
for  as  many  hours  of  each  day  as  were  at  my  own 
disposal.  It  seemed  to  me  rather  late  in  the  day 
to  enter  upon  an  entirely  new  system   of  living, 


BROKEN    HEALTH  395 

and  yet  beyond  all  question  only  that  new  system 
could  give  me  any  chance  of  prolonged  life.  The 
world  seemed  to  have  changed  its  aspect  altogether 
for  me,  and  to  have  put  me  under  absolutely  new 
conditions. 

Of  course  if  one  looked  at  the  prospect  with 
calm  and  philosophic  mind  there  might  not  appear 
much  to  grumble  at.  I  was  coming  back  more 
and  more  every  day  to  a  fair  state  of  strength, 
and  except  for  the  weakness  of  my  sight,  which 
possibly  might  not  be  permanent,  I  was  better  in 
physical  health  than  I  had  been  for  many  years 
before.  To  live  a  quiet  life  on  a  fine  sea-coast, 
with  picturesque  rising  grounds  sloping  softly  from 
the  waters,  and  a  shelf  of  marble-white  cliffs  half 
enclosing  one  bay  —  to  live  there  among  friends, 
and  having  other  friends  within  easy  reach,  might 
have  been  welcomed  by  an  elderly  gentleman  as 
a  very  enviable  manner  of  existence.  I  could 
always  beguile  my  spare  time  by  an  occasional 
turn  at  literary  work,  and  I  had  good  hopes  that 
the  public  would  still  take  an  interest  in  my  books. 
Luckily  for  me,  too,  the  reality  of  the  change  did 
not  come  home  to  my  mind  all  at  once,  and  I  still 
could  not  help  a  certain  half-conscious  feeling  that 
the  present  condition  of  things  was  only  a  restful 
episode,  and  that  some  time  or  other  I  should  go 
back  to  my  place  as  an  active  worker  in  the  Irish 
National  cause.  Life  began  to  go  on  very  smoothly 
for  me,  and  I  became  from  month  to  month  more 
reconciled    to    my    life    of    enforced    leisure.        I 
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soon  was  able  to  walk  vigorously  again,  and 
I  spent  most  of  my  time  in  the  open  air.  Many 
friends  came  down  from  London  to  see  me, 
and  I  was  always  kept  in  touch  with  every- 
thing going  on  in  the  world  of  literature  and 
art  and  politics.  Some  of  the  old-established  and 
quiet  residents  of  the  place  were  occasionally  sur- 
prised by  the  visits  paid  to  Westgate-on-Sea  by 
strangers  bearing  eminent  names  in  these  three 
great  worlds.  The  descent  into  inactivity  was 
made  gradual  and  smooth  for  me.  There  were 
some  residents  of  our  little  community  whose  in- 
tellectual qualities  and  whose  past  experience  in 
various  forms  of  active  life  made  them  interesting 
companions — the  retired  soldier,  the  retired  sailor, 
the  scholarly  clergyman  (chaplain  to  a  local 
hospital),  the  member  of  Parliament,  who  made 
the  place  his  regular  home  when  the  House  of 
Commons  was  not  sitting — these,  and  others  like 
them,  had  made  homes,  and  were  bringing  up 
families  here,  and  in  their  houses  I  spent  many 
pleasant  and  congenial  hours.  Before  long  the 
healthful  qualities  of  the  region  began  to  have  so 
strengthening  an  effect  upon  me  that  I  found 
myself  in  a  condition  to  resume  my  literary  work, 
and  to  congratulate  myself  on  being  once  again 
a  living  author  and  no  longer  doomed  to  the  mono- 
tonous mental  quietude  or  the  yet  more  trying 
disquietude  of  the  mere  invalid. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 

RETIREMENT 

Before  long  I  settled  down  to  my  literary  work 
once  again.  My  manner  of  production  was,  how- 
ever, greatly  changed  from  what  it  had  been  since 
my  earliest  days  of  authorship.  I  could  no  longer 
do  any  writing  for  myself,  but  had  to  dictate  my 
"copy"  to  a  professional  typewriter.  I  had  been 
among  the  first  of  the  authors  and  journalists  in 
England  who  adopted  the  typewriter  in  preference 
to  pen  and  ink,  and  the  whole  of  my  novel,  "  Miss 
Misanthrope,"  published  in  1877,  was  accomplished 
by  me  through  the  medium  of  the  typewriter.  I 
kept  on  using  it  for  all  the  succeeding  years  pre- 
vious to  my  break-down  in  health,  and  when  I 
did  not  work  at  it  myself  I  dictated  my  stories 
and  histories  to  my  secretary.  Now  that  I  was 
recovering  my  health  and  strength  at  the  seaside 
I  found  that  the  state  of  my  eyes  did  not  allow 
me  to  try  them  by  typewriting  for  myself,  and  I 
once  again  utilised  the  services  of  a  professional 
worker  for  the  purpose. 

One  of  the  first  products  of  my  returning 
health  was  to  me  an  especial  labour  of  love. 
It  was  a  book  called  "  Reminiscences,"  and 
was    published     in    two    substantial    volumes    by 
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Chatto  &  Windus  in  London  and  Harper  Brothers 
in  New  York  early  in  1899.     As  I  had  left  London 
in  broken-down  health  at  the  close  of  July  1897, 
the    publication    of    "  Reminiscences "    gave    sub- 
stantial  evidence   that   my   restoration   to   health 
had  not  been  very  slow,  and  had  not  been  followed 
by   a   long   interval  of  idleness.      The   book   was 
dedicated  to  my  dear  friend  W.  H.  C.  Staveley, 
one    of    my    friends    whom    I    have    seen    often 
since    I    came    to    live    in    Westgate.      The    pub- 
lication   of    my     "Reminiscences"    recalls    to    my 
mind    an    observation    which    was    made    to    me 
by    an    elderly    resident    of    Westgate  -  on  -  Sea, 
who  was  kind  enough  to  tell  me  one  day  that  he 
had  been  reading  my  book,  and  that  he  was  much 
interested  in  it.       He    complimented  me  on  what 
he  considered  my  wonderful  memory,  and  he  spoke 
of  the  pleasure  it  gave  him  to  read  descriptions  of 
distinguished  personages   by   an  author    who  had 
actually  seen   and   known  them.      Then   he  went 
on  to  say  :    "I  suppose,  Mr.   McCarthy,  you  must 
have  seen  and  can  well  remember  George  the  Third 
— I  wish  you  had  told  us  something  about  him." 
I  explained  as  gracefully  as  I  could  that  Providence 
had  not  given  me  any  opportunity  of  looking  upon 
George  the  Third.     As  I  had  always  pleased  my 
thoughts    by    fancying    that    I    appeared    rather 
younger  than  my  actual  age,  and  was  now  some- 
what rudely  awakened  from  that  beguiling  fancy, 
I  thought  it  well  to  change  the  subject. 

Soon   after  this   I  completed  two   volumes   for 
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the  series  entitled  "  The  Story  of  the  Nations," 
published  by  Fisher  Unwin  in  London  .and 
G.  P.  Putnam's  Sons  in  New  York.  The  first 
volume  was  called  "  Modern  England  before  the 
Reform  Bill,"  and  the  second  "  Modern  England 
from  the  Reform  Bill  to  the  Present  Time,"  and 
these  made  their  appearance  in  1899,  within  two 
years  from  the  date  of  my  settlement  in  the 
picturesque  Isle  of  Thanet. 

I  now  began  to  regard  myself  as  readmitted 
to  the  order  of  working  authors,  and  I  was  gratified, 
and  not  a  little  surprised,  that  so  much  could  be 
done  by  working  steadily  day  after  day  for  less 
than  two  hours  in  the  forenoon  and  about  the  same 
time  in  the  afternoon.  My  self-satisfaction  was  all 
the  more  great  when  I  bore  in  mind  that  all 
this  time  I  could  read  nothing  for  myself,  and 
that  whatever  I  wished  to  learn  from  books  or 
newspapers  had  to  be  read  aloud  to  me.  To  a 
writer  engaged  in  historical  works  requiring  in- 
cessant reference  to  authorities  and  comparison 
of  dates  it  makes,  I  need  hardly  say,  a  very 
considerable  difference  whether  he  can  read  out  for 
himself  or  is  compelled  to  have  everything  read 
for  him.  The  difference  impressed  itself  on  me 
most  distinctly  on  my  mind  when  the  daily  neces- 
sity arose  for  obtaining  information  of  the  world's 
doings  from  the  newspapers.  I  was  still  in- 
tensely interested  in  everything  going  on  in  the 
living  world,  and  even  if  I  had  not  a  literary 
trade  to  follow  I  never  could  prevail  upon  myself 
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to  dispense  with  the  reading  of  the  morning  and 
evening  journals.  I  could  not  do  without  knowing 
what  was  going  on  in  political  life  at  home  and 
abroad,  and  I  was  always  anxious  to  have  not 
merely  the  actual  news,  but  also  the  comments 
of  the  leader  writers  on  the  news.  Now  I  should 
like  to  ask  any  of  my  readers  to  make  a  few 
experiments  in  order  to  realise  the  difference  be- 
tween taking  a  newspaper  in  his  hand,  flashing 
his  eyes  along  its  columns  to  see  what  he  thought 
it  necessary  to  read  and  what  he  might  leave  un- 
read, and  the  slow  process  of  having  half  a  column 
read  deliberately  out  to  him  before  he  can  decide 
whether  he  has  had  enough  of  that  particular 
column  or  must  hear  it  to  the  end.  We  all 
know  with  what  rapidity  the  newspaper  reader 
can  skim  over  page  after  page  and  get  into  his 
mind  all  that  he  wants  to  know.  But  when  one 
has  to  be  read  to  there  can  be  no  skimming,  and 
merely  reading  out  the  titles  of  each  piece  of 
news,  or  each  critical  commentary,  seems  often  to 
the  impatient  listener  as  if  it  were  destined  to 
absorb  all  the  time  at  his  command. 

I  feel  rather  proud  of  the  fact  that  I  was 
able  when  once  I  began  to  recover  my  health 
to  keep  in  touch  with  the  passing  story  of  the 
world  as  told  by  the  leading  journals.  My  interest 
in  politics  at  home,  and  especially  in  the  doings 
of  the  House  of  Commons,  never  faded  for  a 
moment,  and  the  movements  of  our  Irish  National 
struggle  were  followed    by  me    with  a  close   and 
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unfailing  attention  from  day  to  day.  Some  of 
my  political  colleagues  came  down  from  London 
now  and  again  to  visit  me  and  talk  with  me. 
John  Dillon,  Edward  Blake,  T.  P.  O'Connor, 
Michael  Davitt,  and  others  thus  brightened  my 
retirement ;  and  living  not  far  from  me  in  Rams- 
gate  was  my  old  colleague  in  the  House,  Edward 
Sheil,  who  had  now  retired  from  public  life.  My 
old  friend  and  former  editor,  Frank  Harrison  Hill, 
under  whose  leadership  I  had  been  attached  to 
The.  Daily  Neivs,  spent  a  holiday  once  in  our 
vicinity,  and  Herbert  Paul,  the  distinguished 
journalist  and  essayist,  made  more  than  one  stay 
in  Westgate.  I  felt  that  I  might  be  con- 
gratulated on  the  many  happy  conditions  which 
surrounded  and  brightened  my  retirement,  and 
I  hope  I  was  properly  thankful  for  that  restora- 
tion to  health  which  enabled  me  to  enjoy  all  the 
many  advantages  of  my  new  life.  Many  of  the 
brightest  days  I  have  ever  known  were  spent 
in  that  quiet  village  which  I  had  looked  upon 
merely  as  a  temporary  refuge,  which  had,  indeed, 
seemed  like  a  prison  to  me  when  first  it  was 
made  certain  that  I  must  not  think  of  leaving 
it  for  years  to  come.  In  sober  truth,  although 
I  was  still  an  invalid  and  compelled  to  arrange 
all  the  details  of  my  daily  life  accordingly,  I 
positively  began  to  feel  much  younger  than  I 
had  felt  during  my  later  years  in  London.  I 
do  not  propose   to  give  my  readers  a  description 

of  the   books    I    worked    at    since    my  settlement 
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by  the  sea,  but  there  are  some  of  them  which 
may  be  made  the  subject  of  a  passing  notice. 
I  finished  in  Westgate-on-Sea  my  "  History  of 
the  Four  Georges."  The  first  volume  of  this 
history  was  published  in  1884.  The  second  made 
its  appearance  in  1890,  so  that  there  was  an  in- 
terval of  six  years  between  the  issue  of  the  first 
and  second  volume.  My  incessant  parliamentary 
work  during  those  years  had  prevented  me  from 
giving  that  steady  attention  and  careful  pre- 
paration indispensable  to  the  production  of  any 
manner  of  historical  narrative  which  claims  to  be 
worth  putting  on  the  shelves  of  a  library.  After 
the  second  volume  had  come  out  there  was  another 
long  interval,  again  caused  by  my  absorption  in 
political  and  parliamentary  work,  and  then  came 
the  break-down  of  my  health  and  my  consequent 
withdrawal  from  London  life.  Now  that  I  found 
myself  recovering  once  more,  and  had  tested  my 
strength  by  other  writings,  I  resolved  to  settle 
down  at  once  to  the  completion  of  the  "  Four 
Georges."  In  this  task  I  received  the  most  effec- 
tive help  from  my  son,  who  spent  all  the  time 
he  could  spare  from  London  with  my  daughter 
and  me  in  our  seaside  retirement.  The  second, 
third,  and  fourth  volumes,  including  the  reign 
of  William  the  Fourth,  appeared  in  1901,  and 
bore  on  their  title-pages  the  names  of  the  two 
authors  who  had  collaborated  in  their  prepara- 
tion. The  three  novels  I  wrote  in  literary  col- 
laboration with  my  friend    Mrs.   Campbell   Praed, 
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and  the  third  and  fourth  volumes  of  the  Georges, 
were  the  only  volumes  produced  in  literary  co- 
operation. My  son  was  soon  destined  to  accom- 
plish a  dramatic  success  which  naturally  inspired 
him  to  give  up  his  whole  time  to  dramatic  work. 
He  had  in  previous  years  made  an  encouraging 
success  by  the  writing  of  plays  belonging  to  the 
order  of  modern  comedy,  plays  which  dealt  alto- 
gether with  the  ways  of  social  life  in  the  England 
of  our  time.  In  one  instance  he  had  taken  the 
central  idea  of  his  play  from  a  modern  French 
comedy,  but  he  had  so  completely  Anglicised  the 
scenes  and  characters  as  to  convert  it  almost 
into  an  original  English  play.  This  piece,  which 
was  called  "  The  Candidate,"  met  with  a  distinct 
success,  and  offered  much  temptation  to  my  son 
to  devote  himself  altogether  to  light  comedy  of 
the  same  order.  His  own  strong  and  sincere 
inclinations  were,'  as  I  well  knew,  for  the  writing 
of  poetic  and  romantic  dramas  which  would  carry 
his  audiences  away  from  the  narrow  limits  of 
the  modern  stage,  and  should  strive  to  recall 
some  audiences  at  least  to  the  realms  of  imagina- 
tion and  of  poetical  feeling.  Not  long  after  the 
publication  of  the  two  historical  volumes  which 
came  from  our  collaboration  he  achieved  a  remark- 
able success  by  his  drama  "If  I  Were  King." 
This  play  had  a  great  reception  in  the  United 
States  and  in  England.  It  became  necessary  for 
my  son  to  spend  a  considerable  time  in  America 
in  order  to  look  after  the  theatrical  production  of 
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his  drama.  "  If  I  Were  King  "  was  soon  followed 
by  the  writing  and  the  production  of  "  The  Proud 
Prince,"  which  seems  to  have  achieved  a  yet 
greater  success  in  the  United  States  than  its  pre- 
decessor. My  son  had  now  found  his  true  literary 
path,  and  much  as  I  had  enjoyed  his  co-operation 
in  my  historical  work,  I  welcomed  with  the  most 
cordial  delight  the  success  which  had  come  to  him 
in  that  field  of  poetic  and  imaginative  drama  which 
it  had  ever  been  his  ambition  to  cultivate. 

While  my  son  was  on  the  other  side  of  the 
Atlantic  I  began  my  "  Reign  of  Queen  Anne," 
which  my  publishers,  Messrs.  Chatto  &  Windus, 
who  brought  out  "  The  History  of  Our  Own 
Times"  and  "The  Four  Georges,"  had  urged  me 
to  attempt.  The  task  was  in  every  way  delight- 
ful to  me,  but  I  felt  much  doubt  as  to  whether 
I  could  add  anything  to  the  many  narratives 
already  published  in  commemoration  of  the  im- 
portant events  and  the  illustrious  figures  of  that 
most  memorable  period.  It  did  not,  however, 
need  much  pressure  to  induce  me  to  venture  on 
a  piece  of  work  so  thoroughly  congenial  with  my 
historical  and  literary  tastes,  and  I  set  about  my 
labours  with  renewed  energy.  I  could  not  help 
at  the  time  reflecting  on  the  somewhat  curious 
fortune  which  had  made  my  historical  productions 
retrace  history  from  the  actual  present  to  the 
already  distant  past.  Most  writers  of  history 
begin  with  the  past  and  bring  the  story  nearer 
and  nearer  to  the  present.     I  began  with  the  story 
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of  our  own  times  of  events  all  of  which  had  hap- 
pened since  my  birth  and  many  under  my  own 
observation,  and  when  I  finished  the  first  four 
volumes  of  that  history  I  had  no  idea  of  going 
backward  into  more  distant  days.  After  a  while 
I  undertook  the  "  Four  Georges,"  and  was  then 
advised  and  encouraged  to  go  still  farther  into 
the  past  and  venture  on  the  story  of  Queen 
Anne's  reign.  I  greatly  enjoyed  my  work  at 
the  Queen  Anne  narrative,  and  its  two  volumes 
made  their  appearance  in  1902.  I  also  wrote 
a  small  volume  called  "  Ireland  and  Her  Story " 
for  "  The  Story  of  the  Empire "  series,  edited 
by  Mr.  Howard  Angus  Kennedy.  Soon  after 
I  brought  out  a  volume  called  "  British  Poli- 
tical Leaders,"  a  collection  in  book  form  of  a 
number  of  articles  which  originally  appeared  in 
The  Outlook  magazine  of  New  York  under  the 
direction  of  my  friend  Mr.  William  B.  Howland. 
My  latest  work  was  called  "  Portraits  of  the 
'Sixties,"  published  in  London  by  Mr.  Fisher  Unwin, 
at  whose  suggestion  and  to  illustrate  whose 
valuable  collection  of  photographs  the  work  was 
undertaken.  Nor  must  I  forget  to  mention,  even 
at  the  risk  of  seeming  to  advertise  myself,  the  fact 
that  during  all  this  busy  time  I  also  planned  and 
completed  a  novel  called  "  Mononia."  This  was 
an  undertaking  entirely  of  my  own  choice.  It 
was  a  story  of  the  Irish  Rebellion  of  "  'Forty- 
eight,"  and  was  intended  to  picture  through  the 
medium   of  a   love-tale   the   condition,   the  hopes, 
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and  the  efforts  of  Young  Ireland  during  that  period 
when  I,  then  a  youth  in  my  eighteenth  year,  first 
became  engaged  in  a  political  struggle  for  the 
National  cause  of  my  country.  "  Mononia "  ap- 
peared in  the  first  instance  as  a  serial  in  The  Free- 
man's Journal  of  Dublin,  and  was  published  in 
London  by  Chatto  &  Windus.  The  book  was 
to  me  a  labour  of  love.  I  entered  on  it  also 
with  the  hope  that  it  might  give  to  English  and 
American  readers  a  fair  and  genuine  description  of 
Ireland's  condition  at  the  time,  and  of  the  feelings 
and  motives  of  those  who,  whether  wisely  or  un- 
wisely, believed  that  it  was  better  even  by  a 
desperate  policy  to  call  the  attention  of  the  world 
to  the  reality  of  Ireland's  National  cause  than  to 
allow  events  to  drag  their  slow  length  along 
without  a  resolute  protest  which  must  resound 
through  all  the  civilised  countries  of  the  earth. 
I  am  afraid  that  the  book  was  not  likely  to  become 
very  popular  among  English  novel  readers,  and 
I  did  not  expect  that  it  would  be  much  in  demand 
at  the  circulating  libraries,  but  I  felt  well  satisfied 
with  the  hope  that  here  and  there  some  English 
man  or  woman  might  read  it,  and  find  that  it 
appealed  to  their  sympathies  with  the  cause  of  an 
oppressed  nationality  for  whose  sufferings  English 
rule  was  mainly  responsible.  Though  the  book 
never  became  popular,  I  have  nothing  whatever 
to  complain  of  as  to  the  manner  in  which  it 
was  reviewed  by  the  English  journals.  Many 
kindly  things  were  said  of  it  even  in  newspapers 


RETIREMENT  407 

which  could  not  be  expected  to  have  any  sympathy 
with  the  Irish  National  cause,  and  no  feeling  of 
political  prejudice  appears  to  have  affected  its 
British  reviewers.  I  had  put  a  good  deal  of  my 
own  early  life  and  early  companionships,  and  of 
the  atmosphere  and  scenery  by  which  these  were 
surrounded,  into  the  novel,  although  the  love-story 
was  entirely  a  creature  of  my  own  imagination. 
I  felt  in  writing  it  as  if  I  were  offering  a  tribute 
to  the  memory  of  the  dead  and  a  message  of 
encouragement  to  the  living  National  cause. 

Thus  the  months  and  the  years  passed  away 
in  quietude  and  in  work,  which  although  easy,  and 
purposely  made  easy,  was  continuous  and  was  never 
neglected.  One  event  came  to  pass  which  could 
not  but  be  regarded  as  memorable  in  a  life  like 
mine.  I  had  at  last  made  up  my  mind  reluctantly 
indeed,  and  only  on  the  pressure  of  wise  counsels, 
that  there  was  no  likelihood  of  my  being  able  to 
return  to  the  work  of  the  Pouse  of  Commons. 
My  constituents  of  Longford  were  most  patient 
and  tolerant,  and  I  believe  that  if  I  could  have 
formed  any  hopes  of  a  return  within  a  reasonable 
time  to  parliamentary  duties,  they  would  have 
allowed  me  the  longest  possible  period  of  rest  nor 
have  expressed  any  wish  for  my  resignation.  But 
the  political  period  was  one  of  great  importance 
for  the  Irish  National  cause  ;  a  General  Election 
was  certain  to  come  soon,  and  in  the  new  Parlia- 
ment Ireland  must  have  her  full  number  of  active 
and  constantly  attending  members   in   the   House 
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of  Commons.  The  Irish  National  party  was  now 
thoroughly  united  under  the  leadership  of  John 
Redmond,  and  it  was  absolutely  necessary  that 
the  party  should  show  its  strength  in  the  divi- 
sions as  well  as  the  debates  of  the  House.  When 
the  dissolution  of  the  existing  Parliament  was 
evidently  near  at  hand  I  wrote  to  my  consti- 
tuents and  announced  my  intention  not  to  seek 
for  re-election.  My  reasons  were  easily  explained. 
I  could  not  promise  constantly  to  attend  Parlia- 
ment, and  I  could  not  be  the  means  of  depriving 
my  constituents  and  my  country  of  their  full 
representation  under  existing  political  conditions. 
My  parliamentary  career  therefore  came  to  an 
end  with  the  General  Election  of  1900,  and  I 
could  not  but  feel  that  the  most  important  part 
of  my  life  had  drawn  to  its  close.  I  hope  I  may 
not  be  considered  too  egotistical  when  I  say  that 
it  must  ever  be  to  me  the  brightest  memory  of  my 
working  lifetime  that  I  was  able  to  give  twenty- 
one  years  of  continuous  service,  such  as  it  was, 
to  the  cause  of  Ireland,  that  I  felt  a  pride,  too, 
in  having  been  so  long  a  member  of  the  House 
of  Commons,  and  that  my  feeling  of  personal  pride 
was  not  lessened  by  the  fact  that  I  had  gained 
nothing  in  the  worldly  sense,  but  on  the  contrary 
had  lost  much  by  turning  from  the  quiet  paths  of 
literature  into  the  excitement  and  the  exhaustion 
of  political  and  parliamentary  warfare.  I  was  not 
vain  enough  to  suppose  that  I  had  rendered  any 
substantial  service  to  the  Irish  National  cause,  but 
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it  was  at  all  events  something  to  have  served 
among  the  representatives  of  Ireland,  and  to  have 
shown  that  I,  too,  could  make  some  sacrifice  for  her 
cause.  So  I  reconciled  myself  to  my  position  and 
bade  farewell  to  parliamentary  life,  not  indeed 
without  a  regretful  glance  backwards  on  the 
stirring  scenes  which  I  was  now  leaving  for 
ever. 

Except  during  the  actual  months  of  my  com- 
plete break-down  from  illness  I  never  ceased  to 
contribute  a  monthly  article  to  The  Independent, 
a  New  York  periodical  to  which  I  became  a 
regular  contributor  during  my  first  visit  to  the 
United  States.  I  had  written  in  the  meantime 
some  short  stories  for  Harper's  Monthly  and  other 
American  magazines,  and  my  books  had  all  found 
publishers  in  America.  It  gave  me  none  the  less 
pleasure  to  be  still  one  of  the  writers  for  an 
American  magazine  like  The  Independent,  because 
the  fact  formed  a  connecting  link  for  me  with 
that  country,  where  I  had  always  been  so  well 
received,  and  where  I  had  made  so  many  dear 
and  valued  friends.  I  have  often  thought,  and 
am  afraid  have  rather  often  said,  that  outside 
my  own  native  land  there  are  four  cities  in  any 
one  of  which  I  feel  sure  I  should  be  content  to 
live,  and  these  four  cities  are  London,  Paris,  Home, 
and  New  York.  My  dealings  with  American  pub- 
lishers have  always  been  most  satisfactory,  and 
I  have  none  but  the  most  genial  memories  of  the 

lengthened  visits  which  I  was  happily  able  to  pay 
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to  that  great  city  on  the  Hudson  River  where  so 
many  bright  days  of  my  life  were  passed. 

I  now  come  to  an  event  in  my  life  which  was 
utterly  unexpected  by  me,  and  to  which  I  must 
ever  look  back  with  gratitude.  In  the  early 
part  of  the  year  1903  I  received  from  the  Prime 
Minister,  Mr.  Arthur  James  Balfour,  the  announce- 
ment that  King  Edward  VII.  was  about  to  confer 
upon  me  a  pension  from  the  Crown  because  of 
services  which  the  Prime  Minister  was  kind 
enough  to  say  I  had  rendered  to  literature.  Mr. 
Balfour  observed  that  such  a  pension  had  nothing 
to  do  with  political  questions,  and  he  added  that 
the  Ministry  had  recommended  the  Boyal  favour 
without  having  consulted  me  on  the  subject. 
When  it  is  remembered  that  Mr.  Balfour  and 
his  colleagues  formed  a  strongly  Conservative  ad- 
ministration, and  that  during  the  whole  of  my 
parliamentary  career  I  had  been  an  unceasing 
opponent  of  Conservative  policy,  it  will  be  seen 
at  once  how  generous  and  disinterested  was  their 
action  towards  me. 

I  remain,  therefore,  a  quiet  observer  of  the 
active  world  and  its  movements  from  this  un- 
eventful place  of  observation.  I  have  seen  with 
intense  satisfaction  the  Irish  National  party  be- 
coming more  and  more  thoroughly  united  in  the 
maintenance  of  the  Irish  cause  and  in  its  methods 
of  action  towards  that  end.  I  have  felt,  too, 
an  increasing  pride  and  pleasure  in  the  spread  of 
the    National    spirit    throughout    Ireland    and    in 


RETIREMENT  411 

that  one  of  its  later  developments  which  strives 
with  a  continually  growing  success  for  the  revival 
of  that  ancient  language  and  literature  which 
seem  to  belong  to  the  very  atmosphere  of  Ire- 
land, and  to  be  as  much  a  part  of  her  charac- 
teristic life  as  are  her  mountains,  her  lakes,  her 
green  valleys,  and  her  rushing  rivers.  I  may  say 
that  I  have  even  been  endeavouring  of  late  to  em- 
ploy some  of  my  spare  moments  for  the  purpose 
of  making  myself  acquainted  with  the  elements 
of  that  which  might  well  be  considered  my  native 
language,  but  which  since  my  boyish  days  I  had 
never  found  leisure  or  opportunity  to  study.  I 
think  that  with  the  mention  of  this  somewhat 
belated  effort  on  my  part  the  story  of  this  Irishman 
may  be  brought  to  an  appropriate  close. 


THE    END 
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by.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Leonora.        I         A  Great  Man. 
Teresa  of  Watling  Street.    With  8 

Illustrations  by  Frank  Gillett. 
Tales  of  the  Five  Towns. 
Sacred  and  Profane  Love. 
Hugo.        

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 
Anna  of  the  Five  Towns. 
The  Gates  of  Wrath. 

The  Grand  Babylon  Hotel;  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3$.  6d.  -,  Popular  Edition, 
medium  8vo,  6d. 


BENNETT  iW.   C.).— Songs  for 

Sailors.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  2s. 


BEWICK    (THOMAS)    and    His 

Pupils.    By  Austin  Dop.son.    With  95 
Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  3.5.  6d. 


BIERCE  (AMBROSE).— In    the 

Midst  of  Life.  Ci  own  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2\\ 


BILL  NYE'S  Comic   History  of 

the  United  States.     With  146  Musts. 
by  F.  Opper.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  35.  6rf. 


BINDLOSS  (HAROLD),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
The  Concession-Hunters. 
The  Mistress  of  Bonaventure. 
Daventry^s  Daughter. 

A  Sower  of  Wheat.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  6d. 
Ainslie's    Ju-Ju.      Crown    8vo,    cloth, 
35.  6d.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  bark.  2s. 


BLAKE  (WILLIAM),  The  Poet- 
ical Works  of.  Edited  by  Edwin  J. 
Ellis.  With  2  Portraits.  2  Vols.,  small 
demy  Svo,  cloth,  12s.  net. 
William  Blake:  Etchings  from  bis 
Works  by  W.  B.  Scott.  10  Ind^a  pr.  ofs, 
with  Descriptive  Text.  Colombia  folio, 
half-cloth,  12$.  6d.  net. 


BLUN DELL'S  Worthies,  1604- 

1904.     By  M.  L.  Banks,  M.A.    With  10 
Illustrats.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  7s.  6d.  net. 

BOCCACCIO.— the   Decameron^ 

With  a  Portrait.     Pott   8vo,   cloth,   gilt 
top,  2s.  net  ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  js.  net. 


BODKIN  (Mc.D.,  K.C.),  Books  by. 
Dora  Myrl,  the   Lady  Detective. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d. ;  picture  cl.,  flat  back,  2s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3.?.  6d.  each. 
Shillelagh  and  Shamrock. 
Patsey  the  Qmadaun. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  W.C. 


BESANT  and  RICE,  Novels  by. 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth,   3s.    dd.  each  ;     post  8vo, 
Must.  bds.  2s.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  dd.  each. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 

My  Little  Girl. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

By  Celia's  Arbour. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


BESANT    (Sir    WALTER), 

Novels  by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  dd. 
each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  dd.  each. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
Wiith  12  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Captains'  Room,  &c. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair.  With  6  Illus- 
trations by  Hakky  Furniss. 

Dorothy  Forster.    With  Frontispiece. 

Uncle  Jack,  and  other  Stones. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  FORESTIER. 

Herr  Paulus. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom.  With 
Illusts.  by  A.  Forestier  and  F.  Waddy. 

To  Call  Her  Mine,  &c.  With  9  Illus- 
trations by  A.  Forestier. 

The  Holy  Rose,  &c.    With  Frontispiece. 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse.  With  12  Illus- 
trations by  F.  Barnard. 

St.  Katherine's  by  the  Tower. 
.  With  12  Illustrations  by  C.  Green. 

Verbena  Camellia  Stephanotis. 

The  Ivory  Gate. 

The  Rebel  Queen. 

Beyond  the  Dreams  of  Avarice. 
With  12  Illustrations  by  W.  H.  Hyde. 

In  Deacon's  Orders,  &c.  With  Frontis. 

The  Revolt  of  Man. 

The  Master  Craftsman. 

The  City  of  Refuge. 

Crown  8V'>.  cloth  3s.  dd.  each. 

A  Fountain  Sealed. 

The  Changeling. 

The  Fourth  Generation. 

The  Orange  Girl.  With  8  Illustrations 
by  F.  Pegram. 

The  Alabaster  Box. 

The  Lady  of  Lynn.  Wirh  12  Illustra- 
tions by  G.  Demain-Hammond. 

No  Other  Way.  With  12  Illustrations 
by  C.  D.  Ward. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2.?.  each' 

St.  Katherine's  by  the  Tower. 

The  Rebel  Queen. 

Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Editions,  pott 
8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  each  ;  leather, 
gilt  edges,  3s.  net  each. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 

London. 

Sir  Richard  Whittington. 

Gaspard  de  Coligny. 


BESANT     (Sir    WALTER), 

Novels  by — continued. 
Popular  F2ditions,  medium  8vo,  dd.  each. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Orange  Girl. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
Dorothy  Forster. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth,  Js.  dd.  each. 
London.    With  125  Illustrations. 
Westminster.    With  Etching   by  F.  S. 

Walker,  and  130  Illustrations. 
South  London.     With  Etching  by  F.  S. 

Walker,  and  iiS  Illustrations. 
East  London.    With  Etching  by  F.  S. 

Walker,  and  56  Illustrations  by   PHIL 

May,  L.  Raven  Hill,  and  J.  Pennei .1.. 
Jerusalem.     By  Walter  Besaxt  and 

E.  H.  Palmer.    With  Map  and  12  Illusts. 

Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6s.  each. 
As  We  Are  and  As  We  May  Be. 
Essays  and  Historiettes. 
The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jeffe;  ies. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  dd.  each. 
Fifty  Years  Ago.    With  144  musts. 
Gaspard  de  Coligny.    With  a  Port  1  ait. 
Sir  Richard  Whittington. 
The     Charm,   and   other  Drawing-room 

Plays.    With  50  Illustrations  by   Chris 

Hammond,  &c. 

Art  of  Fiction.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  is.net- 

BOURGET    (PAUL).— A  Living 

Lie.    Translated  by  John  De  Villiers, 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ts.  dd. 


BOYD.— A  Versailles  Christmas- 

tide.     Bv  Mary  Stuart  Boyd.    With 
53  Illusts.  by  A.  S.  Boyd.  Fcap.  4(0,  cl.,  6>. 


BOYLE    (F.),    Works    by.     Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Chronicles  of  No-Man's  Land. 
Camp  Notes.         |         Savage  Life. 


BRAND    (JOHN).— Observations 

on    Popular    Antiquities.     Wiih    the 

Additions  ot  Sir  Henry  Ellis.    Crown 
8vo.    cloth,  3s.  dd. 


BREWER'S  (Rev.   Dr )   Diction- 

aries.     Gown  Svo,  cloth,  3.1.  6,/.  each. 
ThcReader'sHandbook  of  Famous 

Names    in    Fiction,    Allusions, 

References,     Proverbs,    PJois, 

Stories,  and  Poems. 
A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 

Realistic,  and  Dogmal ic. 


BREWSTER    (Sir    DAVID), 

Works  by.  Post  8vo,  cl  >th,  4s.  6  /.  each. 
More  Worlds   than  One:     CreeJ  of 

Philosopher,  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates. 
The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Galileo, 

Tycho  BRAHE,  and  KEPLER. 

Letters  on   Natural    Magic.    With 
numerous  Illustrations. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


BRAYSHAW(J.  DODSWORTH). 

—Slum  Silhouettes :  St<  tries  of  London 
Life.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $s.  td. 


BRIGHT  (FLORENCE). -A   Girl 

Capitalist.     Crown  8vo  cloth,  6s. 


BRILLAT-SAVARIN.  —Gastro- 
nomy as  a  Fine  Art.  Translated  by 
R.  E.  Anderson.    Post  8vo,  half-cl.,  2.y. 


BRYDEN    (H.    A.).— An    Exiled 

Scot.        With     Frontispiece    by     J.    S. 
Crompton,  R.I.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d. 


BRYDGES  (HAROLD).  —  Uncle 

Sam  at  Home.    With  91  Illusts.    Post 
8vo,  illust.  boards   2s.  ;  cloth  limp.  2s.6d. 


BUCHANAN  (ROBERT),  Poems 

and  Novels  by. 
Tha  Complete  Poetical  Works  ot 
Robert  Buchanan.    2  Vols.,  crown 
8vo,  buckram,  with  Portrait  Frontispiece 
to  each  volume,  12s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d.  each  ;    post  8vo, 

illustr.ited  boards,  2%.  each. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the    Man.    With  11  Illustra- 
tions by  F,  Barnard. 
Lady  Kilpatrick. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water.  |  Foxglove  Manor. 
The  New  Abelard.  |  Rachel  Dene. 
Matt:  A  Story  of  a  Caravan. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d.  each. 
Red  and  White  Heather. 
Andromeda. ^^^ 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6rf.  each. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
Cod  and  the  Man. 

The  Charlatan.  By  Robert  Buchanan 
and  Henry  Murray.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
with  Frontispiece  by  T.  H.  Robinson, 
35.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s 


BURGESS  (GELETT)  and  WILL 

IRWIN. —  The    Picaroons:    A  San 
Francisco  Night's   Entertainment. 

Crown  8vo,  clolh.  3.5.  td 


BURN5  (ROBERT).— The  Cot- 
ter's Saturday  Night.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  A.  S.  Hoyd     Kcap.  4to.  cl.,  6s.  net. 


BURTON     (ROBERT).    —   The 

Anatomy  of  Melancholy.     Demy  8vo, 
cloth   ys.  6d. 


CAMERON    (Commander  V. 

LOVETT).  —  The  Cruise  of  the 
'Black  Prince'  Privateer.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth,  with  2  Illustrations  bv  P.  Macnab, 
3S.  f'd  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. 


CAMPBELL  (A.  GODRIC).  — 
Fleur-  de-  Camp:  a  Daughter  of 
France.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


CAINE  (HALL),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  td.  each  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards.  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.  |  The  Deemster. 

Also  Library  Editions  of  the  three  novels, 
crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each  ;  Cheap  Popu- 
lar Editions,  medium  8vo,porlrait  cover, 
6d.  each  ;  and  the  Fine  Paper  Edition 
of  The  Deemster,  pott  8vo,  cloth, 
gilt  top,  2s.net  ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  35.net. 


CAPTAIN     COIGNET,     Soldier 

of  the   Empire.    Edited  by  Loredan 
LarcheY',  and  Translated  by  Mrs.  Carey. 
With  100  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  $<.6d. 


CARLYLE  (THOMAS).— On  the 

Choice  of  Books.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


CARRUTH     (HAYDEN).  —  The 

Adventures  of  Jones.  With  17  Illus- 
trations. Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  ; 
cloth,  is.  6d. 


CHAMBERS     (ROBERT     W.), 

Stories  of  Paris  Life  by. 
The    King    in   Yellow.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  fcap.  8vo, cloth  limp,  2*  67/. 
In  the  Quarter.  Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGE)  Works. 

Vol.  I.,  Plays  Complete,  including  the 
Doubtful  Ones. — Vol.  II.,  Poems  and 
Minor  Translations,  with  Essay  by  A.  C. 
Swinburne,— Vol.  III.,  Translations  of 
the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 


CHAUCER  for  Children:  A  Gol- 
den Key.  By  Mrs.  H.R.  Haweis.  With 
8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcut*. 
Crown  4to,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.  With  the  story 
of  his  Times  and  his  Work.  By  Mrs. 
H.  R.  Haweis.  With  Frontispiece. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth.  2s.  6d. 


CHESS,  The  Laws  and  Practice 

of.  With  an  Analysis  of  the  Openings. 
By  Howard  Staunton.  Edited  by 
R.  B.  Wormald.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  5s. 

The  Minor  Tactics  of  Chess:  A 
Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the 
Forces  in  obedience  to  Strategic  Principle. 
By  F.  K.  Young  and  E.  C.  Howell. 
Fcap  8vo,  clolh,  2s.  6d. 

The  Hastings  Chess  Tournament. 
The  Authorised  Account  of  the  230  Games 
played  Aug.-Sept.,  1895  With  Annota- 
tions by  Pillsbury,  Lasker,  Tarrasch, 
Steinitz,  Schiffers,  Teichmann,  Bar- 
deleben  blackburne,  gunsberg, 
Tinsley,  Mason,  and  Albin  ;  Biographi- 
cal Sketches,  and  22  Portraits.  Edited  by 
H.  F.  Cheshire.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  e#. 


CLIVE  (Mrs.  ARCHER),  NoveLs 

by.    Post  8vo,  cloth.  3.?.  6d.  each  ;  illus- 
trated boards.  2s.  each. 

Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 


Ill   ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  W.C. 


CLARE  (AUSTIN),  Stories  by. 

For  the  Love  of  a  Lass.    Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 
By  the  Rise  of  the  River.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  3.?  bd. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6j.  each. 
The  Tideway. 
Randal  of  Randalholme. 


CLODD      (EDWARD). —Myths 

and  Dreams.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3?.  bd. 


MACLAREN), 

Post  8vo,  illus- 


COBBAN  (J 
Novels  by. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

trated  boards,  2j. 
The  Red  Sultan.    Crown  8vp,  cloth, 

3$.  '■!■  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 
The  Burden  of  Isabel.    Crown  8vo 

cloth,  3.!.  bd. 


COLLINS  (J.  CHURTON,  M.A.), 
Books  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Illustrations  of  Tennyson. 
Jonathan  Swift . 

COLLINS   (MORTIMER-^ 

FRANCES),  Novels  by.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3.9.  bd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  is.  each. 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

You  Play  me  False. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

The  Village  Comedy. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
Transmigration. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Sweet  and  Twenty. 
Frances. 


COLMAN'5  (GEORGE)  Humor- 
ous Works :  '  Broad  Grins,'  '  My 
Nightgown  and  Slippers,'  &c.  With 
Life  and  Frontis.     Crown  8vo,  cl..  3s.  bd. 


COLLINS  (W1LKIE),  Novels  by. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  ?s.  bd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture 
boards,  2.?.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  bd.  each. 

Antonina.     |      Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek 

The  Woman  in  White. 

The   Moonstone.  I  Man  and  Wife. 

The  Dead  Secret.    |     After  Dark. 

The  Queen  of  Hearts. 

No  Name  My  Miscellanies. 

Armadale.  Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs  ?  I   The  Black  Robe. 

The  New  Magdalen. 

Frozen  Deep,  j    A  Rogue's  Life. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Destinies, 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 

Jezebel's  Daughter. 

Heart  and  Science.  I  '  I  Say  No.' 

The  Evil  Genius.  |  Little  Novels. 

The  Legacy  of  Cain,  j  Blind  Love 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  bd.  each 
The  Woman  in  White. 
Moonstone.  |  The  New  Magdalen. 
The  Dead  Secret  No  Name. 

Man  and  Wife  Armadale. 


The  Woman  in  White.  Large  Type, 
Fine  Paper  Edition.  Pott  8vo,  cloth, 
gilt  top,  is.  net  :  leather,  git  edges,  35  net. 

The  Frozen  Deep.  Large  Type  Edi  r. 
Fcap.  8vo,  cl.,  i.v.  net  ;  leather,  is.  bd.  net. 


COLQUHOUN    (M.    J.).— Every 

Inch   a  Soldier.      Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
Zs.  bd.\  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 


COLOUR-BOOKS. 

Switzerland  and  its  People.    By 

Clarence  Rook.  With  50  Illustrations 
in  Three  Colours  by  EFFIE  JaRDINE,  and 
24  in  Two  Tints.  Crown  4to,  cloih,  20s. 
net.  [Shortly. 

The  Rhine.  By  H.  J.  Mackindf.r. 
With  numerous  Illustrations  in  Three 
Colours  by  Effie  JaRDINE.  Crown  4'.o, 
cloth,  20s.  net.  [S/wtly. 

Cairo,  Jerusalem,  and  Damascus. 
By  D.  S.  Margoliouth,  Litt.D.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  in  Three  Colours 
by  W.  S.  Tyrwhitt,  R.B.A-,  and 
Reginald  Barratt,  A.R.W.S.  Crown 
4to,  cloth,  20s  net.  [Shortly. 

The  Colour  of  London.  Bv  Rev. 
W.  J.  Loftie,  F.S  A.  With  Introduction 
by  M.  H.  SPIELMANN,  F.S.A.,  and  Illus- 
trations in  Three  Colours  and  Sepia. 
Crown  4to,  cloth,  20s.  net.  [Shortly. 

Venice.  By  Beryl  de  Selincourt  and 
MAY  Stfrge-HenDERSON.  With  Illus- 
trations in  Three  Colours  by  Reginald 
Barratt,  A.R.W.S.  Fcap.  4t«>,  cloth, 
10s.  bd.  net.  [Shortly. 

*«*    Prospectuses  of  these  Books  may  be  had. 


COLT-BREAKING, Hints  on.  By 

W.  M.  Hutchison.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  is.  bd. 

COMPTON  (HERBERT),  by. 

The    Inimitable    Mrs.    Massing- 

ham .     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3$.  bd. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  bs.  each. 
The  Wilful  Way. 
The  Queen  can  do  no  Wrong. 
To  Defeat  the  Ends  of  Justice. 


COOPER 

Hamilton. 


(E.    H.).— Geoffory 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 


CORNISH  (J.  F.).— Sour  Grapes. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  bs. 


C  0  R  N  W  A  L  L.—  Popular 

Romances  of  the  West  of  England  : 

The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  by  Robert 
Hunt,  F.R.S.  With  two  Plates  by 
George  Cruikshank.   Ct.8vo,  cl.  js. bd. 


COVENT  GARDEN  THEATRE, 

The  Annals  of,  from  1732  to  1897.  By 
HENRY  Saxe  WYNDHAM.  With  45  Illus- 
trations. Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth, 
21s.  net. 


CRADDOCK  (C.  EGBERT),  by. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky 

Mountains.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
His    Vanished     Star.     Crown    8vo 

cloth,  35.  bd. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


CRESSWELL       (HENRY).  —  A 

Lady  of  Misrule.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


CRIM    (MATT).— Adventures  of 

a  Fair  Rebel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  25. 


CROCKETT  (S.  R.)  and  others.— 

Tales    of     our     Coast.      By    S.     R. 

Crockett,  Gilbert  Parker,  Harold 
Frederic,  'Q.,'and  W.Clark  Russell 
With  13  Illustrations  by  Frank  Brang- 
WYN.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


CROKER  (Mrs.  B.  M.),   Novels 

by.      Crown    Svo,   cloth,   3;.  6d.   each  ; 

post  Svo,   illustrated    boards,   2s.  each  ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville. 
Proper  Pride. 
A  Bird  of  Passage. 
Diana  Barrington. 
Two  Masters.       1       Interference. 
A  Family  Likeness. 
A  Third  Person.      |      Mr.  Jervis. 
Village  Tales  &  Jungle  Tragedies. 
The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 
Married  or  Single? 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 
In  the  Kingdom  of  Kerry: 
Miss  Balmaine's  Past. 
Jason.  I   Beyond  the  Pale. 

Terence;    With  6  Illusts.  by  s.  Paget. 
The  Cat's-paw.    With   12  Illustrations 
by  Fred  Pegram. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo, 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Infatuation.       |    Some  One  Else. 

'  To   Let.'     Post  Svo,  picture  boards,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2j.  6d. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  bd.  each. 
Diana  Barrington. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville. 
A  Bird  of  Passage. 
Beyond  the  Pale. 


The  Spanish  Necklace. 

cloth,  6s. 


Crown  Svo 
[.Shortly. 


CRUIKSHANK'S  COMIC  AL- 
MANACK. Complete  in  Two  Series. 
The  First,  from  1835  to  1843  ;  the 
Second,  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering 
of  the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray, 
Hood,  Albert  Smith,  &c.  With  nu- 
merous Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts 
by  Cruikshank,  Landells,  &c.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  js.  6d.  each. 
The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank. 
By  Bi.anchakd  Jerkold.  With  84  Illus- 
trations and  a  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d. 


CUMMING    (C.    F.    GORDON), 

Works  by.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
In  the  Hebrides.  With  24  Illustrations. 
In   the    Himalayas    and   on   the 

Indian  Plains.  With  42  Illustrations 
Two    Happy    Years    in    Ceylon. 

With  28  Illustrations. 
Yla  Cornwall  to  Egypt.    Frontis. 


CUSSANS  (JOHN  E.).— A  Hand- 
book of  Heraldry;  including  instruc- 
tions for  Tracing  Pedigrees,  Deciphering 
Ancient  MSS.,  &c.  With  408  Woodcuts 
and  2  Colrd.  Plates.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


CYCLING,  HUMOURS  OF.     By 

Jerome  K  Jerome,  H.  G.Wells,  Barry 
Pain,  C.  Rook,  Pett  Ridge,  J.  F.Sulli- 
van, &c.  With  Musts.  Cr.  Svo.cl.,  is.  net. 


DAUDET     (ALPHONSE).  — The 

Evangelist;     or,     Port    Salvation. 

Translated  by  C.  H.  Meltzer.     Cr.  8vo, 
cloth,  3s  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,2s. 


DAVENANT  (FRANCIS).— Hints 

for  Parents  on  the  Choice  of  a 
Profession  for  their  Sons  when 
Starting   in  Life.     Crown  8vo,  is.  6d. 


DAVIDSON  (HUGH  COLEMAN). 

—Mr.  Sadler's   Daughters.      Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


DAVIES    (Dr. 

Works  by.    Cr 


N.  E.  YORKE-), 

Svo,  is.  ea.;  cl..  15.  6d.  ea. 
One  Thousand    Medical    Maxims 

and  Surgical  Hints. 
Nursery  Hints :  A  Mother's  Guide. 
Foods   for  the  Fat:    Dietetic  Cure  of 

Corpulency.Gout,  and  excessive  Leanness. 


Aids  to  Long  Life. 

cioth,  2.9.  6d. 


Crown  Svo,  2s. ; 


DAVIES'  (Sir  JOHN)   Complete 

Poetical  Works.  Edited  with  Notes, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  810,  cloth,  3.?.  6d.  each. 


DEAKIN  (DOROTHEA),  Stories 

by.     Crown  Svo,  clolh,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Poet  and  the  Pierrot. 
The  Princess  &  the  Kitchen-maid. 

DEFOE  (DANIEL).  —  Robinson 

Crusoe.  With  37  illusts.  by  George 
Cruikshank.  Large  Type,  Fine  Paper 
Edition.  Pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 


DE  GUERIN  (MAURICE),   The 

Journal  of.     With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte- 
Beuve.     Fcap.  Svo,  half-cloth,  2s.  6d. 


DE     MAISTRE     (XAVIER).— A 

Journey  Round  my  Room.    Transl. 

H  ENRY  ATTWELL.    Post  8 vo,  clot  h,  2s.  6.1. 


DEMILLE  (JAMES).— AStrange 
Manuscript  found  in  a  Copper 
Cylinder.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  with  19 
Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul,  3s.  6d. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


DEVONSHIRE  SCENERY,  The 

History  of.  By  Arthur  W.  Clayden, 
M.A.  With  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth,  ioc,  (id.  net. 


DEWAR    (T.    R.).  —  A    Ramble 

Round  the  Qlobe.     With  220  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7.5.  6d. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  W.C. 


DE  WINDT  (HARRY).— Through 
the  Gold-Fields  of  Alaska  to 
Bering  Straits.  With  Map  and  33 
Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


DICKENS  (CHARLES),  The  Life 

of,  as  Revealed  in  his  Writings.   By 

Percy  Fitzgerald,  F.S.A.  With  2  Por- 
traits and  2  Facsimile  Letters.  2  vols., 
demy  8vo,  cloth,  21s.  net. 
The  Pocket  Charles  Dickens :  being 
Favourite  Passages  chosen  by  ALFRED 
H.  Hyatt.  i6mo, cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net 
leather,  gilt  top,  35.  net. 


DICTIONARIES. 
The  Reader's  Handbook  of 
Famous  Names  in  Fiction, 
Allusions,  References,  Pro- 
verbs,Plots,  Stories, and  Poems 
By  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

A      Dictionary       of       Miracles 

Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL,D.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Familiar  Allusions.  By  William  A. 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth,  7s.  6d.  net. 

Familiar  Short  Savings  of  Great 
Men.  With  Historical  and  Explanatory 
Notes  by  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  Js.  6d. 

The  Slang  Dictionary :  Etymological, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  6s.  6d. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A 
Dictiomry  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.5.  6d. 


DILKE   (Sir  CHARLE5,  M.P.). 

— The  British  Empire.      Crown  8vo, 
buckram,  3s.  6d. 


DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  Works  by. 

Thomas  Bewick  and  his  Pupils. 

With  95  lllusts.    Sq.  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  td. 

Crown  Svo,  buckram,  6s.  each. 
Four    Frenchwomen.     With    Four 
Portraits. 

Eighteenth    Century    Vignettes. 

in  Three  Series,  each  6s.  ;  also  a  Fine- 
paper  Edit  on  of  the  First  Series,  pott 
8vo,  cloth,  2s.  net  ;  leather,  3s.  net. 

A  Paladin  of  Philanthropy,  and 
other  Papers.     With  2  Illustrations. 
Side-walk  Studies.     With  ,  lllusts. 


DOBSON  (W.  T.).  —  Poetical  In- 
genuities and  Eccentricities.  Post 
8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


DOWLINQ     (RICHARD).  --  Old 
Corcoran's  Money.    Gr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  6d. 


DOYLE  (A.  CONAN).— The  Firm 

of  Girdlestone.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


DONOVAN     (DICK),     Detective 

Stories    by.       Post     8vo,     illustrated 
boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Riddles  Read.     |  Link  by  Link. 

Caught  at  Last. 

Suspicion  Aroused; 

Tracked  and  Taken. 

Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 

In  the  Grip  of  the  daw. 

From  Information  Received. 

Tracked  to  Doom. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3?.  6d.  each. 

Tyler  Tatlock,  Private  Detective. 

Deacon  Brodie  ;  or,  Behind  the  Mask. 

Crown  Svo,  cl.,  3?.  6d.  each  ;  picture  cl., 
flat  back,  2s.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  Man  from  Manchester. 

The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $s.^d. each;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. each;  cloth  limp, 2s. 6d.  each 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
Chronicles  of  Michael  Danevitch. 

The    Records   of  Yincent   Trill. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  picture  cloth, 

flat  back,  2s. 
The  Man-Hunter.  Post  Svo, illustrated 

boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. ;  picture 

cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Tales  of  Terror.    Crown  Svo,  cloth, 

3s.  6d. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Dark  Deeds.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp, 

2s.  6d. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Wanted!      Crown  Svo,  picture  cloth,  flat 

back,  2s.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  


DRAMATISTS,    THE    OLD. 

Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth,  with  Portraits,  3s.  6d.  per  Vol. 

Ben  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes, 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  WILLIAM  GlFFORD. 
Three  Vols. 

Chapman's  Works.  Three  Vols.  Vol. 
I.  contains  the  Plays  complete  ;  Vol.  II„ 
Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Essay  by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III., 
Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

Marlowe's  Works.    One  Vol. 

Massinger's  Plays.  From  Gifford's 
Text.    One  Vol. 

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE, 

Books  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d.  each. 
A    Social    Departure.       With    111 

Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
An   American   Girl    in    London. 

With  So  Illustrations  by  F.  H. TOWNSEND. 
The     Simple    Adventures    of    a 

Memsahib.    With  37  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth, 3s.  6d.  each. 
A  Laughter  of  To-Day. 
Vernon's  Aunt.    With  47  Illustrations. 

DUTT  CROMESH  C.).— England 

and  India:  Progress  during  One 
Hundred  Years.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s. 


DYSON     (EDWARD).  —  In    the 

Roaring  Fifties.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


EARLY  ENGLISH   POETS. 

Edited  by  Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART,  D.D 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  per  Volume. 

Fletcher's  (Giles)  Poems.    One  Vol. 

Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 

EDVVARDES    (Mrs.      ANNIE), 

Novels  by. 
A    Point    of    Honour.       Post    8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Archie     Lovell.      Crown    8vo,     cloth, 

35.  bd.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
A  Plaster  Saint.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3.5.  bd. 


EDWARDS (ELIEZER).  Words, 

Facts,  ana  Phrases:  A  Dictionary  of 
Curious,  Quaiat,  and  Out-of-the-Way 
Matters.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  bd. 


EQERTON     (Rev.      J.     C.).- 
Sussex    Folk   and    Sussex    Ways. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wace, 
and  Four  Illusts.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5.5. 


EGGLESTON         (EDWARD).— 

Roxy.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

E N GLISHMAN    (An)   in  ParisT 

Recollections  of  Louis  Philippe  and  the 
Empire.  Crown  8vo,  cloth.  35.  bd. 


ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,  The: 

A  Practical  Guide  for  Selectingor  Building 
a  House.  By  C.  J.  Richardson.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  534  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 


EYES,  Our:  How  to  Preserve 
Them.  By  John  Browning.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  is. 


FAMILIAR    ALLUSIONS:    Mis- 

cellaneous  Information,  including  Cele- 
brated Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces, 
Country  Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships, 
Streets,  Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities,  &c. 
By  W.  A.  and  C.  G.  Wheeler.  Demv 
Svo,  cloth,  7.?.  6d.  net, 


FAMILIAR    SHORT    SAYINGS 

of  Great  Men.     By  S.  A.  Bent,  A.M. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  7.5.  bd. 


FA RADAY  (MICHAEL),  Works 

by.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  45.  6d.  each. 

The  Chemical  History  of  a 
Candle :  Lectures  delivered  before  a 
Juvenile  Audience.  Edited  by  William 
Crookes,  F.C.S.   With  numerous  Illusts. 

Cn  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 
and  their  Relations  to  each 
Other.  Edited  by  WILLIAM  CROOKES, 
F.C.S.    With  Illustrations. 

FARRER    (J.    ANSON).— War: 

Three  Essavs.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  Is.  M. 


FICTION,  a  Catalogue  of,   with 

Descriptions   and     Reviews    of    nearly 
Twelve    Hundred    Novels,   will    be 
sent  free  by   Chatto   &  Windus  upon 
on. 

F I  N  -  B EC.— The      Cupboard 

Papers.     The  Art  of  Living  and  Dining. 
Post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


FENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  Novels 

by.      Crown  8vo,  cloth,   3s.  6d.  each  ; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boaids,  2s.  each. 
The  New  Mistress. 
Witness  to  the  Deed. 
The  Tiger  Lily. 
The  White  Virgin. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  35.  bd.  each. 
A  Woman  Worth  Winning. 
Cursed  by  a  Fortune. 
The  Case  of  Ailsa  Gray. 
Commodore  Junk. 
Black  Blood.        I     In  Jeopardy. 
Double  Cunning. 
A  Fluttered  Dovecote. 
King  of  the  Castle. 
The  Master  of  the  Ceremonies. 
The  Story  of  Antony  Grace. 
The  Man  with  a  Shadow. 
One  Maid's  Mischief. 
This  Man's  Wife. 
The  Bag  of  Diamonds,  and  Three 

Bits  of  Paste. 
Running  Amok. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  bs.  each. 
Black  Shadows. 
The  Cankerworm. 
So  Like  a  Woman. 

A  Crimson  Crime.    Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
3s.  bd.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

FI  REWORK-MAKING.TheCom- 

plete  Art  of;  or,  The  Pyrotechnists 
Treasury.  By  Thomas  Kentish.  With 
267  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.  cloth.  3.?.  bd 


FITZGERALD     (PERCY),      by. 

Little    Essays:      Passages    from    the 

Letters  of   CHARLES  LAMB.      Post  8vo, 

cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Fatal  Zero.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3$.  6d. ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2.5. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 
Bella  Donna.        |     Polly. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

The  Life  of  Charles  Dickens  as 
Revealed  in  his  Writings.  Wiih 
Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  2  vols,  demy 
8vo,  cloth,  21s.  net. 

The  Life  of  Laurence  Sterne. 
With  a  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ts. 


FLAMMARION     (CAMILLE), 

Works  by. 

Popular  Astronomy.  Translated  by 
J.  Ellard  Gore,  F.R.A.S.  With  Three 
Plates  and  2SS  Illustrations.  Medium 
8vo,  cloth,  ioi.  bd. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.  Trans- 
lated by  Walter  Mostyn.  With  lllus- 
1 1  .it ions.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  net. 

FLETCHER'S    (GILES,      B.D.) 

Complete  Poems  :  Christ  s  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Victorie  on  Earth,  Triumph  over 
Dea^h  ;  with  Minor  Poems.  Notes  by 
Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART.    Cr.  8vo,cl.  3*.  bd. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  W.C. 


FORBES  (Hon.  Mrs.  WALTER). 

— Dumb.     Crown  8vo  cloth,  35    6d. 


FRANCILLON   (R.    E.),   Novels 

by.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

One  by  One        I     A  Real  Queen. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 

Ropes  of  Sand.    With  Illustrations, 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Queen  Cophetua.         |     Olympla. 

Romances  of  the  Lais. 

King  or  Knave? 

Jack  Doyle's  Daughter.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3.S.  6d. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),    Novels 

by.        Post    8vo,    cloth,    3s.  td.    each ; 

illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Seth's  Brother's  "Wife. 
The  Lawton  Girl. 


FRY'S     (HERBERT)     Royal 

Guide   to   the    London    Charities. 

Edited     by     JOHN     LANE.       Published 
Annually.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


GARDENING  BOOKS.     Post8vo, 

15.  each  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 
A  Year's   Work  in  Garden  and 

Greenhouse.    By  George  Glenxy. 
Household  Horticulture.    By  Tom 

and  Jane  Jerrold.     Illustrated. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

By  Tom  Jerrold.       


GAULOT  (PAUL),  Books  by. 

The  Red  Shirts:  A  Tale  of  'The 
Terror.'  Translated  by  John  de  Vil 
LIERS.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  with  Frontis 
piece  by  Stanley  WOOD,  35. 6d. ;  picture 

cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Love  and  Lovers    of   the   Past 
Translated  bv  C.  Laroche,  M.A. 

A  Conspiracy  under  the  Terror. 
Translated  by  C.  Laroche,  M.A.  With 
Illustrations  and  Facsimiles. 


GERARD  (DOROTHEA).— A 

Queen  of  Curds  and  Cream,     Crown 
Svo.  cloth,  $s.  6d.  


GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES. 

Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm  and 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With 
Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22 
Steel  Plates  after  George  Cruikshank, 
Square  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  Js.  6d. 


GIBNEY    (50MERVILLE).— 

Sentenced  !     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  td. 


GIBBON    (CHARLES),    Novels 

by.      Crown   Svo,   cloth,   35.   6^.   each  ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
Robin  Gray. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 


GIBBON    (CHARLES),     Novels 

by — continued. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 
The  Dead  Heart. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
"What  Will  the  World  Say? 
For  the  King.       I    A  Hard  Knot. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
In  Love  and  War. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Fancy  Free.     |    Loving  a  Dream. 
In  Honour  Bound. 
Heart's  Delight.    |    Blood-Money. 


GIBSON     (L.     S.),    Novels    by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
The  Freemasons.  |  Burnt  Spices. 


GILBERT  (WILLIAM).— James 

Duke,  Costermor.ger.    Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 


GILBERT'S    (W.    S.)    Original 

Plays.    In  3  Series,  post  8vo,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains  :  The  Wicked 
World  —  Pygmalion  and  Galatea  — 
Charity— The  Princess— The  Palace  of 
Truth— Trial  by  Jury— Iolanthe. 

The  Second  Series  contains :  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged  —  Sweethearts  — 
Gretchen  —  Dan  1  Druce — Tom  Cobb 
—H.M.S.  'Pinafore'— The  Sorcerer— 
The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

The  Third  Series  contains :  Comedy  and 
Tragedy  —  Foggerty's  Fairy  —  Rosen- 
crantz  and  Guildenstern — Patience — 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Ruddigore 
—The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard— The  Gon- 
doliers—The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

Eight    Original    Comic     Operas 

written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Two  Series, 
demy  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.ts.ch. 

The  First  Series  contains :  The  Sorcerer 
—H.M.S.  'Pinafore'— The  Pirates  of 
Penzance  —  Iolanthe  —  Patience  —  Prin- 
cess Ida— The  Mikado— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  contains :  The  Gon- 
doliers—The Grand  Duke— The  Yeomen 
of  the  Guard— His  Excellency — Utopia, 
Limited— Ruddigore — The  Mountebanks 
—Haste  to  the  Wedding. 

The  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  Birth- 
day Book :  Quotations  for  Every  Day 
in  the  Year.  Compiled  by  A.  Watson. 
Royal  i6mo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


GISSING  (ALGERNON),  Novels 

by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
A  Secret  of  the  North  Sea. 
Knitters  in  the  Sun. 
The  Wealth  of  Mallerstang. 
An  Angel's  Portion. 
Baliol  Garth. 
Dreams  of  Simon  Usher.  [Shortly. 


GLENNY  (GEORGE).— A  Year's 
Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse: 

Practical  Advice  as  to  Flower,  Fruit,  and 
Frame  Garden.  Post  8vo,  is. ;  cl„  is.  td. 
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GODWIN    (WILLIAM).  —  Lives 

of  the  Necromancers.   Post  8vo,  cl..  2s 


GLANV1LLE  (ERNEST),  Novels 

by.     Crown    8vo,    cloth,   3s.  bd.  each  ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 
The  Lost  Heiress.    With  2  Illustra- 
tions by  Hume  Nisbet. 
The  Fossicker:  A  Romance  of  Mash- 

onaland.  Two  Uiusts.  by  Hl'ME  Nisbet. 
A  Fair  Colonist.  With  Frontispiece. 
The  Golden  Rook.     With  Frontispiece 

bv  Stanley  Wood.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 
Tales    from    the    Veld.     With    12 

Illustrations.    Ciown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 
Max  Thornton.      With  8  Illustrations 

by  J.  S.   Crompton,  R.I.    Large  crown 

Svo.  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

GOLDEN     TREASURY     of 

Thought,  The:  A  Dictionary  of  Quo- 
tations from  the  Best  Authors.  By 
Theodore  Taylor.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  35.  bd. 


GOODMAN  (E.  J.)— The  Fate  of 

Herbert  Wayne.    Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  3s.  bd. 


GORDON  (SAMUEL).  —  The 
Ferry  of  Fate :  a  Tale  of  Russian 
Jewry.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  bs. 


GORE  (J.  ELLARD,  F.R.A.S.) 

—The  Stellar  Heavens:  an  Introduc- 
tion   to    the    Study    of    the    Stars    and 
Nebula;.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  net. 
Studies   in   Astronomy.      With   8 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


HAIR,   The:    Its  Treatment  in 

Health,     Weakness,   and    Disease. 

Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
PlNCUS.    Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  bd. 


HAKE  (Dr.  T.  GORDON),  Poems 

by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  bs.  each. 
New  Symbols. 
Legends  of  the  Morrow. 
The  Serpent  Play. 

Maiden  Ecstasy.    Small  4to,  cloth,. Ss. 
HALL  (Mrs.  S.  C.).— Sketches 

of  Irish  Character.  With  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood  by  CRUIK- 
shank.  Maclise,  Gilbk.rt,  and  Harvey. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth,  7.5.  bd. 


GRACE    (ALFRED    A.).— Tales 

of  a  Dying  Race.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  bd. 


GREEKS  AND    ROMANS,  The 

Life  of  the,  described  from  Antique 
Monuments.  By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
Koner.  Edited  by  Dr.  F.  HUEFFER. 
With  545  Illusls.    Demy  8vo,  cl„  7*  bd. 


GREEN  (ANNA  KATHARINE), 

Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
The  Millionaire  Baby. 
The  Amethyst  Box. 
The  Woman  in  the  Alcove 


HALL  (OWEN),  Novels  by. 
The  Track  of  a  Storm.    Crown  8vo, 

picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Jetsam.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Eureka.  I    Hernando. 

HARTE'S      (BRET)     Collected 

Works.     LIBRARY  EDITION,  in  Ten 
Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  bs.  each. 
Vol.       I.  Complete     Poetical     and 
Dramatic  Works.   With  Port. 
II.  The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp- 
Bohemian  Papers— American 
Legends. 

III.  Tales    of    the   Argonauts- 
Eastern  Sketches. 

IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 
V.  Stories  —  Condensed  Novels. 

Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 
Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II. 
With  Portrait  by  JOHN  Pettie. 
Tales  of  Pine  and  Cypress. 
Blxkeye  and  Chappakkl. 
Tales  of  Trail  and  Town. 


VI. 
VII. 


VIII. 

IX. 

X. 


GREENWOOD   (JAMES).— The 

Prisoner  in   the   Dock.     Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3s.  bd. 

GREY    (Sir     GEORGE).  —  The 

Romance  of  a  Proconsul.    By  James 
Mil. NK.     Crown  Svo.  buckram,  bs. 


GRIFFITH  (CECIL).— Corinthia 

Marazion.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  35.  bd. 


GRIFFITHS  (Major  A.).— No.  99, 

and  Blue  Blood.     Ciown  8vo.  cloth,  2s. 


GUNTER  (A.  CLAVERING).— A 

Florida   Enchantment.     Crown  8vo, 
cloth.  ^;.  bd. 

UUTTETNBERG     (VIOLET), 

Novels  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  bs.  each. 
Neither  Jew  nor  Greek. 
The  Power  of  the  Palmist. 

GYP.  —  CLOCLO.     Translated  by 
Nora  M.  Statham.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3^.  6d. 


Bret  Harte's  Choice  Works  in  Prose 
and  Verse.  With  Portrait  and  40  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 

Bret  Harte's  Poetical  Works,  in- 
cluding Some  Later  Verses.  Crown 
Svo,  buckram,  4.5.  bd. 

In  a  Hollow  of  the  Hills.  Crown 
Svo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

Condensed  Novels.  (Two  Series  in 
One  Volume.)  Pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top, 
2s.  net ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  bs.  each. 
On  the  Old  Trail. 
Under  the  Redwoods. 
From  Sandhill  to  Pine. 
Stories  in  Light  and  Shadow. 
Mr.  Jack  Hamlin's  Mediation. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Gabriel  Conroy. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains.    With  60  Illus- 
trations by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate.  With 
59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
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HARTE'S  (BRET)  Works-con/. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $s.6d  each. 
Susy.  With  2  Il'.usts.  by  J.  A.  Christie. 
The    Bell-Ringer   of    Angel's,  &c. 

With  39  Illusts.  by  Dudley  Hardy,  &c. 
Clarence :  A  Story  of  the  American  War. 

With  8  Illustrations  by  A.  Jule  GOODMAN. 
Barker's  Luck,  &c    With  39  Illustia- 

tionsby  A.  Forestier,  Paul  Hardy,  &c. 
Devil's  Ford,  &c.  With  Frontispiece. 
The  Crusade  of  the  'Excelsior. 

With  Frontis.  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge 
Three    Partners;     or,    The     Big 

Strike    on    Heavy    Tree   Hill. 

With  S  Illustrations  by  J.  GULICH. 
Tales   of  Trail   and   Town.    With 

Frontispiece  by  G.  P.  Jacomb-Hood. 
Condensed  Novels.    New  Scries. 


Cn  fwn  Svo,  cloth,  3*.  bd.  each  ;  picture  cloth, 
flat  back,  2s.  each. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client. 
A    Protegee    of   Jack   Hamlin's. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Sally  Dows,  &c.    With  47  Il'ustrations 
by  W.  D.  Almond  and  others. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  and 
Sensation  Novels  Condensed. 
(Also  in  picture  cloth  at  same  price.) 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Californian  Stories. 


Post  Svo,  illus.  bds.,  2s.  each :  cloth,  2s,  6d.  each. 
Flip.  I    Maruja. 

A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 


HALL1DAY   (ANDREW).- 

Every-day  Papers.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

HAMILTON   (COSMO),  Stories 

by. 
The  Glamour  of  the  Impossible; 

and  Through  a  Keyhole.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Nature's  Vagabond,  &c.    Crown  Svo, 

cloth,  6s. 

HANDWRITING,    The     Philo^ 

sophy  of.  With  over  100  Facsimiles. 
Bv  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post 
Svo,  half-cloth.  2s.  6d. 

HANKY-PANKY:  White  Magic. 

Sleight  of  Hand,  &c.  Edited  by  W. 
H.  Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  45.  6d. 


HARDY  (IZA  DUFFUS),  Novels 

by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
The  Lesser  Evil. 
Man,  Woman,  and  Fate. 
A  Butterfly. 


HARDY      (THOMAS).  —  Under 

the  Greenwood  Tree.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
3s.  6d. ;  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d.  Also  the  Fine  Paper 
Edition,  pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 


HARKINS  (E.  F.).— The  Schem= 


ers. 


Crown  Svo.  cloth,  6s 


HAWE1S  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Books  by. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  With  Coloured 
Frontis.  and  91  Illusts.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustra- 
tions.   Square  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  32  Illustra- 
tions.   Post  Svo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  With  Frontis- 
piece.   Demy  8vo,  cloth,  25.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children.  With  8 
Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 
Crown  4to,  cloth,  35.  6d. 


HAWEIS  (Rev.  II.  R.).— Ameri- 
can Humorists;  Washington 
Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
James  Russell  Lowell,  Artemus 
Ward,  Mare  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


HAWTHORNE   (JULIAN), 

Novels  by.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

each;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
Garth.        1     Ellice  Quentin. 
Fortune's  Fool.  |  Dust.    Four  Illusts. 
Beatrix  Randolph.  With  Four  Illusts. 
D.  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 
Love— or  a  Name. 

Miss    Cadogna.    Post    8vo,  illustrated 

boards,  2s. 
Sebastian  Strome.    Cr.  Svo,  ci.,  35. M. 


by. 


HEALY    (CHRIS),     Books 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Confessions  of  a  Journalist. 
Heirs  of  Reuben. 
Mara.     __^_ 

The  Endless  Heritage.    Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  is.  6d. 

HECKETHORN  (C.  W.),  Books 

by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

London  Souvenirs. 

London  Memories:    Social,  His- 
torical, and  Topographical. 


HELPS   (Sir  ARTHUR),    Books 

by.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Animals  and  their  Masters. 
Social  Pressure. 

Ivan   de   Biron.     Crown   Svo,  cloth 
3-v.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


HENDERSON  (ISAAC).— Agatha 

Page.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d. 


HENTY  (Q.  A.),  Novels  by. 

Rujub,  the  Juggler.  DemySvo.cMh. 
with  8  Illustrations  by  S.  L.  Wood.  55.  ; 
post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.5.  6d.  each. 
The  Queen's  Cup. 
Dorothy's  Double. 
Colonel  Thorndyke's  Secret 


HERMAN  (HENRY).-A  Leading 

Lady.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  61. 
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HILL  (HEADON).— Zambra  the 

Detective.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ; 
picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s 


HILL  (JOHN),  Works  by. 

Treason-Felony.    Post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards,  2s. 
The    Common    Ancestor.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


HINKSON    (H.  A.),   Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Fan  Fitzgerald.   I  Silk  and  Steel. 

HOEY    (Mrs.    CASHEL).— The 

Lover's  Creed.     Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards.  2s. 


HOFFMANN    (PROFESSOR).— 

King  Koko.    A  Magic  Story.     With  25 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo  .cloth,  is.  net. 


HOLIDAY,  Where  to  go  for  a. 

By  E.  P.  sholl,  Sir  H.  Maxwell,  John 
Watson,  Jane  Barlow,  Mary  Lovett 
Cameron,  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  Paul 
Lange,  J.  W.  Graham,  J.  H.  Salter 
Phcebe  Allen,  S.  J.  Beckett,  L.  Rivers 
Vine,  and  C.  F.  Gordon  Cumming 
Crown  8vo,  cloth.  Is.  6d. 


HOLMES(OLIVER  WENDELL), 

Books  by. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  GORDON 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
Also  the  Fine  Paper  Edition,  pott  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net.;  leather,  gilt  edges, 
3s.  net.  Another  Edition. post  Svo,  cloth, 2s. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table  and  The  Professor  at  the 
Breakfast-Table.  In  one  vol.,  post 
8vo,  ha'f-cloth.  2?. 


HOOD'S     (THOMAS)     Choice 

Works  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With 
Life  of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


HOOKS    (THEODORE)   Choice 

Humorous  Works;  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Advtntures.  Bons  Mots,  Puns, 
Hoaxes.  With  Life  and  Frontispiece. 
Crown  Svo  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


HOPKINS  (T1QHE),  Novels  by. 

For  Freedom.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 
'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 
The  Incomplete  Adventurer. 
The  Nugents  of  Carriconna. 
Nell  Halfenden.     With  S  Illustrations. 

HORNE  (R.  HENQIST).—  Orion. 

With  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  js. 

H O R NIMAN  (ROY),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Bellamy  the  Magnificent. 
Israel  Rank; 


HUGO  (VICTOR).— The  Outlaw 

of  Iceland.     Translated  by  Sir  Gilbert 
Campbell.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


HUME   (FERGUS),   Novels  by. 
The  Lady  From  Nowhere.    Cr.  8vo, 

cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  picture  cloth,  fiat  back,  2s. 
The  Millionaire  Mystery.    Crown 

Svo.  cloth,  3.5.  6d. 
The  Wheeling  Light.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  gilt  top.  bs. 


HORINUNG  (E.  W.),  Novels  by. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Rope.    Crown 
b      .  1    . 
Crown  8vo  cloth,  bs.  each. 
Stlngaree.  |  A  Thief  in  the  Night. 


HUNGERFORD    (Mrs.),    Novels 

by.      Crown   Svo,   cloth,   3.5.   6d.  each  ; 

post   Svo,    illustrated    boards,   2s.  each ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
The  Professor's  Experiment. 
Nora  Creina. 
Lady  Yerner's  Flight. 
Lady  Patty.        |    Peter's  Wife. 
The  Red-House  Mystery. 
An  Unsatisfactory  Lover. 
April's  Lady. 
A  Maiden  All  Forlorn. 
The  Three  Graces. 
A  Mental  Struggle. 
Marvel.         I        A  Modern  Circe. 
In  Durance  Vile. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.5.  6d.  each. 
An  Anxious  Moment. 
A  Point  of  Conscience. 
The  Coming  of  Chloe.     |    Lovice. 


HUNT'S    (LEIGH)    Essays:      A 
Tale   for   a    Chimney   Corner,    &c. 

Ed.  by  E.  OLLIER.     Post  Svo,  half-cl.  2.,. 


HUNT  (Mrs.  ALFRED),  Novels 

by.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  35.  6d.  each  ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

That  Other  Person. 

Mrs.  Juliet.    Crown  8vo,  clotb,  3s.  6d. 


HUTCHINSON  (W.  M.) —Hints 

on  Colt-Breaking.     With  25  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


INDOOR  PAUPERS.     By  One  of 

Them.    Crown  Svo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


INMAN  (HERBERT)  and 
HARTLEY  ASPDEN.— The  Tear  of 
Kalee.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 


INNKEEPER'S        HANDBOOK 

(The)  and  Licensed  Victualler's 
Manual.  By  J.  Trevor-Davies. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 

fRISH    WIT     AND    HUMOUR, 

Songs  of.  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves,    Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  td. 


J  A  A1ES  (C.  T.  C. ).— A  Romanes  of 


the    Queen's     Hounds. 

i  loth  limp,  is.  6d. 


Post    Svo, 


JAMESON  (WILLIAM).— My 

Dead  Self.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
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JAPP    (Dr.     A.    H.).— Dramatic 

Pictures.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  5s. 


JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  by. 

The  Open  Air.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2$.  bd. 
Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Edition,  pott 
8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  ;  leather,  gilt 
edges,  3s.  ntt. 

Nature  near  London.  Crown  8vo, 
buckram,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  cl.,  2s.  bd.  •  Large 
Type,  Fixe  Paper  Edition,  pott  Svo,  cl., 
gilt  top,  2s.  net ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  "ii.net. 

The  Life  of  the  Fields.  Post  8vo, 
cloth,  2s.6d. ;  Large  Type,  Fine  Paper 
Edition,  pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2i.  net ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 

The  Pocket    Richard    Jefferies : 

being  Passages  chosen  from  the  Nature 
Writings  of  JEFFERIES  by  Alfred  H. 
Hy'ATT.  i6mo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2$.  net. ; 
leather,  gilt  top,  3s  net. 
The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies. 
By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s. 


JENNINGS  (H.  J.).— Curiosities 

of  Criticism.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  bd. 


KERSHAW  (MARK). -Colonial 

Facts  and  Fictions:  humorous 
Sketches.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 
2s.  ;  cloth,  2s.  bd. 


KING    (R.   ASHE),    Novels   by. 

Post  .Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
'The  Wearing  of  the  Green.' 
Passion's  Slave;      I       Bell  Barry. 
A    Drawn    Game.    Crown   Svo,   cl  th, 

3$.  bd.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

KIPLING  PRIMER  (A),     lnclud 

ing  Biographical  and  Critical  Chapters. 
an  Index  to  Mr.  Kipling's  princi;  al 
Writings,  and  Bibliographies.  By  F.  L. 
Knowles.  With  Two  Portraits.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d. 


KNIGHT  (WILLIAM   and 

EDWARD). —The  Patient's  Vade 
Mecum :  How  to  Get  Most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  u.  bd. 


JEROME  (JEROME  K.).— Stage- 
land.  With  64  Illustrations  by  J.  Ber- 
nard Partridge.    Fcap.  4to,  is. 


JERROLD     (DOUGLAS).  — The 

Barber's  Chair;  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.     Post  Svo,  half-cloth,  2s. 


JERROLD    (TOM),    Works    by. 

Post  8vo,  is.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  bd.  each. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
Household  Horticulture, 


JESSE     (EDWARD).  —  Scenes 

and  Occupations  of  a  Country  Life. 

Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 


JOHNSTON   (R.).— The  Peril  of 

an  Empire.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

JONES™    (WI LLI  AM,      F.S. A.) , 

Books  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  each. 

Finger-Ring  Lore:  Historical,  Legend- 
ary, and  Anecdotal.  With  numerous 
Illustrations. 

Crowns  and  Coronations.  With  91 
Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  Works.    With 

Notes  and  Biographical  Memoir  by 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel 
Cunning  ham.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  bd.  each. 


LAMB'S  (CHARLES)  Complete 

Works  in  Prose  and  Verse,  including 
'  Poetry  for  Children  '  and  '  Prince  Dorus.' 
Edited  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  2 
Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  the  '  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig.'  Crown  Svo  (both  Series), 
cloth,  3s.  bd. 

The  Essays  of  Elia  (both  Series).  Post 
Svo,  halt-cloth,  2s.— Also  the  Fine  Paper 
Edition,  pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 

Little  Essays:  Sketches  and  Characters 
by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.  Post 
8vo,  cloth,  2S.  bd. 

The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles 
Lamb,  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate 
Portrait.     Fcap.  8vo,  half-cloth,  2s.  bd. 


LAMBERT     (GEORGE).  —  The 

President   of    Boravia.     Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  bd. 


JOSEPHUS,     The     Complete 

Works  of.  Translated  by  William 
Whiston.  Containing  '  The  Antiquities 
of  the  Jews,'  and  'The  Wars  of  the  Jews.' 
With  52  Illustrations  and  Maps.  Two 
Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-cloth,  12s.  bd. 


KEATING  (JOSEPH).— Maurice. 


Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s. 


KEMPT  (ROBERT).— Pencil  and 

Palette  :     Chapters     on    Art     and 
Artists.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  bd. 


LAN  DOR  (WALTER  SAVAGE). 

—  Citation  and  Examination  of 
William  Shakespeare,  &c,  before 
Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing, 
19th  September,  1582  ;  and  A  Confer- 
ence  of  Master  Edmund 
Spenser  with  the  Earl  of  Essex,  touch- 
ing the  state  of  Ireland,  1595.  Fcap.  8vo, 
half-Roxburghe,  2s.  bd. 


LANE    (EDWARD   WILLIAM). 

—The  Thousand  and  One  Nights, 

commonlv  called  in  England  The 
Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments. Translated  from  the  Arabic 
and  illustrated  by  many  hundred  Engrav- 
ings from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  bv 
E."S.  Poole.  With  Preface  by  Stanley 
Lane-Poole.    3  Vols.,  8vo,  cl.,  22s.  6d. 


LARWOOD  (JACOB),  Books  by. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    Post  Svo, 

naif-cloth,  2s. 
Theatrical    Anecdotes.     Post  8vo, 

cloth,  2s.  bd. 
Humour  of  the  Law.   Post  Svo,  cl.,  2s. 
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CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


LEHMANN      (R.     C).  —  Harry 

Fludyer  at  Cambridge,  and  Conver- 
sational Hints  for  Young  Shooters. 

Crown  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  i.s.  6d. 


LE1QH  (HENRY  S.). -Carols  of 

Cockayne.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  55. 

LELAND  (C.  Q.).— A  Manual  of 

Mending  and  Repairing.     With  Dia- 
grams.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5.?. 


LEPELLETIER    (EDMOND).  — 

Madame  Sans-Gene.  Translated  by 
John  de  Villiers.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
35.  td. ;  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  Popular 
Edition,  medium  8vo,  6d. 


LESPINASSE,  JULIE   DE.    By 

the  Marquis  de  Segur.  Authorised 
English  Version,  with  a  Portrait.  Demy 
Svo,  cloth.  ~s.  6d.  net.  [Shortly. 


LEYS  (JOHN  K.),  Novels  by. 
The  Lindsays.    Post  8vo,  illust.bds. ,2s. 
A  Sore  Temptation.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s. 


LILBURN  (ADAM).— A  Tragedy 

in  Marble.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.1.  6d. 


LINDSAY  (HARRY),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 
Rhoda  Roberts.   1    The  Jacobite. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Judah  Pyecroft,  Puritan. 
The  Story  of  Leah. 

LINTON  (E.  LYNN),  Works  by. 
An  Octave  of   Friends.    Crcwn  8vo, 
cloth,  ss.  M. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball.    |     lone. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  "World  "Well  Lost.    12  Iilusts. 
The  One  Too  Many. 
Under  which  Lord?    With  12  Il!usts 
'  My  Love.'    I     Sowing  the  "Wind. 
Paston  Carew.    I   Dulcie  E  verton. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  (>d.  each. 
Witch  Stories. 
Ourselves :  Essays  on  "Women. 

Sowing  the  "Wind.  Cheap  Edition, 
post  8vo,  cloth,  is.  net. 

Patricia  Kemball.  Popular  Edi- 
tion, medium  8vo,  td. 

LUCY     (HENRY   W.).— Gideon 

Fleyce.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d  ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

MACAULAY  (LORD).— The  His- 

tory  of  England.  Large  Type,  Fine 
Pai'Er  Edition,  in  5  vols,  pott  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  lop,  2s.  net  per  vol.;  leather, 
gilt  ednes,  3;.  net  per  vol. 

MAC  COLL     (HUGH).— Mr. 

Stranger's    Sealed    Packet.      Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


MCCARTHY  (JUSTIN),  Books  by. 
The  Reign  of  Queen  Anne.    Two 

Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  12s.  each. 
A  History  of  the  Four  Georges 
and   of   "William    the   Fourth. 

Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  12s  each. 
A   History   of    Our    Own   Times 

from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  1880.  Library 
Edition.  Four  Vols.,  demv  8vo,  cloth, 
12s.  each.— Also  the  Popular  Edition, 
in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
—And  the  Jubilee  Edition,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1886, 
in  2  Vols.,  demv  Svo,  cloth,  "js.  6d.  each. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times, 
Vol. V.,  from  1880  to  the  Diamond  Jubilee. 
Demv  8vo,  cloth,  12.?. ;  crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times, 
Vols.  VI.  and  VII.,  from  1897  to  Accession 
of  Edward  VII.  2  Vols.,  demv  8vo,  c!.,  24.?. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own 
Times.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  6s.—  Also  a  Popu- 
lar Edition,  post  8vo.  cloth  hmp,  2s.  6d. ; 
and  the  CHEAP  EDITION,  medium  Svo,  6d. 

Reminiscences.  With  a  Portrait.  Two 
Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 

The  Story  of  an  Irishman.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth,  us. 

Large  Type,    Fine    Paper    Editions, 

Pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  per  vol. ; 

leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net  per  vol. 

The  Reign  of  Queen  Anne,  in  1  Vol. 

A  History  of  the  Four  Georges 

and  of  William  IV.,  in  2  vols. 
A  History  of  Our  Own  Times  from 
Accession  of  Q.Victoria  to  1897,  in  3  Vols.. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  $s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  pict. 
boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  td.tach. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon.  |  Liniey  Rochford. 
BearLadyDisdain.  |  The  Dictator. 
Miss  Misanthrope.    With  12  Ihusts. 
Donna  Quixote.    With  12 Illustrations. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
Maid  of  Athens.    With  12  Illustrations. 
Camiola. 
Red  Diamonds.  I  The  Riddle  Ring. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Three  Disgraces.  |  Mononia. 

'The  Right  Honourable.'  By  Justin 
McCarthy  and  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


MCCARTHY  (J.  H.),  Works  by. 

The  French  Revolution.  (Consti- 
tuent Assembly,  1789-91.)  Four  Vols., 
demv  8vo,  cloth,  12s.  each. 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of 
Ireland.     Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  ls.6d. 

Ireland  Since  the  Union— 1798- 
1886.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Haflz  in  London.  Svo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.    Crown  8vo, 

is.  ;  cioth,  is.  6d. 
Doom:  An  Atlantic  Episode.  Crown  8vo,  is. 
Dolly  :  A  Sketch.    Crown  8vo,  is. 
Lily  Lass.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 
A  London  Legend.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3s.6d. 
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MACDONALD   (Dr.   GEORGE), 

Books  by. 
Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination 

Ten  Vols.,  l6mo,  cloth,  gilt,  in  case,  21s. ; 
or  separately,  Grolier  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
A'so  a  New  Issue  in  i6mo,  cloth,  gill 
top,  2j.  net  per  Vol. ;  leather,  gilt  top,  3s. 
net  per  Vol. 
Vol.       I.  Within    and   Without  —  The 
Hidden  Life. 
II.  The   Disciple  —  The   Gospel 
Women— Book  of  Sonnets- 
Organ  Songs. 
„       III.  Violin  Songs— Songs  of  the 
Days  and   Nights— A   Book 
of  Dreams— Roadside  Poems 
—Poems  for  Children. 
„       IV.  Parables — Ballads  — Scotch 
„         V.  &  VI.  Phantastes.         [Songs. 

VII.  The  Portent. 
„    VIII.  The     Light     Princess  —  The 

Giant's  Heart— Shadows. 
„  IX.  Cross  Purposes— Golden  Key 
Carasoyn — Little  Da  ylig  ht. 
„  X.  The  Cruel  Painter —The  Wow 
O'Riwkn — The  Castle— The 
Broken  Swords— The  Gray 
Wolf— Uncle  Cornelius. 


MACMICHAEL     (J.     A.).— The 

Story  of    Charing    Cross    and    its 
Immediate    Neighbourhood.    By  J. 

Holden  Macmichael.    With  3  Illustra- 
tions    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  is.  bd.  net. 


MACQUOID  (Mrs.),  Works  by, 

illustrated  by  T.  R.  Macquoid.  Square 
8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  Illustrate  ms. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor- 
mandy and  Brittany.    34  Illusts. 

Through  Normandy.    With  92  Illusts. 

About  Yorkshire.    With  67  Illusts. 


MAGICIANS  Own  Book,  The: 

Performances    with     Eggs,     Hats,     &c. 
With  200  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo.  cloth.  4s.  bd. 


Poetical  Works  of  George  Mac- 
Donald.    2  Vols.,  cr.8vo,  buckram,  12s. 

A  Threefold  Cord.  Post  Svo,  cloth,  $s. 

Heather  and  Snow,  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3s.  6  /.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Lilith.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


The   Pocket  George  MacDonald: 

Passages  Chosen  by  A.  H.  Hyatt.  i6mo, 
cloth  gilt,  2s.  net ;  leather  gi  t,  3$.  net. 

MACDONELL      (AGNES).— 

Quaker  Cousins.    Po.t  8vo,  boards,  2s. 


MACGREGOR   (ROBERT).— 

Pastimes    and    Players;     Notes   on 
Popular  Games.     Post   8vo,  cloth,  25.  6d. 


MAGIC  LANTERN,  The,  and  its 

Management.     By    T.    C.    Hepworth. 

With  10  Illusts.     Cr.  Svo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


MAGNA  CHARTA:  A  Facsimile  of 

the  Original  in  the  British  Museum,  3  feet 
by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned 
in  Gold  and  Colours,  5?. 


MALLOCK  (W.  H.),  Works  by. 
The  New  Republic.    Post  8vo,  cloth, 

3s.  6d  ;  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
The  New  Paul  and  Virginia.    Post 

8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Poems.    Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 
Is  JLite  Worth  Living  ?  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s. 


MALLORY     (Sir     THOMAS).— 

Mort  d' Arthur:  Selections  from  the 
Stories  of  King  Arthur.  Edited  by  B.  M. 
Ranking.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 


MACHRAY   (ROBERT),    Novels 

by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
A  Blow  over  the  Heart. 
The  Mystery  of  Lincoln's  Inn. 
The  Private  Detective. 


MACKAY  (Dr.  CHAS.). -Inter- 
ludes and  Undertones.  Cr.8vo,cloth,6s 


MACKAY     (WILLIAM). —A 

Mender  of  Nets.     Crown  Svo,  cl  oth,  6s. 


MACKENNA  (S.  J.)   and  J.  A. 

O'SHEA.  —  Brave  Men  in  Action: 

Stories  of  the  British  Flag.  With  S  Illus- 
trations by  Stanley  L.  Wood.  Small 
demy  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges.  5$. 


MACKENZIE    (W.    A.).— The 

Drexel  Dream.     Crown  8vo.  cloth.  6s. 


MACLISE  Portrait  Gallery  (The) 

of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters  : 
85  Portraits  by  Daniel  Maclise  ; 
with  Memoirs  by  William  Bates,  B.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


MARGUERITTE   (PAUL  and 

VICTOR  i,  Novels  by. 
The  Disaster.    Translated  by  F.  Lees. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  $s.  6d. 
The  Commune.   Translated  by  F.  Lees 

and  R.  B.  Douglas.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

MARLOWE'S  Works,   including 

his  Translations.     Edited  with  Notes  hv 
Col.  Cunningham.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


MARSH     (RICHARD).— A 

Spoiler  of  Men.      Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3.1.  6d. 


MASSINGER'S  Plays.  From  the 
Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited  bv 
Col.  Cunningham.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 


MASTERMAN     (J.).— Half  =  a  = 

dozen  Daughters.     Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 

MATTHEWS     (BRANDER).— A 

Secret  of  the  Sea.    Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  ;  cloth,  2s.  bd. 


MAX    O'RELL,   Books  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  each. 
Her  Royal  Highness  Woman. 
Between  Ourselves. 
Rambles  in  Womanland. 

MEAKIN  (BUDGETT).-Lifein 

Morocco.    With  24  Illustrations.   Demy 
8vo,  cloth,  I2.y.  bd.  net. 


i6 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


MEADE  (L.  T.),  Novels  by. 
A  Soldier  of  Fortune.    Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3*.  6d.  each. 
The  Voice  of  the  Charmer, 
In  an  Iron  Grip.     |     The  Siren. 
Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient. 
On  the  Brink  of  a  Chasm. 
The  Way  of  a  Woman. 
A  Son  of  Ishmael. 
An  Adventuress.    |     Rosebury. 
The  Blue  Diamond. 
A  Stumble  by  the  Way. 
This  Troublesome  World. 

MEDICI   SERIES  (The)    Of  Re- 
productions from  the  Old  Masters. 

A    full   Prospectus    of    this    important 
Series  of  Plates  may  be  had. 

MERIVALE    (HERMAN).— Bar, 

Stage,     and     Platform:      Memories. 
With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


MERRICK    (HOPE).  —  When   a 

Girl's  Engaged.     Cr.  Svo.  cloth,  $s.6d. 


MERRICK  (LEONARD),  Novels 
by.— The   Man   who   was  Good. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s. 6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  25. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  dd.  each. 
This  Stage  of  Fools.    |    Cynthia. 


MILLER  (Mrs.   F.  FENWICK). 

— Physiology  for  the  Young;  or, 
The  House  of  Life.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


MINTO  (WM.).— Was  She  Good 

or  Bad  ?    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

MITCHELL  (EDM.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Lone  Star  Rush.    With  S  lllusts. 
Only  a  Nigger. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cloth,  Hat  backs,  2s.  eacfi. 
Plotters  of  Paris. 
The  Temple  of  Death. 
Towards  the  Eternal  Snow's. 
Bel  forts  of  Culben.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  6s- 

MITFORD  (BERTRAM),  Novels 

by.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Gun-Runner.    With  Frontispiece. 
Renshaw  Fanning's  Quest.    With 

Frontispiece  bv  Stanley  L.  WOOD. 
Triumph  of  Hilary  Blachland. 
Havlland's  Chum. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each  ;  picture  cloth 
flat  backs,  25.  each. 
The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley. 
The   King's   Assegai.    With  6  Illus- 
trations by  Stanley  L.  Woqp. 

Harley  Greenoak's  Charge.    Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

MOLESWORTH     (Mrs.).— 

Hathercouft    Rectory.     Crown    8vo, 
cloth,  34. 6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 


MONCRIEFF  (W.  D.  SCOTT-).— 

The  Abdication:  A  Drama.    With  7 
Etchings.    Imperial  4to,  buckram,  21s. 


MOORE  (THOMAS),  Works  by. 
The   Epicurean;    and   Alciphron. 

Post  Svo,  half-cloth,  2s. 
Prose  and  Verse:  including  Suppressed 
Passages  from  the  Memoirs  ok  Lord 
Byron.    Edited  by  R.  H.  Shepherd. 
With  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  7c  6d. 


MURRAY   (D.   CHRISTIE), 

Novels  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  6d. 

each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
Joseph's  Coat.    With  12  Illustrations. 
Coals  of  Fire.    With  3  Illustrations. 
Val  Strange.  I        Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 
A  Model  Father. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Cynic  Fortune. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  'Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 
A  Capful  o'  Nails. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3.$.  6d.  each. 
This  Little  World. 
A  Race  for  Millions. 
The  Church  of  Humanity. 
Tales  in  Prose  and  Verse. 
Despair's  Last  Journey. 
V.C. :  A  Chronicle  of  Castle  Barfield. 

Verona's  Father.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
His    Own    Ghost.     Crown  8vo,   cloth, 

3$.  6d.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Joseph's    Coat.      Popular    Edition, 

medium  Svo,  6d. 
Bob  Martin's  Little    Girl.    Cheap 

Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth,  is.  net. 


MURRAY    (D.    CHRISTIE)    and 
HENRY     HERMAN,     Novels     by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each  ;   post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias.    With  Illustrations 

bv  A.  FOREbTIER  and  G.  NlCOLET. 


MURRAY  (HENRY),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
A  Game  of  Bluff. 
A  Song  of  Sixpence. 


MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),  Stories  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $s.  6d.  each. 
Basile  the  Jester. 
Young  Lochinvar. 

The  Golden  Idol. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 
From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 

Stories    Weird    and    Wonderful. 

Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  ;  cloth,  2s.6d. 
Maid    Marian   and   Robin  Hood. 

With  12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L. 
YVi  n)D.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  td. ;  picture 
cloth,  flat  back,  2$. 
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MORRIS  (Rev.  W.  MEREDITH, 

B.A.).  —  British  Violin  -Makers, 
Classical  and  Modern.  With  numerous 
Portraits,  Illustrations,  and  Facsimiles  of 
Labels.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  toy.  6rf.  net. 

MORROW   (W.  C.).— Bohemian 
Paris  of  To- Day.    With  106: Musts. by 

Edouard  Cucuel.  Small  demy  8vo,cl.,6s. 


MY  FIRST  BOOK.  By  Walter 
Besaxt,  James  Payn,  W.  Clark  Rus- 
sell, Grant  Allen,  Hall  Caine, 
George  R.  Sims,  rudyard  Kipling, 
A.  Conan  Doyle,  M.  E.  Braddon, 
F.  W.  Robinson,  H.  Rider  Haggard, 
R.     M.     Ballaxtyne,    I.    Zangwill. 

MORLEY  ROBERTS.D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY, 

Marie  Corelli,  J.  K.  Jerome,  John- 
Strange  Winter,  Bret  Harte,  'Q.,' 
Robert  Buchanan,  and  R.  L.  Steven- 
son. With  Prefatory  Story  by  Jerome 
K.  Jerome,  and  185  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo,  art  linen,  3s.  6d. 


NEWBOLT  (HENRY). —  Taken 

from  the  Enemy.  Fcp.8vo,  pic.cov.,is. 

NISBET  (HUME),  Books  by. 

'Bail    Up  I'     Crown  8vo,  cloth,    3s.   61/.; 

post     8vo,      illustrated       boards,      2s.  ; 

Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo,  6d. 
Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent.    Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Lessons  in  Art.    With  21  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


NORDAU  (MAX).— Morganatic: 

A  Romance.    Translated  by  Elizabeth 
Lee.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 


NORR1S    (W.    E.),    Novels    by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Saint  Ann's.     |     Billy  Bellew. 
Miss  Went  worth's  Idea.   Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  35.  6d. 


OHNET  (GEORGES),  Novels  by. 

Doctor   Rameau,    PostSvo,  illustrated 

boards,  2s. 
A  Weird  Gift.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  : 

post  Svo,  illustrated  board-,  2s. 
A  Last  Love.    Post  Svo.  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  6d.  each. 
Love's  Depths. 
The  Money-maker. 
The  Woman  of  Mystery. 

The  Path   of  Glory.    Translated   by 
F.  Ri  iTHWELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

OLIPHANT    (Mrs.),  Novels    by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Primrose  Path. 
The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
Whiteladies.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  12 

Illustrations,  3  s.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  bds.,  2s. 
The  Sorceress.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


ORROCK  (James),  Painter,  Con- 

noisseur,     Collector.      By     Byron 

Webber.  With  nearly  100  Photogravures 
and  many  Half-tone  Drawings.  Two 
Vols.,  small  folio,  buckram,  10  guineas  net. 


OSBOURNE     (LLOYD).  —  The 

Motormaniacs.      Crown    Svo,    cloth 
decorated.  3s.  6d. 


O'SHAUGHNESSY    (ARTHUR), 

Poems  by. 
Music  &  Moonlight.  Fcp.8vo,  cl.,  7s. 6,/. 
Lays  of  France.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  ta   1 


OUIDA,  Novels  by.     Crown  Svo, 

cloth.  3s.  6d.  each  ;    post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s.  each. 

Tricotrin.  1  A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Rufflno.      J  Cecil   Castlemaine's 

Othmar.  Gage. 

Frescoes.   I  Princess  Napraxine. 

Wanda.         Held  in  Bondage. 

Ariadne.       Under  Two  Flags. 

Fascarel.     Folle-Farine. 

Chandos.    1  Two   Wooden    Shoes. 

Moths.  A  Village  Commune. 

Puck.  In  a  Winter  City. 

>dalia.         j  Santa  Barbara. 

Bimbi.         ;  In  Maremma. 

Signa.         j  Strathmore. 

Friendship.    Pipistrello. 

Guilderoy.     '  Two  Offenders. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

A  Rainy  June.  I  TheMassarenes, 

Popular  Editions,  medium  Svo,  6d.  each. 

Under  Two  Flags.  Moths. 

Held  in  Bondage.  Puck. 

Strathmore.  Tricotrin. 

The  Massarenes.  Chandos. 

Friendship. Ariadne. 

Syrlin.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  po>t 
8vo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2,.  ;  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes.  Large 
Type  Edition.  Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  is.  net ; 
leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

The  Waters  of  Edera.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

Santa  Barbara.  Cheap  Edition,  post 
Svo,  cloth,  is.  net. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected 
from  the  Works  of  OUIDA  by  F.  SYDNEY 
Morris.  Post  8vo.  cloth,  5s— Cheap 
Edition,  illustrated  boards.  2}. 


PAIN    (BARRY).— Eliza's   Hus= 

band.     Fcap.,  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


PALMER    (\V.    T.),    Books    by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  with  Frontis.,  6s.  each. 
Lake   Country   Rambles. 
In  Lakeland  Dells  and  Fells. 


PANDURANG      HARI;     or, 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  Preface 
by  Sir  Bartle  Frere.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards.  2s. 


PARADISE,      The     Book      of. 

Translated  from  the  Syriac,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  E.  A.  WALLIS  BUDGE, 
Litt.D.  2  vols,  large  crown  Svo,  cloth, 
15s.  net. [S/io>:  ■. . 

PARIS  SALON,  The  Illustrated 

Catalogue  of  the.  With  about  300 
Illustrations,  Published  annually.  Demv 
8vo,  3s. 
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PASCAL'S    Provincial  Letters. 

With    Introduction    and     Notes    by    T. 
M'Crie.  D.D.     Post  8vo,  half-cloth.  2s. 


PASTON  LETTERS  (The),  1422= 

1509.  Edited,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  James  Gairdner.  Six  Vols., 
demy  8vo,  linen,  gilt  top,  £3  15s-  the  set. 


PAUL  (MARGARET A).— Gentle 

and  Simple.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 3s.  6d, 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2^ 


PAYN    (JAMES),   Novels    by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  td.  each  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 
A  County  Family. 
Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy.  For  Cash  Only. 

High  Spirits.  Sunny  Stories. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn.     12  Illusts. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Holiday  Tasks. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town.    12  Illusts. 
The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
A  Trying  Patient. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Humorous  Stories.  |  From  Exile. 
The  Foster  Brothers. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Bentinck's  Tutor. 
Walter's  'Word.  |  Fallen  Fortunes. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
Carlyon's  Year.      |    Cecil's  Tryst. 
Murphy's  Master.  |  At  Her  Mercy. 
Some  Private  Views. 
Found  Dead.  |     Mirk  Abbey. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 
A  Marine  Residence. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Not  'Wooed,  But  'Won. 
Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 
The  Best  of  Husbands. 
Halves.      I      'What  He  Cost  Her. 
Kit :  A  Memory.  |  Under  One  Roof. 
Glow-Worm  Tales. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 

A    Modern     Dick     Whittington. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  with  Portrait  of  Author, 

3s. 6d.;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
The  Burnt  Million.    Cheap  Edition, 

post  8vo,  cloth,  is.  net. 
Notes  from  the  '  News.'    Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  is.  6d. 

POPULAR  ED]  i  kins,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Walter's  'Word. 


PAYNE    (WILL).  —  Jerry    the 

Dreamer.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


PENNELL- ELMH1RST    (Cap- 
tain   R.).— The    Best   of  the  Fun. 

With   8   Coloured    Illustrations   and   48 
others.    Medium  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  net. 


PENNELL    (H.  CHOLMONDE- 

LEY),    Works    by.     Post  8vo,   cloth, 

2s.  6d.  each. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    With  Illustrations. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.    With  10  Full- 

page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 
The   Muses   of    Mayfair :    Vers  de 

Societe.    Selected  by  H.  C.  PEVNELL. 


PENNY    (F.    E.)t    Novels    by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
The  Sanyasl.     |     Dilys. 
Caste  and  Creed. 
The  Tea-Planter. 


PERRIN    (ALICE),    Novels   by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
The  'Waters  of  Destruction. 
Red  Records. 

A  Free  Solitude. [Shortly. 

East  of  Suez.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

PHELPS    (E.    S.).  —  Jack    the 

Fisherman.      Illustrated    by    C.    W. 
Reed.    Crown  8  to,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


PHIL  MAY'S  Sketch-Book  :  54 

Cartoons.     Crown  folio,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


PHIPSON  (Dr.  T.  L.),  Books  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5.?.  each. 
Famous  Violinists  and  Violins. 
The  Confessions  of  a  Violinist. 
Voice  and  Violin. 


PILKINGTON  (L.  L.).— Mallen- 

der's  Mistake.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  Works  by. 
The  Pursuivant   of    Arms.     With 

6  Plates  and   209   Illustrations.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
Songs   and   Poems.     Edited  by  Mrs, 

M.ACKARNESS.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

PLUTARCH'S  Lives  of  Illus- 
trious Men.  With  Life  of  Plutarch 
by  J.  and  W.  Langhorne,  and  Por- 
traits. Two  Vols.,  8vo,  half-cloth,  ios.6d. 


POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  Choice 

Works :    Poems,    Stories,    Essays. 

With  an  Introduction  by  CHARLES 
Baudelaire.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

POLLOCK  (W.H.).—  The  Charm, 

and   Other   Drawings  Room   Plays. 

By  Sir  WALTER  BESAXT  and  WALTER 
H,  Pollock.  With  50  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.         


PROCTOR     (RICHARD    A.), 

Works  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Easy  Star  Lessons.     With  Star  Maps 

for  everv  Niaht  in  the  Year. 
Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illusts. 
Familiar  Science  Studies. 
Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space. 
The  Universe  of  Suns. 

Saturn  and  its  System.  With  13 
Steel  Plates.    Demy  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Workers.    Crown  8vo,  is.  6d. 
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PRAED    (Mrs.    CAMPBELL), 
Novels  by.   Post  Svo,  illus. boards, 2s.  ca. 
The  Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.   6d.  each  ;   post   8vo 

illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Outlaw  and  Lawmaker. 
Christina  Chard. 
Mrs.  Tregaskiss.    With  8  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Nulma.         I         Madame  Izan. 
'As  a  Watch  in  the  Night.' 

Christina    Chard.     Cheap  Edition, 

post  Svo,  cloth,  is.  net. 
The   Lost   Earl   of  Eilan.     Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  6s.  


PRICE     (E.    C).  —  Valentina. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3,5.  6d. 


PRYCE    (RICHARD). —Miss 

Maxwell's  Affections.  Crown  8vo, 
cl„  3s.  6<2. ;    post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

RAMBOSSON     (J.).  —  Popular 

Astronomy.  Translated  by  C.  B. 
Pitman.  With  10  Coloured  Plates  and 
63  Woodcuts.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


READE'S   (CHARLES)   Novels. 

Collected  Library  Edition,  in  Seventeen 
Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  td  each. 

Peg  Woffington ;  and  Christie 
Johnstone. 

Hard  Cash. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
With  a  Preface  by  Sir  Walter  Besant. 

'  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never 
Did  Run  Smooth  ;  and  Single- 
heart  and  Doubleface. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief: 
Jack  of  all  Trades ;  A  Hero  and 
a  Martyr;  The  Wandering  Heir. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

A  Simpleton. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

The  Jilt:  and  Good  Stories  of  Man 
and  other  Animals. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

Readiana;  and  Bible  Characters. 

In  Twenty-one  Volumes,  post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s.  each. 
Peg  Woffington.     |    A  Simpleton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
'It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 
The  Course  of  True  Love  Never 

Did  Run  Smooth. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 

of  all  Trades;  James  Lambert. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 


READE'S  (CHARLES)  Novels 

C0?ltl?2Utd. 

Hard  Cash.       I     Readiana. 
Foul  Play.         I     Griffith  Gaunt. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  Woman  Hater. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good  Stories  of  Man,  &c. 
The  Jilt;  and  other  Stories. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 


Large  Type,  Fixe  Paper  Editions. 
Pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  each  ;  leather, 
gilt  edges,  3s.  net  each. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  With 

32  Illustrations  by  M.  B.  Hewerdine. 
'It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
'  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 
Foul  Play.         I      Hard  Cash. 
Peg     Woffington;     and     Christie 

Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Double  Marriage. 

Fcap.  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  2s.6d.  each. 
Christie  Johnstone.     With  Frontis. 
Peg  Woffington. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  Large  Type 
Edition,  fcap.8vo.  cloth,  is.  net :  leather, 
is.  td.  net. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
Edition-  de  Luxe,  with  16  Photogravure 
and  84  half-tone  Illustrations  by  Matt 
B.  Hewerdine.    Small  4to,  cloth, 6s.  net. 

Bible  Characters.    Fcap.  Svo,  is. 

Selections  from  the  Works  of 
Charles  Reade.  Edited  by  Mrs.  A. 
Ireland.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


RICHARDSON   (FRANK),   Nov- 

els  by.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Man  who  Lost  his  Past.    With 

50  Illustrations  by  TOM  BROWNE,  R.I. 
The  Bays  water  Miracle. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
The  King's  Counsel. 
Semi-Society. 
There  and  Back. 


RIDDELL  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 
A  Rich  Man's  Daughter.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Weird    Stories.     Crown    Svo,    cloth, 

3s.6d. ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.each. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
Fairy  Water.        |     Idle  Tales. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 


RIMMER  (ALFRED). -Rambles 

Round  Eton  and  Harrow.     With  52 
Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


20 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


RIVES  (AMELIE),  Stories 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Barbara  Dering. 
Meriel :  A  Love  Story. 


by. 


ROBINSON  (F.  W.).  Novels  by. 
Women    are    Strange.      Post    Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 
The  Hands  of  Justice.    Crown  8vo, 

cluth,  3s.  td.  ;    post  fivn,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
The  Woman  in  the  Dark.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  35.  6J. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 


ROLFE    (FR.),    Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6.y.  each. 
Hadrian  the  Seventh. 
Don  Tarquinio. 


ROLL    OF     BATTLE    ABBEY, 

THE:  A  List  of  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  from  Normandy  with  William  the 
Conqueror,  1060.  In  Gold  and  Colours.  $s. 


ROWLEY  (Hon.  HUGH).      Post 

Svo,  cloth,  2s.  td.  each. 

Puniana  :  or,  Thoughts  Wise  and  Other- 
wise :  a  Collection  of  the  Best  Riddles, 
Conundrums,  Jokes,  Sells,  &c,  with 
numerous  Illustrations. 

More  Puniana.  With  numerous  Musts. 


ROMANOFFS,  THE  CURSE  OF 
THB:  A  Study  of  the  Reigns  of 
Paul  i.  and  Alexander  I.  of  Russia. 

By     A.     S.      Rappoport,    M.A.     With 
Portraits.     Demy  Svo,  cloth.       [Shortly. 


ROSENQARTEN(A.).— A  Hand- 
book of  Architectural  Styles.  Trans- 
lated by  W.  Collett-Sandars.  With 
630  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 


ROSS    (ALBERT).— A    Sugar 

Princess.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  td. 


RUNCIMAN  (J AS.),  Stories  by. 
Schools   and    Scholars.     Post  Svo, 

cloth,  2s.  td. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  3,5.  td. 

RUSSELL  (DORA),  Novels  by. 

A  Country  Sweetheart.   Crown  Svo, 

picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
The  Drift  of  Fate.    Crown  Svo,  cloth, 

3s.  td.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 


RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  Novels 

by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Overdue.        |     Wrong  Side  Out. 

Crown  8vo,   cloth,   3s.    td.  each  ;     post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth,  2s.  td.  each. 

Round  the  Galley-Fire. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

The  Mystery  of  the  '  Ocean  Star.' 

The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 

The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

My  Shipmate  Louise. 

Alone  on  a  Wide  W ide  Sea, 

The  Good  Ship  '  Mohock.' 

The  Phantom  Death. 

Is  He  the  Man?     |     Heart  of  Oak. 

The  Convict  Ship. 

The  Last  Entry. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $s.  td.  each. 
A  Tale  of  Two  Tunnels. 
The  Death  Ship. 

The  Ship :  Her  Story.  With  50  Illustra- 
tions by  II.  C.  Seppings  Wright. 
Small  4to,  cloth,  ts. 

The '  Pretty  Polly.'  With  12  Illustra- 
tions by  G.  E.  Robertson.  Large 
crown  Svo,  cloth,  H'lt  edges,  55. 

The  Convict  Ship.  Popular  Edition, 
medium  8vo,  td. 


RUSSELL  (Rev.  JOHN)  and  his 

Out-of-door    Life.      By    E.    W.    L, 

Davies.    With  Illustrations  coloured  by 
hand.     Royal  8vo,  cloth,  its.  net. 

RUSSELL    (HERBERT).— True 

Blue.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3,?.  td. 


SAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $s.  td.  each  ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  With  a  Note 
by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

The  Junior  Dean. 

Orchard  Damerel. 

The  Master  of  St.  Benedict's. 

In  the  Face  of  the  World. 

To  His  Own  Master. 

The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  td.  each. 

The  Wooing  of  May. 

Fortune's  Gate. 

A  Tragic  Honeymoon. 

Gallantry  Bower. 

A  Proctor's  Wooing. 

Bonnie  Maggie  Lauder. 

Mrs.  Dunbar's  Secret. 

M ary  Unwin.    With  8  Illustrations. 


SAINT    JOHN    (BAYLE).  —  A 

Levantine  Family.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  is.  td. 


SALA    (G.    A.).— Gaslight    and 

Daylight.  Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2j>. 


SALMON  (A.  L.).— Literary 

Rambles  in  the  West  of  England. 

With  a  Frontispiece.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  ts.  net. 


SCOTLAND  YARD,  Past  &  Present 
By  Ex-Chief-Inspcctor  Cavanagh.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  td. 


SECRET  OUT,  The:    Tricks  with 

Cards,  &c.  300  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  4s .  td. 


SERGEANT(ADELINE),  Novels 

by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  td.  each. 
Under  False  Pretences. 
Dr.  Endicott's  Experiment. 

The  Missing  Elizabeth.    Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  ts. 
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ST.  A1ARTINS  LIBRARY  (The). 

In  pocket  size,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  per 
Vol.  ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net  per  Vol. 
By  Sir  Walter  Besant. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men, 
Sir  Richard  Whittington. 
Caspard  de  Coligny.  T  London. 

By  Hall  Caine. 
The  Deemster. 

By  Wilkie  Collins. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
By  Daniel  Defoe. 
Robinson    Crusoe.     With   37    Illus- 
trations by  G.  Cruikshank. 
By  Austin  Dobson. 
Eighteenth    Century    Vignettes. 
First  Series.  With  3  Illustrations. 
By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  Bret  Harte. 
Condensed  Novels. 

By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.     Illustrated  by  J.  G.  THOMSON. 
By  Richard  Jefferies. 
The  Life  of  the  Fields. 
The  Open  Air. 
Nature  near  London. 

By  Charles  Lamb. 
The  Essays  of  Elia. 

By  Lord  Macaulay. 
History  of  England,  in  5  Volumes. 

By  Justin  McCarthy. 
The  Reign  of  Queen  Anne,  in  1  Vol. 
A  History  of  the  Four  Georges 

and  Of  William  IV.,  in  2  Vols. 
A  History  of  Our  Own  Times  from 
Accession  of  Q.Victoria  to  1S97,  in  3  Vols. 
By  George  MacDonald. 
Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination, 
in  10  Vols.    (For  List,  see  p.  15.) 
By  Charles  Reade. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  With 

32  Illustrations  by  M.  B.  Hewerdine. 
'It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 
Memories  and  Portraits. 
Yirginibus  Puerisque. 
Men  and  Books. 
New  Arabian  Nights. 
Across  the  Plains.  I   Merry  Men. 
The  Poems  of  R.  L.  Stevenson. 

By  H.  A.  Taine. 
History  of  English  Literature,  in 
4  Vols.     With  32  Portraits. 
By  Mark  Twain.— Sketches. 
By  Walton  and  Cotton. 
The  Complete  Angler. 

SENIOR    (WM.).-By     Stream 

and  Sea.    Post  8vo  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

SEYMOUR  (CYRIL),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth.  6s.  each. 
The  Magic  of  To-Morrow. 
Comet  Chaos. 


SHAKESPEARE  the  Boy:  Home 

and  School  Life,  Games  and  Sports, 
Manners,  Customs,  and  Folk-lore  of  the 
Time.  By  W.  J.  Rolie.  With  42  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo.  cloth,  $s.  6d. 

SHARP   (WILLIAM).-Children 

of  To-morrow.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s. 6d. 


SHELLEY'S  Complete  WORKS 

in  Verse  and    Prose.    Edited    by    R. 
Herne  Shepherd.    Five  Vols.,  crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. : 

Vol.  I.  Margaret  Nicholson  ;  Shelley's 
Correspondence  with  Stockdale  ;  Wandering 
Jew  ;  Queen  Mab  ;  Alastor  ;  Rosalind  and 
Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais. 

Vol.  II.     Laon  and  Cythna :  The  Cenci ; 

Julian  and  Maddalo  ;  Swellfoot  the  Tyrant  ; 

The  Witch  of  Atlas  ;  Epipsychidion  ;  Hellas 

Vol.  III.    Posthumous      Poems  ;       The 

Masque  of  Anarchy  ;    and  other  Pieces. 

Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols. : 

Vol.  I.    Zastrozzi ;  St.  Irvyne  ;  Dublin  and 

Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  Refutation  of  Deism  ; 

Lettersto  Leigh  Hunt  ;  Minor  Writings. 
Vol.  II.     Essays;   Letters   from  Abroad; 

Translations  and  Fragments  ;  a  Biography. 


SHERARD     (R.     H.). -Rogues. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


SHERIDAN'S      (RICHARD 
BR1NSLEY)    Complete    Works. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6;/. 

The  Rivals,  The  School  for  Scan- 
dal, &c.    Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  2s. 

Sheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals 
and  The   School    for    Scandal. 

Edited  by  Brander  Matthews.    With 
Illustrations.  Demy  8vo, buckram,  I2<,6d. 


SHIEL  (M.  P.),  Novels  by. 
The  Purple  Cloud.   Cr.  8vo,cloth,  35.  6d. 
Unto  the  Third  Generation.  Cr.8vo 
cloth,  6s. 

SIGNBOARDS:  Their  History,  in- 
cluding Famous  Taverns  and  Remarkable 
Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  J. 
C.  Hotten.  With 95  Illustrations.  Crown 
Svo.  cloth.  3  c.  6d.  


SINCLAIR  (UPTON).  —  Prince 

Magen.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


SISTER  DORA.    By  M.  Lonsdale. 

Demy  8vo,  4<i. ;  cloth,  6d.    


SKETCHLEY    (ARTHUR).-A 

Match  In  the  Dark.     Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2,1. 


SLANG  DICTIONARY  (The):  His- 

torical  and  Anecdotal.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  6s.  6d. 


SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  Books  by. 
The   Prince  of  Argolts.     With   130 

Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch. 

With  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 
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SIMS  (GEORGE  R.),  Books  by. 

For  Life— and  After.    Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  6s. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;    cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
The  Ring  o'  Bella. 
Tinkletop's  Crime.        |        Zeph. 
Dramas  of  Life.     With  6o  Illustrations. 
My  Two  Wives.  |  Tales  of  To-day. 
Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
Scenes  from  the  Show. 
The  Ten  Commandments. 


Crown  £vo,   picture  cover,   is.  each ;    cloth, 
is.  6d.  each. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter  and  Reader. 
The  Case  of  George  Candlemas. 
Dagonet  Ditties,  i  Life  We  Live. 
Young  Mrs.  Caudle. 
Li  Ting  of  London. 

Crown   8vo,  cloth,  ss.  6d.  each ;    post    Svo, 
picture  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Dagonet  Abroad. 
Rogues    and    Vagabonds. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  $s.  6d.  each. 
Once    upon    a   Christmas    Time. 
With  8  Illustrations  by  Chas.  Green,  R.I. 
In  London's  Heart. 
A  Blind  Marriage. 
"Without  the  Limelight. 
The  Small-part  Lady. 
Biographs  of  Babylon. 
Among  My  Autographs.  70  Facsims. 

Picture  cloth,  Hat  back,  2s.  each. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
In  London's  Heart. 


How  the  Poor  Live;  and  Horrible 
London.    Crown  Svo,  leatherette,  is. 

Dagonet  Dramas.    Crown  Svo.  is. 

Mary  Jane's  Memoirs.  Popular 
Edition,  medium  8vo,  bd. 


SNAZELLEPARILLA.  Decanted 
by  G.  S.  Edwards.  With 66  Illustrations 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3;.  6d. 


SOCIETY  IN  LONDON. 

8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Crown 


SOMERSET   (Lord    HENRY). - 

Songs  of  Adieu.     4to,  |np.  vellum,  6s 


SPENSER  for  Children.  ByM.H. 

TOWRY.     With  Coloured  Illustrations  by 
W.  J.  MORGAN.     Crown  4to,  cloth,  ss.  6d. 


SPETTIGUE     (H. 
Heritage  of  Eve. 

SPRIGGE- 


H.).  -  The 

Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


(S.     SQUIRE). —An 

Industrious  Chevalier.     Cr.  Svo,  6s. 


STAFFORD  (JOHN),  Novels  by. 

Doris  and  I.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.1.  6d. 
Carlton  Priors.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

STAN  LEY  "(WIN  IFRED).  —  A 

Flash  of  the  Will.     Cr.8vo,  cloth,  C>. 


SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2.5.  each. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke; 
By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked ;  &  Sandycroft  Mys- 
tery. I     The  Golden  Hoop. 
Back  to  Life.  |  Quittance  in  Full. 
The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 
Burgo's  Romance. 
A  Husband  from  the  Sea. 

Post  8vo,  cloih,  is.  6d.  each. 
A  Barren  Title. 
Wife  or  No  Wife. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6d.  each. 
Her  Ladyship.  |  The  Grey  Monk; 
The  Master  of  Trenance. 
The  Secret  of  Wy vern   Towers. 
The  Doom  of  Siva. 
The  Web  of  Fate, 
experiences  of  Mr.  Yerschoyle. 
As  it  was  Written. 

Stepping  Blindfold:  Cr.8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


STARRY     HEAVENS     Poetical 

Birthday  Book.    Pott  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

STEDMAN    (E.   C.).— Victorian 

Poets.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  95. 


STEPHENS  (RICCARDO).— The 

Cruciform  Mark.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 

STEPHENS  (R7  NEILSON).— 

Philip  Winwood.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  is.  6d. 

STEPNIAK^S.^At  the  Dawn 

of  a  New  Reign :  a  Study  of  Modern 
Russia.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

STERN  DALE  (R.  ARMITAGE). 

—The  Afghan  Knife.     Post  8vo, cloth, 
3s.  6d.  :  illustrated  boards.  2s. 


STERNE    (LAURENCE),    The 

Life  of.  By  Percy  Fitzgerald.  With 
n  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

STOCKTON    (FRANK  R,).-The 

Young  Master  of  Hyson  Hall.  With 
36  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3s. 6d. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2j. 


STODDARD  (C.  W.),  Books  by. 

Po:.t  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  net  each. 
South-Sea  Idyls:  Summer  Cruising. 
The  Island  of  Tranquil  Delights. 


STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by 
Percy  Fitzgki-'ald,  Conan  Doyle, 
F.  Marry  at,  &c.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 


5TRUTT     (JOSEPH). —The 

.Sports  and  Pastimes  of  the  People 
of  fingland.  With  140  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.5. 6d. 

SUNDOWNER,  Stories Mby.- 
Told  by  the  Taffrail.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  3s.  6d. 
The  Tale  of  the  Serpent.      Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  fiat  back,  2s. 
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5TEVENS0N     (R.     LOUIS), 

Works  by.     Cr.  8vo,  buckram,  6s.  each. 

Travels  with  a  Donkey.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

An  Inland  Voyage.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  Walter  Crane. 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  &  Books. 

The  Silverado  Squatters. 

The  Merry  Men. 

Underwoods :    Poems. 

Memories  and  Portraits. 

Yirginibus  Puerisque. 

Ballads.  |     Prince  Otto. 

Across  the  Plains. 

■Weir  of  Hermiston. 

In  the  South  Seas. 

Essays  of  Travel. 

Tales  and  Fantasies. 

Essays  in  the  Art  of  Writing. 

Songs  of  Travel.    Cr.  8vo,  buckram,  5$. 
New  Arabian   Nights.    Crown  8vo, 

buckram,  6s.  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2.5.; 

Popular  Edition-,  medium  8vo,  6d. 

Post  Svo,  half-cloth,  is.  net  each  ;  leather, 

2s.  net  each. 
Prayers  "Written  at  Yailima. 
A  Christmas  Sermon. 


The  Suicide  Club;  and  The  Rajah's 

Diamond.  (From  New  Arabian 
NIGHTS.)  With  8  Illustrations  by  W.  J. 
HENNESSY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

The  Stevenson  Reader.  Edited  by 
Lloyd  Osbourxe.  Post  Svo,  cloth, 
2s.  6d.  ;  buckram,  gilt  top,  3s.  6d. 

The  Pocket  R.L.S.:  Favourite  Pas- 
sages.    i6mo,  cl.,  2s.  net  ;  leather,  35.  net. 

Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Editions. 
Pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,    2s.  net   each  ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3*.  net  each. 
Virginibus  Puerisque. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  &  Books. 
New  Arabian  Nights. 
Memories  and  Portraits. 
Across  the  Plains. 
The  Merry  Men. 
The  Poems  of  R.  L.  Stevenson, 


R.  U.  Stevenson :    A  Study.    By  H.  B. 

BailduN.      With   2   Portraits.       Crown 

8vo,  buckram,  6s. 
Recollections  of  R.  L.  Stevenson 

in  the  Pacific.  By  Arthur  John- 
stone. With  Portrait  and  Facsimile 
Letter.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  6s.  net. 


SURTEES        (ROBERT).  — 

Mandley  Cross;  or,  Mr.  Jorrocks's 
Hunt.  With  79  Illusts.  by  John  Leech. 
Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth,  2s. 


SUTRO     (ALFRED).  —  The 

Foolish  Virgins*  Fcp.  Svo,  is.;  cl.,  is.6d. 


SWEET     (ALEX.    E.)     and    J. 

AR/VIOY     KNOX. -On    a    Mexican 
Mustang  Through  Texas,  from  the 

Gulf  to  the  Rio  Grande.     With  265  Illus- 
trations.   Demy  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


SWIFT'S  (Dean)  Choice  Works, 

in  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Por- 
trait, and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d. 

Gulliver's  Travels,  and  A  Tale  of 
a  Tub.    Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  2s. 

Jonathan  Swift :  A  Studv.  By  J. 
Churton  Collins.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 


SWINBURNE'S     (ALGERNON 

CHARLES)  Works. 
Selections  from  Mr.  Swinburne's 

Works.    Fcap.  8vo,  6s. 
Atalanta  in  Calydon.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Chastelard:  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 
Poems  and   Ballads.    First  Series. 

Crown  Svo,  gs. 
Poems  and  Ballads.    Second  Series. 

Crown  Svo,  9s. 
Poems  and  Ballads.    Third  Series. 

Crown  8vo,  7,5. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.    Crown  8vo, 

ics.  6d. 
Bothwell :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  I2s.6d. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
George  Chapman.    (In  Vol.  II.  of  G. 

Chapman's  Works.)    Crown  8vo,  3s.  6d. 
Essays  and  Studies.    CrownSvo,  12s. 
Erechtheus:  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.  Crown 

8vo,  6s. 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  Crown 
Svo,  8s. 

Songs  of  the  Springtides.  Crown 
8vo.  6s. 

Studies  in  Song.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 

Mary  Stuart:  A  Tragedv.  CrownSvo,  8s. 

Tristram  of  Lyonesse.  Crown  Svo.gs. 

A  Century  of  Roundels.  Small  4to,  8s. 

A  Midsummer  Holiday.    Cr.  Svo,  7s. 

Marino  Faliero:  A  Tragedy.  Crown 
Svo,  6s. 

A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 

Miscellanies.    Crown  8vo,  12s. 

Locrine  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  tvo,  6s. 

A  Study  of  Ben  Jonson.    Cr.  Svo,  7s. 

The  Sisters :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Astrophel,  &C.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 

Studies  in  Prose  and  Poetry. 
Crown  Svo,  9s. 

The  Tale  of  Balen.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 

Rosamund,  Queen  of  the  Lom- 
bards:   A  Tragedv.    Crown  8vo,  6s, 

A  Channel  Passage.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 

Love's  Cross -Currents:  A  Years 
Letters.     Crown  8vo,  6s.  net. 

William  Blake.     Crown  Svo,  6s.  net. 

Mr.  Swinburne's  Collected  Poems. 

In  6  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  36s.  net  the  set. 
Mr.  Swinburne's  Collected   Tra- 
gedies. In5Vols.,cr.Svo,  30s.net  thesi!. 


TAINE'S     History     of    English 

Literature.  Trans.  byHEN ky  Van  Lau.v. 
Four  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cl.,  30s. — POPULAR 
Edition,  Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cl.,  15s.  ; 
Fine  Paper  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  with 
32  P01  traits,  pott  Svo.  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s. 
net  per  vol.  ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net 
per  vol. 
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TAYLOR      (TOM) .  —  Historical 

Dramas:  'Jeanne  Darc.'  "TwixtAxe 
and  Crown.'  'The  Fool's  Revenge,' 
'  Arkwright's  Wife,'  '  Anne  Boleyn,' 
'  Plot  and  Passion.'  Crown  8vo,  is.  each. 


TEMPLE     (SIR  RICHARD).— A 

Bird's-eye    View    of    Picturesque 
India,     With  32  Musts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s. 


THACKERAYANA :      Notes    and 

Anecdotes.    With  numerous  Sketches  by 
Thackeray.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3$.  6d. 
Thackeray  (The  Pocket).    Arranged 
by  A.  H.   Hyatt.    In  i6mo,  cloth,  gilt 
top,  2s.  net  ;  leather,  gilt  top,  3s.  net. 


THOMAS    (ANNIE),  Novels  by. 
The  Siren's  Web.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 
Comrades  True.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


THOMAS  (BERTHA),  Novels  by. 
In  a  Cathedral  City.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
The  House  on  the  Scar. 
The  Son  of  the  House. 


THOMSON'S  SEASONS,and  The 

Castle  of  Indolence.     With  48  Plus 
trations.     Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  2s. 


THOREAU:  His  Life  and  Aims. 

By  A.  H.  Page.    With  a  Portrait.    Post 
8vo,  buckram,  3s.  6d. 


THORNBURY(WALT.),Booksby 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 

J.  M.  W.  Turner.     With  S  Coloured 

Musts. and  2  Woodcuts.  Cr,  8vo,  cl.,  3s.6d. 

Tales   for   the   Marines.    Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 


TIMBS     (JOHN),     Works     by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Clubs  and  Club  Life  in  London. 
With  41  Illustrations. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities.   With  4S  Illustrations. 


TOMPKINS   (HERBERT  W.).— 

Marsh-Country    Rambles.     With    a 

Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6.?. 


TREETON  (ERNEST  A.). -The 

Instigator.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  Novels 

by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 
■Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Frau  Frohmann.    |    Marion  Fay. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2o.  each. 
Kent  in  the  Dark. 
The  American  Senator. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Cranpere. 


TROLLOPE      (FRANCES      E.), 

Novels  by.    Crown  8vo,   cloth,  3s.  6d. 
each;  post  Svo,  illu->trated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Mabel's  Progress.  |  Anne  Furness. 


TROLLOPE    (T.   A.).— Diamond 

Cut  Diamond.    Post  8vo,  illus.  bds.,  2s. 

TWAINS  (MARK)  Books. 

Author's  Edition  de  Luxe  of  the 
Works  of  Mark   Twain,    in   23 

Volumes  (limited  to  600  Numbered 
Copies),  price  12s.  6d.  net  per  Volume. 
(Can  be  subscribed  for  only  in  Sets.) 

UNIFORM  LIBRARY  EDITION.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 
Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour. 

With  197  Illustrations  by  E.  W.  Kemblk. 
Roughing  It :  and  The  Innocents 

at  Home.    With  200  Illustrations  by 

F.  A.  Fraser. 
The  American  Claimant.    With  81 

Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst  and  others. 

*  The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 

With  in  Illustrations. 
Tom     Sawyer    Abroad.     With    26 

Illustrations  bv  Dan  Beard. 
Tom  Sawyer,  Detective,    With  Port. 
Pudd'nhead  Wilson     With   Portrait 

and  Six  Illustrations  by  Louis  LOEB. 
A  Tramp  Abroad.    With  314  Musts. 
*The  Innocents  Abroad:  or,  New 

Pilgrim's  Progress.     With  234  Musts. 
-The  Gilded  Age.    By  Mark  Twain 

and  C.  D.  Warner.    With  212  Musts. 
The     Prince    and    the    Pauper. 

With  190  Illustrations. 

*  Life  on  the  Mississippi.    300  Musts. 

*  The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry 

Finn.    174  Musts,  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King 
Arthur.    220  Musts,  by  Dan  Beari>. 

*  The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
-The  £1,000.000  Bank-Note. 

A  Double  -  barrelled  Detective 
Story.     With  7  Illustrations. 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain . 
With  Life,  Portrait,  and  Illustrations. 

*4*  The  Books  marked  *  may  be  had  also  in 
post  Svo,  picture  boards,  at  2s.  each. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Personal  Recollections  of  Joan  oi 

Arc.    With  12  Musts,  by  F.  V.  Du  MOND. 
More  Tramps  Abroad. 
The  Man  that  Corrupted  Hadley- 

burg.     With  Frontispiece. 

Mark  Twain's  Sketches.  Pott  8vr>, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  zs.net ;  Rather,  gilt  edges, 
3s.  net;  pictuie  boards,  2s. 


TWELLS  (JULIA   H.).— Et  tu, 

Sejane  I     Cruwn  Svo.  cloth,  6.$. 


TYTLER    (C.    C.    FRASER-).— 

Mistress   Judith.    Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3s.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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TYTLER   (SARAH),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2.?.  each. 
Buried  Diamonds. 
The  Blackball  Ghosts. 
What  She  Came  Through. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2.?.  each. 
Saint  Mungo's  City.    I    Lady  Bell. 
The  Huguenot  Family. 
Disappeared.    |    Noblesse  Oblige. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Crown  Svo,  c'oth,  31.  6rf.  each. 
The  Macdonald  Lass. 
The  Witch.Wife. 
Rachel  Langton.  Sapphira 

Mrs.  Carmichael's  Goddesses. 
A  Honeymoon's  Eclipse. 
A  Young  Dragon. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Thi'ee  Men  of  Mark; 
In  Clarissa's  Day. 
Sir  David's  Visitors. 
The  Poet  and  his  Guardian  Angel. 

Citoyenne  Jacqueline.  Crown  8vo, 
picture  cloth,  flat  bade,  2s. 

The  Bride's  Pass.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  ;  CHEAP  EDITION 
cloth,  is.  net. 


UPWARD  (ALLEN),  Novels  by. 
The  Queen  against  Owen.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth,  3s.  Cd.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back. 

2,c. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. 
The     Phantom      Torpedo-Boats. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

VANDAM      (ALBERT     D.).-A 

Court  Tragedy.     With  6  Illustrations 
by  J.  B.  Davis.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 


WALTON    and    COTTON'S 

Complete   Angler.      I'ott  8vo,    cloth 
gilt,  2s.  net  ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 


WALT  WHITMAN,  Poems  by. 

Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  W.  M.  Ros- 
Setti.    With  Port.  Cr.  Svo,  buckram,  6s. 

WARDEN  (FLORENCE),  by. 

Joan,  the  Curate.    Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

35.  6d. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
A  Fight  to  a  Finish.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  bs.  each. 
The  Heart  of  a  Girl.    With  8  Illusts. 
What  Ought  She  to  Do? 
Tom  Dawson. 

The  Youngest  Miss  Brown. 
Love  and  Lordship; 
The  Old  House  at  the  Corner. 


VASARL— Stories  of  the  Italian 

Artists  from  Vasari.  Arranged  by 
E.  L.  Seeley.  Larjje  crown  Svo,  buck- 
ram, with  8  Four-Colour  Plates  and  24 
in  Two  Tints,  7s.  6d.  net;  Edition  de 
Luxe,  demy  Svo,  with  additional 
Coloured  Plates,  15s.  net.  A  Prospectus 
may  be  had. 


VASHTI     and      ESTHER.      By 

'  Belle '  of  The  World.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d. 


VIZETELLY     (ERNEST     A.), 

Books  by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Scorpion. 
The  Lover's  Progress. 
With  Zola  in  England.    4  Ports. 

A  Path  Of  Thorns.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

The  Wild  Marquis:  Life  and  Adven- 
tures of  Armand  Guerry  de  Maubreuil. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


WALLACE  (LEW.;.— Ben-Hur: 

A  Tale  of   the  Christ.      Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  35.  6d.  


WARMAN    (CY).— The    Express 

Messenger.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3  -.  6d. 


WARRANT  to  Execute  Charles  I. 

A  Facsimile,  with  the  59  Signatures  and 
Seals.    2s. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen 
of  Scots.  Including  Queen  Elizabeth's 
Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.    2;. 


WASSERMANN      (LILLIAS).— 

The  Daffodils.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  Cd. 


WALLER  (S.  E.).— Sebastiani's 

Secret.      With  9  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s. 


WEATHER.HowtoForetellthe, 

with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope.    By 

F.   W.   CORY.      With    10    Illustrations. 
Crown.  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


WEBBER  (BYRON).— Sport  and 

Spangles.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s. 

WERNER    (A.).  — Chapenga's 

White  Man.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

WESTALL  (WILL.),  Novels  by. 

Trust-Money.     Crown  8vo, cloth,  3s.  6d.; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth.  6s.  each. 
As  a  Man  Sows.  I  The  Old  Bank. 
Dr.  Wynne's  Revenge. 
The  Sacred  Crescents. 
A  Yery  Queer  Business. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  td.  each. 
A  Woman  Tempted  Him. 
For  Honour  and  Life. 
Her  Two  Millions. 
Two  Pinches  of  Snuff. 
With  the  Red  Eagle. 
A  Red  Bridal.  |    Nigel  Fortescue. 
Ben  Clough.       |    Birch  Dene. 
The  Old  Factory. 
Sons  of  Belial.  I   Strange  Crimes. 
Her  Ladyship's  Secret. 
The  Phantom  City. 
Ralph  Horbreck's  Trust. 
A  Queer  Race.  |  Red  Ryvington. 
Roy  of  Roy's  Court. 
As  Luck  would  have  it. 


The  Old  Factory.    Medium  8vo,  6d. 
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CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


WE  ST  BURY     (ATHA).  —  The 

Shadow  of  Milton  Fernbrook.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  js.  6d. 

WHEELWRIGHT    (E.    G.).— A 

Slow  Awakening.  Crown  8vo  cloth,  6s. 

WHISHAW     (FRED.),     Novels 

by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.5.  6d.  each. 
A  Forbidden  Name. 
Many  Ways  of  Love.    With  8  Musts. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Mazeppa. 

Near  the  Tsar,  near  Death 
A  Splendid  Impostor. 


WILDE   (LADY).— The  Ancient 

Legends,  Charms,  and  Superstitions 
of  Ireland.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


WOOD  (H.  F.),  Detective  Stories 

by.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards  2s.  each. 
Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

WOOLLEYTCELIA  PARKER).— 

Rachel  Armstrong.     Post  8vo,  2s.  6d. 


WHITE     (GILBERT).  — Natural 

History  of  Selborne.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2^. 


WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU),  by. 
Science  in  Short  Chapters.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown 

8vo.  cloth,  6s. 
A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    With 

Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


WILLIAMSON  (Mrs.  F.  H.).— A 

Child  Widow.    Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

WILLS  (C.  J.),  Novels  by7~ 

An  Easy-going  Fellow.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  3.t.  Id. 
His  Dead  Past.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


WILSON    (Dr.    ANDREW),    by. 

Chapters  on  Evolution.    With  259 
Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7.5.  6d. 

Leisure-Time  Studies.  With  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  8vo,  cloth.  6s. 

Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.    With  36 
lllustiations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 

Common  Accidents,  and  how  to 
Treat  Them.  Cr.  Svo,  15.  ;  cloth,  is.6d 

Glimpses  of  Nature.    With  35  Illustra 
tions.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 


WRAGGE     (CLEMENT    L.).— 

The  Romance  of  the  South  Seas. 

With  84  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
7,9.  6d.  net.  


WRIGHT  (THOMAS),  by. 
Caricature  History  of  the  Georges; 

or.  Annals  of  the  House  of  Hanover. 
With  Frontispiece  and  over  300  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature, 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Illus- 
trated by  F.  W.  Fairholt.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  js.  6d. 


ZANGWILL  (LOUIS).— A  Nine- 
teenth Century  Miracle.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d. :  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 


WINTER    (JOHN     STRANGE) 

by.  Post  Svo,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  2s.  6d.cach 
Cavalry  Life. 
Regimental  Legends. 

Cavalry  Life  and  Regimental 
Legends,  together.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
3s.  6d. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 


ZOLA   (EMILE),    Novels  by. 

Uniform  Edition.  Translated  or  Edited, 
with  Introductions,  by  Ernest  A.  Yize- 
TELLY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

His  Masterpiece.  |  The  Joy  of  Life. 

Germinal. 

The  Honour  of  the  Army. 

Abbe  Mouret's  Transgression. 

The  Fortune  of  the  Rougons. 

The  Conquest  of  Plassans, 

The  Dram-Shop. 

The  Fat  and  the  Thin.    |    Money. 


His  Excellency. 

The  Downfall. 

Lourdes. 

Rome. 

Paris. 


The  Dream. 
Doctor  Pascal. 
Fruitfulness. 
Work. 
Truth. 


Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 
The  Dram-Shop.  I   Paris. 
Lourdes.  !  Rome.  |  The  Downfall. 

With  Zola  in  England.  By  Ernest 
A.  Vizetelly.  With  4  Portraits.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3$.  6d. 


THE   PICCADILLY  NOVELS. 


Library  Editions,  many  Illustt 

By  Mr:,  ALEXANDER. 


ated,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 
By  GRANT  ALLEN 


Valerie's  Fate. 

A  Life  Interist. 

Mona's  Choice. 

By  Woman's  Wit 

The  Cost  01  Her  Pride. 


Barbara. 

A  Fight  with  Fate. 
A  Golden  Autumn. 
Mrs.  Crichton's  Creditor. 
The  Step-mother. 


A  Missing  Hero. 

By  M.  ANDERSON. 

Othello's  Occupation. 

By  O.  V/    APPLETON. 

Rash  Conclusions. 


Philistia.        \  Babylon. 
Strange  Stories. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 
In  all  Shades. 
The  Beckoning  Hand. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Tents  of  Shem. 


The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq's  Daughter. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Blood  Royal. 
Ivan  Greets  Masterpiece. 
The  Scallywag. 
At  Market  Value. 
Under  Sealed  Orders. 


ARTEMUS  WARD'S  WORKS,  Complete 
By  EDWIN  L.  ARNOLD. 

Phra  the  Phoenician.  I  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING-GOULD 

Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  ROBERT  BARR. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair  I  A  Woman  Intervenes. 

From  Whose  Bourne.  I  Revenge  ! 

A  Prince  of  Good  Fellows. 
By  FRANK  BARRETT. 


A  Prodigal's  Progress. 
Woman  of  Iron  Bracelets- 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
By  •BELLE.' 


The  Harding  Scanda 
Under  a  Strange  Mask. 
A  Missing  Witness. 
Was  She  Justified? 
Vashti  and  Esther. 


By  ARNOLD  BENNETT. 

The  Gates  of  Wrath.  I  The  Grand  Babylon  Hotel. 

Anna  of  the  Five  Towns. 

By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE. 


Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT 


All  Sorts  and  Conditions. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack.  |  Holy  Rose. 
World  Went  Well  Then. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
Herr  P?ulus. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Revolt  of  Man. 
The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 
S.  Katherine's  by  Tower. 


Verbena  Camellia  Stepha- 
The  Ivory  Gate.       [notis. 
The  Rebel  Queen 
Dreams  of  Avarice. 
In  Deacon's  Orders. 
The  Master  Craftsman. 
The  Cry  of  Refuge. 
A  Fountain  Sealed. 
The  Changeling. 
The  Fourth  Generation. 
The  Charm. 
The  Alabaster  Box. 
The  Orange  Girl. 
The  Lady  of  Lynn. 


No  Other  Way 

By  AMBROSE  BIERCE.-In  Midst  of  Life. 

By  HAROLD  BINDLOSS. 

Ainslie's  Ju-ju.  |  A  Sower  of  Wheat. 

By  M.  IHcD,  BODKIN,  K.C. 
Dora  Myrl.  I  Shillelagh  and  Shamrock. 

Tatsey  the  Omadaun. 
By  PAUL  BOURGET.-A  Living  Lie. 
By  J.  D.  BRAYSHAW.— Slum  Silhouettes. 
By  H.  A.  BRYDEN.— An  Exiled  Scot. 
By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Charlatan 


The  New  Abelard. 
Matt.  I  Rachel  Dene. 

Master  of  the  Mine. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 
Red  and  White  Heather. 
Lady  Kilpatrick. 
Andromeda. 

CELETT  BURGESS  and  WILL  IRWIN. 
The  Picaroons. 

By  HALL  CAINE. 

Shadow  of  a  Crime.  |  Son  of  Hagar.      |  Deemster. 
By  R.  W.  CHAMBERS.— The  King  In  Yellow. 
By  AUSTIN  CLARE. -By  Rise  of  River. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIYR. 
Paul  Ferroll.  |  Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wile. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 
The  Red  Sultan.  |   The  Burden  of  Isabel. 

By  Y.LOYETT  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "  Black  Prince." 

By  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Armadale.     I  After  Dark. 
No  Name.     |  Antonina 
Basil.        I  Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Haunted  Hotel 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs. 


The  New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
•  I  Say  No.' 
Little  Novel*. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


By  MORT.  and  FRANCES  COLLINS. 

Blacksmith  aad  Scholar.     I  You  Play  Me  False. 
The  Village  Comedy.  I  Midnight  to  Midnight 

By  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN.— Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  HERBERT  COMPTON. 
The  Inimitable  Mrs.  Massingham. 

By  E.  H.  COOPER.— Geoffory  Hamilton. 
By  Y.  C.  COTES.— Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 
By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 
His  Vanished  Star. 

By  MATT  CRIM. 
The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  S.  R.  CROCKETT  and  others. 
Tales  of  Our  Coast. 


By  B.  M. 

Diana  Barrington. 

Proper  Pride. 

A  Family  Likeness. 

Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

A  Bird  of  Passage. 

Mr.  Jervis. 

Village  Tales. 

Some  One  Eise.  |  Jason. 

Infatuation. 


CROKER. 

Tne  Real  Lady  Hilda. 
Married  .ir  Single? 
Two  Masters. 
In  the  Kingdom  of  Kerry. 
Interference. 
A  Third  Person. 
Beyond  the  Pale. 
Miss  Balmaine's  Past. 
Terence.  |  The  Cat's-paw 
By  ALPHONSE   DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist  ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 
By  H.  C.  DAYIDSON.— Mr.  Sadler's  Daughters. 

By  DOROTHEA  DEAKIN. 
The  Poet  and  the  Pierrot. 
The  Princess  and  the  Kitchen-maid, 

By  JAMES  DE   MILLE. 
A  Strange  Manuscript  Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder. 

By  HARRY  DE  WINDT. 
True  Tales  of  Travel  and  Adventure. 

By  DICK  DONOYAN. 


Man  rom  Manchester. 
Records  of  Vincent  Trill. 
Myst.  of  [amaica  Terrace. 
Deacon  Brodie. 


Tales  of  Terror. 
Chro.of  Michael  Danevitch 
Tyler  Tatlock,  Detective. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 


RICHARD  DO WLING.-Old  Corcoran 's  Money. 
CONAN   DOYLE.— The  Firm  of  Girdlestone. 

By  S.  JEANNETTE   DUNCAN. 
A  Daughter  of  To-day        |  Vernon's  Aunt. 
By  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Lovell.  I  A  Plaster  Saint. 

By  G.  S.  EDWARDS.— Snazelleparilla. 
By  G.  MANYILLE  FEHN. 
Cursed  by  a  Fortune. 


The  Case  of  Ailsa  Gray. 
Commodore  Junk. 
The  New  Mistress. 
Witness  to  the  Deed. 
The  Tiger  Lily. 
The  White  Virgin. 
Black  Blood. 
Double  Cunning. 
The  Bag  of  Diamonds. 


1  A  Fluttered  Dovecote. 
!  King  of  the  Castle. 
Master  of  the  Ceremonies. 
The  Man  with  a  Shadow. 
One  Maid's  Mischief. 
I  Story  of  Antony  Grace. 

This  Man's  Wife. 
'  In  Jeopardy. 
Woman  Worth  Winning. 
A  Crimson  Crime. 
Running  Amok. 
By  PERCY  FITZGERALD.— Fatal  Zero. 
By  Hon.  Mrs.  W.  FORBES.-Dumb. 
By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
One  by  One.  |  A  Real  Queen.  I  A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 
Ropes  of  Sand.  I  Jack  Doyle's  Daughter 

By  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife.         i  The  Lawton  Girl. 
By  PAUL  GAULOT.— The  Red  Shirts. 
By    DOROTHEA    GERARD. 
A  Queen  of  Curds  and  Cream 
By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  I  The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Of  High  Degree,  Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

The  Golden  Shaft.  I  The  Flower  of  the  Forest 

By  E.  GLANYILLE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Golden  Rock. 

Fair  Colonist  I  Fossicker.  I  Tales  from  the  Veld. 

By  E.  J.  GOODMAN. 
The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  ALFRED  A.  GRACE 
Tales  of  a  Dying  Race. 
By  CECIL  GRIFFITH.— Corinthia  Marazion. 
By  A.  CLAVERING  GUNTER. 
A  Florida  Enchantment. 
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By  GYP.-Cloclo. 
By  OWEN  HALL. 
The  Track  of  a  Storm        |  Jetsam. 

By  COSMO   HAMILTON. 
Glamour  of  the  Impossible  ;  and  Through  a  Keyhole. 

By  THOMAS    HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 


By  BRET  HARTE. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains.  A      Protegee 

A  Ward   of  the  Golden 
Gate.  [Springs. 

A      Sappho     of      Green 
Col.  Starbottle's  Client. 
Susy.  I  Sally  Dows. 

Bell-Ringer  of  Angel's. 
Tales  of  Trail  and  Town. 


of      Jack 
Clarence.  [Hamlin's. 

Barker's  Luck. 
Devil's  Ford. 
Crusade   of    '  Excelsior. 
Three  Partners. 
Gabriel  Conroy. 
New  Condensed  Novels. 


By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 


Garth.  |  Dust. 

Ellice  Quentin. 
Sebastian  Strome. 
Fortune's  Fool. 

Love 
By  CHRI3  HEALY. 


Dis- 


Beatrix  Randolph. 
David    Poindexter's 

appearance. 
Spectre  of  Camera, 
or  a  Name. 

The  Endless  Heritage. 


By  Sir  A.  HELPS.— Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  I.  HENDERSON. -Agatha  Page. 

By  C.  A.  HENTY. 

Dorothy's  Double.  |  The  Queen's  Cup. 

Rujub,  the  Juggler.   |    Colonel  Thorndyke's  Secret 
By  HEADON  HILL.— Zambra  the  Detective. 
By  JOHN   HILL.— The  Common  Ancestor. 

By  TIGHE  HOPKINS. 

Twixt  Love  and  Duty.       I  Incomplete    Adventurer. 
Nugents  of  Carriconna.      1  Nell  Haffenden. 
By  E.  W.  HORNUNG- 
J  he  Shadow  of  the  Rope. 

By  VICTOR    HUGO The  Outlaw  of  Iceland. 

By  FERGUS  HUME. 
Lady  from  Nowhere.         |  The  Millionaire  Mystery. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 


Marvel. 

Unsatisfactory  Lover. 
\/:i 


Professor's  Experiment. 
A  Point  of  Conscience. 
A  Maiden  all  Forlorn 
The  Coming  of  Chloe. 
Nora  Creina. 
An  Anxious  Moment. 
April's  Lady. 
Peter's  Wife. 
Lovice. 


In  Durance  Vile 

A  Modern  Circe. 

Lady  Patty. 

\  Mental  Struggle. 

Lady  Verner's  Flight. 

The  Red-House  Mystery. 

The  Three  Graces. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  I  Self-Condemned. 

That  Other  Person.  |  Mrs.  Juliet. 

By  R.  ASHE   KING.— A  Drawn  Game. 
By  GEORGE  LAMBERT.— President  of  Boravia 

By  EDMOND  LEPELLETIER. 
Madame  Sans*Gene. 
By  ADAM    LILBURN.— A  Tragedy  in  Marble 

By  HARRY  LINDSAY. 
Rhoda  Roberts.  |  The  Jacobite. 

By  E.  LYNN   LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball,  i  Atonement  Learn  Dundas 

Under  which  Lord?  The  One  Too  Many. 

My  Love!'         |  It.ne.         Dulcie  Evertnn. 
Paston  Carcw.  I  Tne  Rebel  of  the  Fami'y 

Sowing  the  Win  1  I  An  Octave  of  Friends. 

The  World  Well  Lost. 
HENRY   W.  LUCY.-Gideon  Fleyce. 
By  JUSTIN   MCCARTHY, 


With  a  Silken  Thread. 
By 


A  Fair  Saxon. 
I.inley  Rochford. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Camiola.        |  Mononia. 
w. iter. '.tic  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Mis-.  Misanthrope. 


1  tonna  Quixote. 

Maid  of~Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

The  Riddle  Ring. 

The  Three  Disgraces. 


JUSTIN  H.  McCARTHY.-A  London  Legend 

By  GEORGE   MACDONALD. 

Heather  and  Snow. 

By  W.  H.  MALLOCK.-TheNew  Republic. 

By  P.  &   V.   MARGUERITTE.-The  Disaster 

By    RICHARD    MARSH.— A  Spoiler  of  Men. 


MEADE. 

On  Brink  of  a  Chasm, 

The  Siren. 

The  Way  of  a  Woman. 

A  Son  of  Ishniael. 

The  Blue  Diamond. 

Rosebury. 


By  L. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

In  an  Iron  Grip. 

Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient. 

The  Voice  of  the  Charmer. 

An  Adventuress. 

This  Troublesome  World. 

A  Stumble  by  the  Way. 
By  HOPE  MERRICK. 

When  a  Girl's  Engaged. 
By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 
This  Stage  of  Fools.  |  Cynthia. 

The  Man  who  was  Good 

By  EDMUND  MITCHELL. 

The  Lone  Star  Rush.        |  Only  a  Nigger. 

By  BERTRAM  MITFORD. 

The  Gun-Runner.  I  The  King's  Assegai. 

Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley.  |  Renshaw  Fanning's  Quest. 
The  Triumph  of  Hilary  Blachland.  |  Haviland's  Chum. 

Mrs.  MOLESWORTH.— Hathercourt  Rectory. 
By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Maid  Marian  and  Robin  I  Basile  the  Jester. 
Hood.  I  Golden  Idol. 

Young  Lochinvar. 
By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY 


Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  DesDair. 
A  Capful  o'  Nails. 
Tales  in  Prose  and  Verse. 
A  Race  for  Millions. 
This  Little  World. 
His  Own  Ghosr. 
Church  of  Humanity. 
Despair's  Last  Journey. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Val  Strange.    |      Hearts. 

A  Model  Father. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

V.C. 

By  MURRAY  and  HERMAN. 
The  Bishops'  Bible.  |  Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

One  Traveller  Returns. 
By  HUME  NISBET.— •  Bail  Up  1' 
By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 
Saint  Ann's.  I  Billv  Bellew. 

Miss  Wentworth's  Idea. 
By  G.  OHNET.-A  Weird  Gift. 
Love's  Depths.  |  The  'Woman  of  Mystery. 

The  Money-maker. 
By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 
Whitcladies.  I  The  Sorceress. 

By  OUIDA. 


Held  in  Bondage. 
Strathmore.   |  Chandos. 
Under  Two  Flags. 
Cecil  Castlemaine's  Gage. 
Tricotrin.        |  Puck. 
Folle-Farine 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.         |  Signa. 
Princess  Napraxine. 
Two  Wooden  Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
The  Massarenes. 


Friendship.      Idalia. 
Moths.  Rufiino. 

Pipistrelio.      Ariadne. 
A  Village  Commune. 
Bimbi. '  j  Wanda. 

Frescoes.      |  Othmar. 
In  Marernma. 
Syrlin.  |  Guilderoy. 

Santa  Barbara. 
Two  Offenders. 
The  Waters  of  Edera. 
A  Rainy  June. 


By  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN 


High  Spirits.  |  Bv  Proxy. 
The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  Only. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
Modern  Dick  Whittiugton 


Lost  Sir  Massingberd 
The  ClyfTards  of  Clylfe. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
ACounty  Family.  [Painted 
Less    Black    than   We're 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Petil  and  Privation. 
Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

By  WILL  PAYNE.— Jerry  the  Dreamer 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL   PRAED. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.      I  Mrs.  Tregaskiss. 

Christina  Chard.  \  Nuhna.      |  Madame  Izan 

'  As  a  Watch  in  the  Night.' 

By  E.  C.  PRICE.— Valentina. 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  Mrs.  J.  II.  RIDDELL. 
Weird  Stories.  I  A  Rich  Man's  Daughter. 
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By  CHARLES  READE 

Peg     Woffington  ;      and  1  Griffith  Gaunt. 

Christie  Johnstone. 
Hard  Cash. 

Cloister  and  the  Hearth 
Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
The     Course     of     True 

Love ;  and  Singleheart 

and  Doubleface. 
Autobiography       of       a 

Thief;      Jack     of     all 

Trades ;    A    Hero    and 

a     Martyr ;     and     The 

Wandering  Heir. 


ove  Little,  Love  Long. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Foul  Play. 

Put  Yourself  in  Ills  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman-Hater. 
The  Jilt.  &  other  Stories  : 

&  Good  Stories  of  Man. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 
Readiana  ;       and      Bible 
Characters. 


By  FRANK  RICHARDSON. 

Man  Who  Lost  His  P.ist.   |  The  Bayswater  Mystery. 

By  AMELIE  RIVES. 
Barbara  Dering.  |  Meriel. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
The  Hands  of  Justice.        |  Woman  in  the  Dark. 

By  ALBERT  ROSS. -A  Sugar  Princess. 

By  J.  RUNCIMAN.— Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 

By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL 


Round  the  Galley  Fire 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
On  the  FoVsle  Head. 
A  V'oypge  to  the  Cape. 
Book  for  the  Hammock. 
Mystery  of  '  Ocean  Star. 
Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
A  Tale  of  Two  Tunnels. 


My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  Wide  Wide  Sea. 
The  Phantom  Death. 
Is  He  the  Man  ? 
Good  Ship  '  Mohock. 
The  Convict  Ship. 
Heart  of  Oak. 
The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 
The  Latt  Entry. 


The  Death  Ship. 

By  DORA  RUSSELL.-DriftofFate. 

By  HERBERT  RUSSELL.— True  Blue. 

By  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN.-A  Levantine  Family. 

By  ADELINE  SERGEANT. 
Dr.  Erdicott's  Experiment  |  Under  False  Pretences. 
By  WILLIAM  SHARP. 
Children  of  To-morrow. 
By  M.  P.  SHIEL.— The  Purple  Cloud. 
By  GECRGE  R.  SIMS. 
Dagonet  Abroad.  j  In  London's  Heart. 

Once  uponChristmasTimeJ  Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 


Mary  Jane  Married. 
The  Small-part  Lady. 
A  Blind  Marriage. 


Without  the  Limelight 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
Biographs  of  Babylon. 

By  UPTON  SINCLAIR.— Prince  Hagen. 

By  J.  MOYR  SMITH.— The  Prince  of  Argolis. 

By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 


The  Grey  Monk. 
The  Master  of  Trenance. 
The  Web  of  Fate. 
Secret  of  Wyvern  Towers. 


As  it  was  Written. 
Her  Ladyship. 
The  Strange  Experiences 
of  Mr.  Verschoyle. 


The  Doom  of  Siva. 
By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 


A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 
The  Junior  Dean. 
Master  of  St.  Benedict's 
To  his  Own  Master. 
Gallantay  Bower. 
In  Face  of  the  World. 
Orchard  Damerel. 


The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 
The  Wooing  of  May. 
A  Tragic  Honeymoon. 
A  Proctor  s  Wooing. 
Fortune's  Gate. 
Bonnie  Maggie  Lauder. 
Mary  Unwin. 


Mrs.  Dunbar's  Secret. 

By  JOHN  STAFFORD.-Dorisandl. 

By  R.  STEPHENS.— The  Cruciform  Mark. 

R.  NEILSON  STEPHENS.-Philip  Winwood. 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE.— The  Afghan  Knife. 


By  R.  L.  STEYENSON.-The  Suicide  Club. 
By  FRANK  STOCKTON. 

The  Young  Master  of  Hyson  Hall 

By  SUNDOWNER.-Told  by  the  Taffrail 

By  SWEET  and  KNOX. 

On  a  Mexican  Mustang. 

By  ANNIE  THOMAS.— The  Siren's  Web. 
By  BERTHA  THOMAS. 

In  a  Cathedral  City. 
By  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 

Like  Ships  Upon  Sea.        |  Anne  F'urneiS. 
Mabel's  Progress. 
By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now.     I  Marion  Fay. 
Frau  Frohmann.  I  Scarborough's  Family 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 

Choice  Works.  Pudd'nhead  Wilson. 

Library  of  Humour.  The  Gilded  Age. 

The  Innocents  Abroad.         Prince  and  the  Pauper. 
Roughing    It;     and    The     Life  on  the  Mississippi 

Innocents  at  Home. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 
The  American  Claimant. 
Adventures  Tom  Sawyer. 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad. 
Tom  Sawyer,  Detective. 


Huckleberry  Finn. 
A  Yankee  at  Court. 
Stolen  White  Elephant. 
,£1.000,000  Bank-note. 
ADouble-barrelled  Detec- 
tive Story. 


C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER.-Mistress  Judith. 
By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

What  She  Came  Through.     Mrs.    Cannichael's    Go 

Buried  Diamonds.  desses. 

The  Blackball  Gliosis.  Rachel  Langt..n. 

The  Macdonald  Lass.  '  A  Hone3-moon's  Eclipse 

Witch  Wife.     I     Sapphira.  i  A  Young  Dragon. 

ALLEN  UPWARD.— The  Queen  against  Owen. 

By  ALBERT  D.  YANDAM.— A  Court  Tra 

By  E.  A.  YIZETELLY. 

The  Scorpion.  ]  The  Lover's  Progress. 

By  LEVY.  WALLACE. -Ben  Hur. 

By  FLORENCE  WARDEN. 

Joan,  the  Curate.  |  A  Fight  to  a  Finish. 

By  CY  WARMAN.— Express  Messenger. 

By  A.  WERNER.-Chapenga's  White  Man. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 

For  Honour  and  Life  I  Red  Ryvington. 

A  Woman  Tempted  Hun.     Ralph  Norbreck's  Trust 


Trust-money. 

Sons  of  Beiial. 

Roy  of  Roy's  Court. 

With  the  Red  Eagle. 

A  Red  Bridal. 

Strange  Crimes. 

Her  Ladyship's  Secret. 


Her  Two  Millions. 

Two  Pinches  of  Snuff. 

Nigel  Fortescue. 

Birch  Dene.  |  Ben  Clough 

The  Phantom  City. 

A  Queer  Race. 

The  Old  Factory. 

As  Luck  would  have  it. 

By  ATHA  WESTBURY. 

The  Shadow  of  Hilton  Fernbrook. 

By  FRED  WHISHAW. 

A  Forbidden  Name  my  Ways  of  Love 

By  C.  J.  WILLS. — An  Easy-going  Fellow 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life  ;  and  Regimental  Legends. 

By  LOUIS  ZANGWILL. 

A  Nineteenth  Century  Miracle. 

By  EMILE  ZOLA 


The  Honour  of  the  Army 
Germinal.  I  The  Dream. 
Abbe  Mourefs  Trans- 
gression. I  Money. 
The  Con.uest  of  Plassans. 
Dram-Shop.  |  Downfall. 
His  Excellency.       


His  Masterpiece. 
The  Fat  and  the  Thin. 
Dr.  Pascal.    |  Joy  of  Life 
Fortune  of  the  Rougons. 
Lourdes.      I  Fruit!  ulness. 
Rome  j  Work. 

Paris.  I  Truth. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS   OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 


By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 

Biind  Fate.  I  A  Life  Interest, 

Valerie's  Fate.  |  Mono's  Choice. 

By  Woman's  Wit. 

By  E.  LESTER  ARNOLD. 

Phra  the  Phoenician. 

ARTEMUS  WARD'S  WORKS.  Complete. 


Philistia. 


Strange  Stories. 
For  Malmie's  Sake. 
In  all  Sh 

The  Beckoning  Han  J. 
The  Devils  lii.-. 
The  Tents  of  Sheni. 
The  Great  Taboo. 


By  GRANT  ALLEN. 

Babylon.  1  Dumaresq's  Daughter. 


Duchess  of  Powsyland, 
Blood  Royal. 
Ivan  Greets  Mastt  I 
The  Scallywag. 

Mortal  CoiL 
At  Market  Value. 
Under  Sealed  Orders. 
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By  Rev.  S.  BARING-COULD 

Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  FRANK  BARRETT 


A  Prodigal's  Progress. 

Found  Guilty. 

A  Recoiling  Vengeance 

For  Love  and  Honour. 

John  Ford,  &c. 

Woman  of  Iron  Bracelets. 

The  Harding  Scandal. 


Fettered  for  Life. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 
Between  Life  and  Death, 
Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
Folly  Morrison. 
Lieut.  Barnabas. 
Honest  Davie. 

A  Missing  Witness. 

By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy.     |  By  Celia's  Arbour 

My  Little  Girl. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 


Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT 


All  Sorts  and  Conditions. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack.  [Then. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
Herr  Paulus. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Master  Craftsman. 


The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 
St.  Katherine's  by  Tower. 
Verbena  Camellia  Stepha- 
The  Ivory  Gate.      [notis. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 
Beyond  Dreams  Avarice. 
The  Revolt  of  Man. 
In  Deacon's  Orders. 
The  City  of  Reiuge. 


AMBROSE   BIERCE.— In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 

Camp  Notes.  I  Chronicles    of    No-man's 

Savage  Life.  Land. 

By  BRET  HARTE 


Californian  Stories. 
Gabriel  Conroy. 
Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dos. 


Flip.  J  Maruja. 

A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
Ward  of  Golden  Gate. 


By  ROBERT   BUCHANAN. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine 
Annan  Water. 


The   Martyrdom   of   Ma- 
deline. 
|  The  New  Abelard. 
|  The  Heir  of  Linne. 

Woman  and  the  Man. 

Rachel  Dene.      |      Matt. 

Lady  Kilpatrick. 

BUCHANAN  ar.d  MURRAY.— The  Charlatan. 
By  HALL  CAINE. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.  |  The  Deemster 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 

The  Cruise  of  the  '  Black  Prince.' 

By  HAYDEN  CARRUTH. 

The  Adventures  of  Jones. 

By  AUSTIN  CLARE.— For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIYE. 
Paul  Ferrou.       |       Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 
The  Cure  01  Souls.  |  The  Red  Sultan. 

By  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS.-  The  Bar  Sinister 
By  MORT.  and  FRANCES  COLLINS. 


Sweet  and  Twenty. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  Me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
Frances. 


Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration 
From    Midnight    to   Mid- 
night. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

By  WILKIE  COLLINS. 

Armadale.    |    After  Dark.     The  Woman  in  White 
No  Name       |      Antonina. 
Basil.     1     Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 


Queen  of  Hearts. 
Miss  or  Mrs.? 
The  New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
A  Rogue's  Lite. 
My  Miscellanies. 


The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wile 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
•  I  say  No  1 ' 
The  Evil  Genius- 
Little  Novels 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


By  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN.— Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  H.  N.  CRELLIN.— Tales  of  the  Caliph. 

MATT  CRIM.— The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebe. 

By  3.  M.  CROKER 


Pretty  Miss  Nevilie. 
Diana  Barrington. 
A  Bird  of  Passage. 
Proper  Pride    |   '  To  Let' 
A  Family  Likeness. 
A  Third  Person. 


Village  Tales  and  Jungle 
Tragedies.   |  Mr.  Jervis. 
Two  Masters. 
The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 
Married  or  Single! 
Interference. 


By  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 

The  Evangelist ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  JAMES  DE  MILLE.— A  Strange  Manuscript 
By  DICK  DONOVAN 


Michael  Danevltch. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From     Information     Re- 
ceived. 
Tracked  to  Doom 
Link  by  Link. 
Suspicion  Aroused. 
Riddles  Read. 


The  Man-Hunter. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Caught  at  Last  1 
Who       Poisoned      Hetty 
Duncan?      |      Wanted! 
Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
Mystery  Jamaica  Terrace. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  LovelL 

By  EDWARD  EGGLESTON.-Roxy. 
By  G.  MANYILLE  FENN. 
The  New  Mistress.  I  The  Tiger  Lily. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.  |  The  White  Virgin. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.  |  Fatal  Zero.  I  Seventy  -  five        Brooke 
Never  Forgotten.   |   Polly.  I      Street 
Second  Mrs.  TUlotson.         |  The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD  and  others. 

Strange  Secrets. 
By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON 


King  or  Knave? 
Romances  of  the  Law. 
Ropes  of  Sand. 
A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 


Olyinpia. 
One  by  One. 
A  Real  Queen. 
Queen  Cophetua 

By  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife.         |  The  Lawton  Girl. 
Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 
By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  i  In  Honour  Bound. 

Fancy  Free.  Flower  of  the  Forest, 

For  Lack  of  Gold.  The  Braes  of  Yarrow 

What  will  the  World  Say  ?     The  Golden  Shaft. 
In  Love  and  War. 


For  the  King^. 
In  Pastures  Green 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 


Of  High  Degree. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 
Blood  Money. 


By  WILLIAM   GILBERT.-James  Duke 

By  ERNEST  GLANYILLE. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist. 

ANDREW  HALLIDAY.-Every  day  Papers, 
By  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE 

Ellice  Quentin.   |  Garth. 


Fortune's  Fool. 

Miss  Cadogna.    |  Dust. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 


Love — or  a  Name 
David    Poindexter  s    Dis- 
appearance.     [Camera. 
The      Spectre      of      the 

By   Sir   ARTHUR  HELPS.— Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  G.  A.  HENTY.-Rujub  the  Juggler. 

By  HEADON   HILL. -Zamora  the  Detective. 

By  JOHN    HILL.— Treason-Felony. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 


A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 
In  Durance  Vile. 
Marvel.         |  Peter's  Wife 
A  Mental  Struggle. 
A  Modern  Circe. 
April's  Lady. 


Lady  Venter's  Flight. 
The  Red-House  Mystery. 
The  Three  Graces. 
Unsatisfactory  Lover. 
Lady  Patty.  I  Nora  Crelna 
Professor's  Experiment. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels—  continued. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEL  HOEY.— The  Lovers  Creed 

Mrs.  GEORGE  HOOPER.— The  House  of  Raby, 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
That  Other  Person.  |  The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 
By  MARK   KERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE  KING. 
A  Drawn  Game.    [Green.'  I  Passion's  Slave. 
'  The    Wearing     of    the  |  Bell  Barry. 

By  EDMOND  LEPELLETIER. 
Madame  Sans-Ge ne. 

By  JOHN   LEYS.-The  Lindsays. 
By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 


Patricia  Kemball. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord? 
Paston  Carew. 
'My  Love  ! '    |    lone. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 


The  Atonement  of  Learn 

Dundas. 
Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 
The  One  Too  Many. 
Dulcie  Everton. 


By  HENRY  W.  LUCY.— Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  justin  McCarthy. 


Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon.  |  Camiola. 
Linley  Rochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 


Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  uf  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

The  Riddle  Ring. 


By  HUGH  MACCOLL. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

GEORGE  MACDONALD.-Heatherand  Snow. 

By  AGNES  MACBONELL.— Quaker  Cousins. 

By  W.  H.  MALLOCK.— The  New  Republic. 

By  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  L.  T.  MEADE.— A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 

The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Dead  Man's  Secret.  |  From  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 

Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 

By  D.  CHRISTIE   MURRAY. 


A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime, 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 
A  Capful  o  Nails. 


A  Model  Father. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Val  Strange.    |    Hearts. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

By  MURRAY  and  HERMAN. 

One  Traveller  Returns.      |  The  Bishops'  Bible. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

By  HUME   NISBET. 

'  Bail  Up  ! '  1  Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent. 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Saint  Ann's.  |  Billy  Bellew. 

By  GEORGES  OHNET. 

Dr.  Rameau.  |  A  Weird  Gift. 

A  Last  Love. 


By  Mrs. 
Whiteladies. 
The  Primrose  Path. 


OLIPHANT. 

I  The  Greatest 
England. 


Heiress  in 


By  OUIDA. 


Held  in  Bondage. 
Strathmore.   I  Chandos. 
Idalia.  I  Tricotrin. 

Under  Two  Flags. 
Cecil  Castlemaine's  Gage. 
Puck.  I  Pascarek 

Folle-Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Signa.  I  Ariadne. 

Princess  Napraxine. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 


Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes 
Moths.  I  Bimbi. 

Pipistrello 

A  Village  Commune. 
Wanda.  I  Othmar. 

Frescoes.       |  Guilder  oy. 
In  Maremma. 
Ruffino.         I  Syrlin. 
Santa  Barbara. 
Two  Offenders. 
Ouida's     Wisdom,     Wit, 
and  Pathos 


By  MARGARET  AGNES   PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 


Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy.      1      Kit. 

Cecil's  Tryst.    |     Halves. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stones. 

,£200  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey  |  High  Spirits 

Under  One  Roof. 

Carlyon's  Year. 

For  Cash  Only. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town. 

Holiday  Tasks. 


A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
Sunny  Stories. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Less    Black    than    We're 

Painted.     |      By  Proxy. 
Some  Private  Views. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thom. 
The     Mystery    of     Mir- 

bridge.     |     From  Exile. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 


A  Trying  Patient. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station  I  Christina  Chard. 
Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.        [  Mrs.  Tregaskiss 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CHARLES  READE. 


It  is  Never  Too  Late  to 

Mend.  |  The  Jilt. 

Christie  Johnstone. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
Love  Little,  Love  Long. 
Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
Course  of  True  Love. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 


Foul  Play.      |  Hard  Cash. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Singleheart,  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Man,  &c. 

Peg  Woffington. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Woman-Hater. 


H.  RIDDELL. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 
The    Mystery    in    Palace 

Gardens. 
Idle  Tales. 


By  Mrs.  J 

Weird  Stories. 
Fairy  Water. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The    Prince    of    Wales  s 
Garden  Party. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange.  |  The  Woman  in  the  Dark. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 


Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
Book   for    the  Hammock. 
The      Mystery     of     the 

'Ocean  Star.' 
Romance  Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 


My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  Wide  Wide  Sea. 
Good  Ship  'Mohock.' 
The  Phantom  Death. 
Is  He  the  Man? 
H^art  of  Oak. 
The  Convict  Ship. 
The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 
The  Last  Entry. 


By  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  GEORGE   R.  SIMS 


The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  lane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day. 
Dramas  of  Li'e. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 


Zeph.      I  My  Two  Wives. 
Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
Scenes  from  the  Show 
Ten  Commandments. 
Dagonet  Abroad. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 


ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY.— A  Match  in  the  Dark. 
By  R.  A.  STERNDALE.— The  Afghan  Knife. 


By  T.  W. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron 

Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop. 
Hoodwinked. 
By  Devious  Ways. 


SPEIGHT. 

Back  to  Life. 
I  The  Loudwater  Tragedy 

Burgo's  Romance. 

Quittance  in  Full 
I  A  Husband  from  the  Sea. 


32 


CHATTO    &   WINDUS,    PUBLISHERS. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  ALAN    ST.  AUBYN 


Orchard  Damerel. 

In  the  Face  of  the  World. 

The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 


A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 
The  Junior  Dean. 
Master  of  St.  Benedict's. 

To  His  Own  Master. 
By  R.  LOUIS   STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights. 

By  ROBERT  SURTEES.— Handley  Cross. 
By  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  M  arines. 

By  T.   ADOLPHUS   TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE 


Frau  Frohmann. 
Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea.   1  Anne  Furness. 
Mabel's  Progress. 


The  Land-Leaguers. 
The  American  Senator. 
Scarborough's  Family. 
Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 


By  MARK   TWAIN. 

A  Pleasure  Trip.  Stolen  White  Elephant, 

The  Gilded  Aee.  Life  on  the  Mississippi. 

Huckleberry  Finn.  .£1,000,000  Bank-Note. 

Tom  Sawyer.  Sketches. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER.-MistressJudith. 
By  SARAH  TYTLER. 


Bride's  Pass.  |  Lady  Bell 
Buiied  Diamonds. 
St.  Mungo's  City. 
Noblesse  Oblige. 


The  Huguenot  Family. 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 


Disappeared 

By  ALLEN   UPWARD.— Queen  against  Owen 

By  Wffl.  WESTALL.-Trust-Money. 

By  Mrs.  WILLIAMSON.-A  Child  Widow 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 

By  H.  F.  WOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scot-  I  The    Englishman    of  the 
land  Yard.  Rue  Cain. 

By  MARO.   WYNMAN.-My  Flirtations. 


St. 


THE   NEW 


By  EDWIN  LESTER  ARNOLD 

The  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 

^Catherine's  by  Tower.  |  The  Rebel  Queen. 

By  H.  BINDLOSS.— Ainslie's  Ju-ju. 

By  McD.  BODKIN,  K.C. 

Dora  Myrl,  the  Lady  Detective. 

By  DICK  DONOYAN 


Man  from  Manchester. 
Wanted  ! 
Dark  Deeds. 
Tales  of  Terror. 

By  G.  M.  FENN 


By  PAUL  GAULOT.— The  Red  Shirts. 
By  Major  ARTHUR  CRIFFITHS. 

No.  95  :  and  Blue  Blood. 

By  OWEN  HALL.— Track  of  a  Storm. 

By  BRET  HARTE. 

Luck  Roaring  Camp,  &c.      Col.  Starbottle's  Client. 

In  a  Hollow  of  the  Hills.        Protegee  of  Jack  Hamlin's 

Sappho  of  Green  Springs.      Sally  Dows. 

By  HEADON  HILL.— Zambra,  the  Detective. 
Ey  FERGUS  HUME.— The  Lady  from  Nowhere 

By  EDMUND  MITCHELL. 
Plotters  of  Paris.  |  The  Temple  of  Death. 

Towards  the  Eternal  Snows. 


SERIES   OF   TWO-SHILLING   NOYELS. 

Bound  in  picture  cloth,  flat  backs. 

By  BERTRAM  MITFORD. 

The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley.  [   The  King's  Assegai. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 

By  CHRISTIE  MURRAY.— His  Own  Ghost 

By  OUIDA. 

Syrhn.  |  The  Waters  of  Edera. 

By  JAS.  PA YN.— Modern  Dick  Whittington. 

By  DORA  RUSSELL. 

A  Country  Sweetheart.        |  The  Drift  of  Fate. 
By  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 

In  London's  Heart.  |  Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 

By  FRANK  STOCKTON. 

The  Young  Master  of  Hyson  Hall. 

By  SUNDOWNER.-Tale  of  the  Serpent. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER.— Citoyenne  Jacqueline 

ALLEN  UPWARD.— Queen  against  Owen. 

By  F.  WARDEN.    Joan,  the  Curate. 
BYRON  WEBBER.-Sport  and  Spangles. 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life  ;  and  Regimental  Legends. 
By  LOUIS  ZANGWILL. 

A  Nineteenth-Century  Miracle. 


The  Man-Hunter. 

The  Mystery  of  Jamaica 

Terrace. 
Vincent  Trill,  Detective. 
—A  Crimson  Crime. 


SIXPENNY  COPYRIGHT  NOYELS. 


By  GRANT  ALLEN.— The  Tents  of  Shem. 

By  FKANK  BARRETT.-Fettered  for  Life 

By   ARNOLD    BENNETT. 

The  Grand  Babylon  Hotel. 
By  WALTER  BESANT 


Children  of  Gibeon. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom, 
Dorothy  Forster. 


All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of 

Men. 
The  Orange  Girl. 


By  BESANT  and  RICE. 


Ready-Money  Mortiboy 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet 


The  Golden  Butterfly 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.  |  God  and  the  Man. 

By   S.    BARING-GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve 

By  HALL  CAINE. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  |  The  Deemster. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime 
By  WILKIE  COLLINS. 
Armadale.     |    No  Name.      Man  and  Wife. 
flu-  Moonstone,  The  Dead  Secret. 

The  Woman  in  White.  The  New  Magdalen 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 
I  M.m  1  Barrlngton. 
A  Bird  of  Pa 


Pretty  Miss  Neville. 
Beyond  the  Pale. 


By  E.  LEPELLETIER.— Madame  Sans-GSne. 
By  E.LYNN  LINTON. -Patricia  Kemball. 


By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY.— Joseph's  Coat. 

By  HUMENiSBET.-Bail  Up  ! 

By  OUIDA. 

Puck.       I       Moths       I       Strathmore.      |      TricotritL 

Held  in  Bondage.    |    Under  Two  Flags.    |    Chandos. 

lhe  Massarenes.       |      Friendship.      |      Ariadne. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 

Walter's  Word.  |  Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

By  CHARLES  READE. 


Griffith  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play.     |     Hard  Cash. 

Peg      Woffington  ;      and 

Christie  Johnstone. 
A  Terrible  temptation. 


Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
The    Cloister     and     the 

Hearth. 
Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
The  Double  Marriage. 


By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL.— The  Convict  Ship. 

By  GEORGE  R.  SIMS Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 

By  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL.-The  Old  Factory. 

By  EMILE  ZOLA. 

The  Downfall.  |     The  Dram-Shop. 

Lourdes.         |         Rome.         |         Paris. 

By  justin  McCarthy. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 
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